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CHAP. I. 
Domum mansit—lanam Jectt.—ANCIENT RoMAN Epiraprtt 


S he keepit close the hous, and birlit at the quhele. 
GawAIN Douctas. 


_HE time which passes over our heads so imper- 
ceptibly, makes the same gradual change in 
habits, manners, and character, as in personal 

appearance. At the revolution of every five years we 
find ourselves another, and yet the same—there is a 
change of views, and no less of the light in which we 
regard them ; a change of motives as well as of actions. 
Neaily twice that space had glided away over the head 
of Halbert Glendinning and his lady, betwixt the period 
of our former narrative, in which they played a distin- 
guished part, and the date at which our present tale 
commences. 

Two circumstances only had embittered their union, 
which was otherwise as happy as mutual affection could 
render it. The first of these was indeed the common 
calamity of Scotland, being the distracted state of that 
unhappy country, where evtity man’s sword was directed 
against his neighbour's bosom. Glendinning had proved 
what Murray expected of him, a steady friend, strong 
in battle, and wise in counsel, adhering to him, from 
raotives of gratitygle, in situations where by his own 
unbiassed will h@ would either have stood neuter, or 
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have joined the opposite party. Hence, when danger 
was near—and it was seldom far distant—Sir Halbert 
Glendinning, for he now bore the rank of knighthood, 
was perpetually summoned to attend his patron on dis- 
tant expeditions, or on perilous enterprises, or to assist 
him with his counsel in the doubtful intrigues of a 
half-barbarous court. He was thus frequeutly, and for 
a long space, absent from his castle and from his hady ; 
and to this ground of, regret we must add, that their 
union had not been blessed with children, to occupy the 
attention of the Lady of Avenel, while she was thus 
deprived of her husband’s domestic society. 

On such occasions she lived almost entirely se-luded 
from the world, within the walls of her paternal mansion. 
Visiting amongst neighbours was a matter entirely out of 
the question, unless on occasions of solemn festival, and 
then it was chiefly confined to near kindred. Of these 
the Lady of Avenel had none who survived, and the 
dames of the neighbouring barons affected to regard her 
less as the heiress of the House of Avenel than as the 
wife of a peasant, the son of a church vassal, raised up to 
mushroom eminence by the capricious favour of Murray. 

This pride of ancestry, which rankled in the bosom of 
he ancient gentry, was more openly expressed by their 
ladies, and was, moreover, embittered not a little by the 
political feuds of the time, for most of the Southron 
chiefs were friends to the authority of the Queen, and 
very jealous of the power of Murray. The Castle or 
Avenel was, therefore, on all these accounts, as melan- 
choly and solitary a residence for its lady as could well 
be imagined. Still it had tne essential recommendation 
of great security. The reader is already aware that the 
fortress was built upon an islet in a small lake, and was 
only accessible by a causeway, intersected by a double 
ditch, defended by two drawbridg s, so that, withoct 
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nable. It was only necessary, therefore, to secure against 
surprise, and the service of six able men within the castle 
was sufficient for that purpose. If more serious danger 
threatened, an ample garrison was supplied by the male 
inhabitants of a little hamlet, which, under the auspices 
of Halbert Glendinning, had arisen ona small piece of 
level ground, betwixt the lake and the hill, nearly adjoin- 
ing to the spot where the causeway joined the mainland. 
The Lord of Avenel had found ig an easy matter to pro- 
cure inhabitants, as he was not only a kind and benefi- 
cent over-lord, but well qualified, both by his experience 
in arms, his high character for wisdom and integrity, and 
his fagour with the powerful Earl of Murray, to protect 
and defend those who dwelt under his banner. In leav- 
ing his castle for any length of time, he had, therefore, 
the consolation to reflect, that this village afforded, on 
the slightest notice, a band of thirty stout men, which 
was more than sufficient for its defence ; while the fami- 
lies of the villagers, as was usual on such occasions, fled 
to the recesses of the mountains, drove their Cattle to the 
same, places of shelter, and left the enemy to work their 
will on their miserable cottages. 

One guest only resided generally, if not constantly, at 
the Castle of Avenel. This was Henry Warden, who 
now felt himself less able for the stormy task imposed on 
the reforming clergy ; and having by his zeal given per- 
sonal offence to many of the leading nobles and chiefs, 
did not consider himself as perfectly safe, unless when 
within the walls of the strong mansion of some assured 
friend. He ceased ffot, hgwever, to serve his cause as 
eagerly with his pen, as hehhad formerly done with his 
tongue, and had engaged in a furious aud acrimonious 
contest, concerning the sacrifice of the mass, as it was 
termed, with the Abbot Eustatius, formerly the Sub-Prior 
of Kennaquhair. #Answers, replies, duplies, triplies, 
quadruplies, folloWed thick upon each other, and dis- 
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played, as is not unusual in controversy, fully as much 
zeal as Christian charity. ‘The disputation very soon 
became as celebrated as that of John Knox and the 
Abbot of Crosraguel, raged nearly as fiercely, and, for 
aught I know, the publications to which it gave rise may 
be as precious in the eyes ot bibliographers. But the 
engrossing nature of his occupation rendered the theolo- 
gian not the most interesting companion for a solitary 
female ; and his grave,,stern, and absorbed deportment, 
which seldom showed any interest except in that which 
concerned his religious profession, made his presence 
rather add to than diminish the gloom which hung over 
the castle of Avenel. To supcrintend the tasks of nume- 
rous female domestics, was the principal part of the 
Lady's daily employment ; her spindJe and distaff, her 
Bible, and a solitary walk upon the battlements of the 
castle, or upon the causeway, or occasionally, but more 
seldom, upon the banks of the little lake, consumed the 
rest of the day. But so great was the insecurity of the 
period, thdt when she ventured to extend her walk 
beyond the hamlet, the warder on the watch-tower was 
directed to keep a sharp look-out in every direction, and 
four or five men held themselves in readiness to mount 
and sally forth from the castle on the slightest appear. 
ance of alarm. 

Thus stood affairs at the castle, when, after an ab- 
sence of several weeks, the Knight of Avenel, which was 
now the title most frequently given to Sir Halbert Glen- 
dinning, was daily expected to return home. Day after 
day, however, passed away, and he-returned not. Letters 
in those days were rarely written, and the Knight must 
have resorted to a secretary to express his intentions in 
that manner ; besides, intercourse of all kinds was pre- 
carious and unsafe, and no man cared to give any public 
intimation of the time and directioneaf a journey, sincegif 
his route were publicly known, it wes always likely he 
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might in that case meet with more enemies than friends 
upon the road. The precise day, therefore, of Sir Halbert's 
return was not fixed, but that which his lady's fond ex- 
pectation had calculated upon in her own mind had long 
since passed, and hope delayed began to make the heart 
sick. 

It was upfon the evening of a sultry summer's day when 
the sun was half-sunk behind the distant western moun- 
tains of Liddesdale, that the Lady took her solitary walk 
on the battlements of a range of buildings, which formed 
the front of the castle, where a flat roof of flag-stones 
presented a broad and convenient promenade. The level 
surfate of the lake, undisturbed except by the occasional 
dipping of a teal-duck, or coot, was gilded with the 
beams of the setting luminary, and reflected, as if in a 
golden mirror, the hills amongst which it lay embosomed. 
The scene, otherwise so lonely, was occasionally en- 
livened by the voices of the children in the village, which, 
softened by distance, reached the ear of the Lady, in her 
solitary walk, or by the distant call of the herdsman, as 
he guided his cattle from the glen in which they had 
pastured all day, to place them in greater security for 
the night, in the immediate vicinity of the village. The 
deep lowing of the cows seemed to deniand the attend- 
ance of the milk-maidens, who, singing shrilly and 
merrily, strolled forth, each with her pail on her head, to 
attend to the duty of the evening. The Lady of Avenel 
looked and listened ; the sounds which she heard re- 
minded her of former days, when her most important 
employment, as welMas her greatest delight, was to assist 
Dame Glendinning and Tibb Tacket in milking the 
cows at Glendearg. The thought was fraught with 
melancholy. 

‘Why was I not,” she said, ‘‘ the peasant girl which 
@n all men’s eye seemed to be? Halbert and I had 
then spent our 1#t peacefully in his native glen, undis- 
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turbed by the phantoms either of fear or of ambition. 
His greatest pride had then been to show the fairest*herd 
n the Halidome ; his greatest danger to repel some pil- 
fering snatcher from the Border ; and the utmost distance 
which would have divided us, would have been the chase 
of some outlying deer. But, alas! what avails the blood 
which Halbert has shed, and the dangerS which he 
encounters, to support a name and rank, dear to him 
because he has it from me, but which we shall never 
transmit to our posterity ! with me the name of Avenel 
must expire.”’ 

She sighed as these reflections arose, and, looking 
towards the shore of the lake, her eye was attract :d by 
a group of children of various ages, assembled to see a 
little ship, constructed by some village artist, perform its 
first voyage on the water. It was launched amid the 
shouts of tiny voices and the clapping of little hands, 
and shot bravely forth on its voyage with a favouring 
wind, which promised to carry it to the other side of the 
lake. Some of the bigger boysran round to receive and 
secure it on the farther shore, trying their speed against 
each other as they sprang like young fawns along the 
shingly verge of the lake. The rest, for whom such a 
journey seemed too arduous, remained watching the 
motions of the fairy vessel from the spot where it had 
been launched. ‘The sight of their sports pressed on 
the mind of the childless Lady of Avenel. 

‘‘Why are none of these prattlers mine?’ she con- 
tinued, pursuing the tenor of her melancholy reflections. 
‘‘ Their parents can scarce find them the coarsest food— 
and I, who could nurse thém in plenty, I am doomed 
never to hear a child call me mother !”’ 

The thought sunk on her heart with a bitterness which 
resembled envy, so deeply is the desire of offspring im- 
planted in the female breast. Shewnressed her hande 
together as if she were wringing thenin the extremity 
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of her desolate feeling, as one whom Heaven had written 
childless. A large staghound of the greyhound species 
approached at this moment, and, attracted perhaps by 
the gesture, licked her hands and pressed his large head 
against them. He obtaingd the desired caress in return, 
but still the sad impression remained. 

‘‘Wolf,’’“%she said, as if the animal could have under- 
stood her complaints, ‘‘thou art a noble and a beautiful 
animal; but, alas! the love and gffcction that I long to 
bestow, is of a quality higher than can fall to thy share, 
though I love thee much.” 

And, as if she were apologising to Wolf for withhold- 
ing f@om him any part of her regard, she caressed his 
proud head and crest, while, looking in her eyes, he 
seemed to ask her what she wanted, or what he could do 
to show his attachment. At this moment a shriek of 
distress was heard on the shore, from the playful group 
which had been lately so jovial. The Lady looked, and 
saw the cause with great agony. 

The little ship, the object of the children’s delighted 
attention, had stuck among some tufts of the plant 
which bears the water-lily, that marked a shoal in the 
lake about an arrow-flight from the shore. A hardy little 
boy, who had taken the lead in the race round the 
margin of the laRe, did not hesitate a moment to strip 
off his wy/ze-coat, plunge into the water, and swim 
towards the object of their common solicitude. The 
first movement of the Lady was to call for help ; but she 
observed that the boy swam strongly and fearlessly, and 
as she saw that one®or two villagers! who were distant 
spectators of the incident, Stemed to give themselves no 
uneasiness on his account, she supposed that he was 
accustomed to the exercise, and that there was no 
danger. But whether, in swimming, the boy had struck 
@is breast againswa sunken rock, or whether he was 
suddenly taken @ith cramp, or whether he had over- 
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calculated his own strength, it so happened, that when 
he had disembarrassed the little plaything from the flags 
in which it was entangled, and sent it forward on its 
course, he had scarce swam a few yards in his way to the 
shore, than he raised himself, suddenly from the water, 
and screamed aloud, clapping his hands at the same 
time with an expression of fear and pain. ¢ 

The Lady of Avenel, instantly taking the alarm, called 
hastily to the attendantg to get the boat ready. But this 
was an affair of sometime. The only boat permitted to 
be used on the lake, was moored within the second cut 
which intersected the canal, and it was several minutes 
ere it could be unmoorcd and got under way. lLican- 
time, the Lady of Avenel, with agonising anxiety, saw 
that the efforts that the poor boy made to keep himself 
afloat, were now exchanged for a faint struggling, which 
would soon have been over, but for aid equally prompt 
and unhoped for. Wolf, who, like some of that large 
species of greyhound, was a practised water-dog, had 
marked the object of her anxiety, and, quitting his 
mistress’s side, had sought the nearest point from which 
he could with safety plunge into the lake. With the 
wonderful instinct which these noble animals have so 
often displayed in the like circumstances, he swam 
Straight to the spot where his assistance was so much 
wanted, and seizing the child's under-dress in his mouth, 
he not only kept him afloat, but towed him towards the 
causeway. The boat having put off with a couple of 
men, met the dog half-way, and relieved him of his 
burden. They landed on the caweeway, close by the 
gates of the castle, with tlréir yet lifeless charge, and 
were there met by the Lady of Avenel, attended by one 
or two of her maidens, eagerly waiting to administer 
assist@nce to the sufferer. . 

He was borne into the castle, deptsited upon a bed? 
_and every mode of recovery resorted td; which the know- 
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Jedge of the times, and the skill of Henry Warden, who 
professed some medical science, could dictate. For 
some time it was all in vain, and the Lady watched, with 
unspeakable earnestness, the pallid countenance of the 
beautiful child. He seem@gd about ten years old. His 
dress was of the meanest sort, but his long curled hair, 
and the nobfe cast of his features, partook not of that 
poverty of appearance. The proudest noble in Scotland 
might have been yet prouder cowld he have called that 
child his heir. While, with breathless anxiety, the Lady 
of Avenel gazed on his well-formed and expressive 
features, a Slight shade of colour returned gradual to 
the cMeek; suspended animation became restored by 
degrees, the child sighed deeply, opened his eyes, 
which to the human countenance produces the effect 
of light upon the natural landscape, stretched his arms 
towards the Lady, and muttered the word ‘‘ Mother,” 
that epithet, of all others, which is dearest to the female 
ear. 

‘God, madam,” said the preacher, ‘‘ has restored the 
child go your wishes ; it must be yours so to bring him 
up, that he may not one day wish that he had perished 
in his innocence." 

‘‘It shall be my charge,” said the Lady; and again 
throwing her arms around the boy, she overwhelmed 
him with kisses and caresses, so much was she agi- 
tated by the terror arising from the danger in which 
he had been just placed, and by joy at his unexpected 
deliverance. 

‘But you are not fy mother,” said the boy, recover- 
ing his recollection, and endeavouring, though faintly, 
to escape from the caresses of the Lady of Avenel; ‘‘ you 
are not my mother, —alas | I have no mother—only I 
have dreamt that I had one.’ 

*‘i will read theAiream for you, my love,’ answered 
the Lady of AveneF; ‘‘ and I will be myself your mother, 
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Surely God has heard my wishes, and, in his own mar- 
vellous manner, hath sent me an object on which my 
affections may expand themselves."’ She looked towards 
Warden as she spoke. The preacher hesitated what he 
should reply to a burst of, passionate feeling, which, 
perhaps, seemed to him more enthusiastic than the occa- 
sion demanded. In the meanwhile, the large staghound, 
Wolf, which, dripping wet as he was, had followed his 
mistress into the apagtment, and sat by the bedside, 
a patient and quiet spectator of all the means used for 
resuscitation of the being whom he had preserved, now 
became impatient of remaining any longer unnoticed, 
and began to whine and fawn upon the Lady with his 
great rough paws. 

‘*Yes,” she said, ‘‘good Wolf, and you shall be re- 
membered also for your day's work ; and I will think the 
more of you for having preserved the life of a creature 
so beautiful.” 

But Wolf was not quite satisfied with the share of 
attention which he had thus attracted; he persisted in 
whining and pawing upon his mistress, his caresses ren- 
dered still more troublesome by his long shaggy hair 
being so much and thoroughly wetted, till she desired 
one of the domestics, with whom he was familiar, to call 
the animal out of the apartment. Wolf resisted every 
invitation to this purpose, until his mistress positively 
commanded him to be gone, in an angry tone; when, 
turning towards the bed on which the boy still lay, half 
awake to sensation, half drowned in the meanders of 
fluctuating delirium, he uttered a deep and savage growl, 
curled up his nose and fps, showing his full range of 
white and sharpened teeth, which might have matched 
those of an actual wolf, and then, turning round, sullenly 
followed the domestic out of the apartment. 

‘It is singular,” said the Lady, Qddressing Wardex ; 
“the animal is not only so *ood- red to all, but so 
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particularly fond of children. What can ail him at the 
little fellow whose life he has saved ?”’ 

‘‘ Dogs,” replied the preacher, ‘‘are but too like the 
human race in their foibles, though their instinct be less 
erring than the reason of poor mortal man when relying 
upon his own unassisted powers. Jealousy, my good 
lady, is a pagsion not unknown to them, and they often 
evince it, not only with respect to the preferences which 
they see given by their masters go individuals of their 
own species, but even when their rivals are children. 
You have caressed that child much and eagerly, and the 
dog considers himself as a discarded favourite.” 

‘‘It@s a strange instinct,’’ said the Lady; ‘‘ and from 
the gravity with which you mention it, my reverend 
friend, I would almost say that you supposed this sin- 
gular jealousy of my favourite Wolf, was not only well 
founded, but justifiable. But perhaps you speak in 
jest?”’ 

‘*T seldom jest,”’ answered the preachicr ; ‘‘ life was not 
lent to us to be expended in that idle mirth which re- 
sembles the crackling of thorns under the pot. I would 
only have you derive, if it so please you, this lesson from 
what I have said, that the best of our feelings, when 
indulged to excess, may give pain to others. There is 
but one in which we may indulge to the utmost limit of 
vehemence of which our bosom is capable, secure that 
excess cannot exist in the greatest intensity to which it 
can be excited—I mean the love of our Maker.” 

“Surely,” said the Lady of Avenel, ‘‘we are com- 
manded by the same authority to love our neighbour? ”’ 

‘‘ Ay, madam,” said Wardén, ‘‘ but our love to God is 
to be unbounded—we are to love him with our whole 
heart, our whole soul, and our whole strength. The 
love which the precept commands us to bear to our 
neighbour, has to it a direct limit and qualifica- 
tion—we are to lo¥e our neighbour as oursélf ; as it is 
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elsewhere explained by the great commandment, that we 
must do unto him as we would that he should do unto 
us. Here there is a limit, and a bound, even to the 
most praiseworthy of our affections, so far as they are 
turned upon sublunary and ferrestrial objects. We are 
to render to our neighbour, whatever be his rank or de- 
gree, that corresponding portion of affectién with which 
we could rationally expect we should ourselves be re- 
garded by those staneling in the same relation to us. 
Hence, neither husband nor wife, neither son nor 
daughter, neither friend nor relation, are lawfully to be 
made the objects of our idolatry. ‘The Lord our God is 
a jealous God, and will not endure that we beSow on 
the creature that extremity of devotion which He who 
made us demands as his own share. I sayto you, Lady, 
that even in the fairest, and purest, and most honourable 
feelings of our nature, there is that original taint of sin 
which ought to make us pause and hesitate, ere we 
indulge them to excess.” 

‘‘T understand not this, reverend sir,” said the Lady ; 
‘‘nor do I guess what I can have now said or dgne, to 
draw down on me an admonition which has something a 
taste of reproof.” 

_‘* Lady,” said Warden, ‘‘I crave your pardon, if I 
have urged aught beyond the limits of my duty. But 
consider, whether in the sacred promise to be not only a 
protectress, but a mother, to this poor child, your pur- 
pose may meet the wishes of the noble knight your 
husband. The fondness which you have lavished on the 
unfortunate, and I own,, most fovely child, has met 
something like a reproof in the bearing of your house- 
hold dog.—Displease not your noble husband. Men, as 
well as animals, are jealous of the affections of those 
they love.” 

‘This is too much, reverend s&’’ said the Lady*of 
Avenel, ereatly offended. ‘You Mave heen lone our 
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guest, and have received from the Knight of Avenel and 
myself that honour and regard which your character and 
profession so justly demand. ButI am yet to learn that 
we have at any time authorised your interference in our 
family arrangements, or placed you as a judge of our 
conduct towards each othe I pray this may be forborne 
in future.” « 

‘‘Lady,” replied the preacher, with the boidness 
peculiar to the clergy of his persuasion at that time, 
‘‘when you weary of my admonitions—when I see that 
my services are no longer acceptable to you, and the 
noble knight your husband, I shall know that my Master 
wills ge no longer to abide here ; and, praying for a 
continuance of his best blessings on your family, I will 
then, were the season the depth of winter, and the hour 
midnight, walk out on yonder waste, and travel forth 
through these wild mountains, as lonely and unaided, 
though far more helpless, than when I first met your 
husband in the valley of Glendearg. But while I remain 
here, I will not see you err from the true path, no, not a 
hajr’s-breadth, without making the old man’s voice and 
remohstrance heard.” 

‘‘Nay, but,” said the Lady, who both loved and 
respected the good man, though sometimes a little 
offended at what she conceived to be an exuberant 
degree of zeal, ‘‘we will not part this way, my good 
friend. Women are quick and hasty in their feelings ; 
but, believe me, my wishes and my purposes towards 
this child are such as both my husband and you will 
approve of." The @ergyman bowed, and retreated to 
his own apartment. “wv 
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CHAP. II. 


How steadfastly he fixed his eyes on me— 
His dark eyes shining through forgotten tears— 
Then stretch'd his little arins, and cali'd me mother! 
What could I dv? J took the bantling homa— 
1 could not tell the tinp he had no mother. 

CounT BAasIt. 


- 
HEN Warden had left the apartment, the Lady 
of Avenel gave way to the feelings of tenderness 
which the sight of the boy, his sudden danger, 

and his recent escape, had inspired ; and, no ¢onger 

awed by the sternness, as she deemed it, of the preacher, 
heaped with caresses the lovely and interesting child. 

He was now, in some measure, recovered from the con- 

sequences of his accident, and received passively, though 

not without wonder, the tokens of kindness with which 
he was thus loaded. The face of the Lady was strange © 
to him, and her dress different and far more sumptuous 
than any he remembered. But the boy was naturally of 
an undaunted temper ; and indeed children are generally 
acute physiognomists, and not only pleased by that 
which is beautiful in itself, but peculiarly quick in distin- 
guishing and replying to the attentions of those who 
really love them. If they see a person in company, 
though a perfect” stranger, who is by nature fond of 
children, the little imps seem to discover it by a sort of 
freemasonry, while the awkward attempts of those who 
make advances to them for the pwrpose of recommend- 
ing themselves to the paréiits, usually fail in attracting 
their reciprocal attention. The little boy, therefore, ap- 
peared in some degree sensible of the lady's caresses, 
and it was with difficulty she withdrew herself from his 
pillow, to afford him leisure for necaysary repose. e 
‘*To whom belongs our little refued et?” was 
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the first question which the Lady of Avenel put to 
her handmaiden Lilias, when they had retired to the 
hall. 

‘‘To an old womfn in the hamlet,” said Lilias, ‘‘who 
is even now come so far as the porter’s lodge to inquire 
concerning his safety. Is {t your pleasure that she be 
admitted?” e 

‘‘Is it my pleasure?” said the Lady of Avenel, echoing 
the question with a strong accent pf displeasure and sur- 
prise; ‘‘can you make any doubt of it? What woman 
but must pity the agony of the mother, whose heart is 
throbbing for the safety of a child so lovely!” 

‘‘Ngy, but, madam,” said Lilias, ‘‘this woman is 
too old to be the mother of the child; 1 rather think 
she must be his grandmother, or some more distant 
relation." 

‘* Be she who she will, Lilias,” replied the Lady, ‘‘she 
must have an aching heart while the safety of a creature 
so lovely is uncertain. Go instantly and bring her hither. 
Besides, 1 would willingly learn something concerning 
his birth.” 

Lilfas left the hall, and presently afterwards returned, 
ushering in a tall female very poorly dressed, yet with 
more pretension to decency and cleanliness than was 
usually combined with such coarse garments. The 
Lady of Avenel knew her figure the instant she presented 
herself. It was the fashion of the family, that upon 
every Sabbath, and on two evenings in the week besides, 
Henry Warden preached or lectured in the chapel at the 
castle. The extensioa of the Protestant faith was, upon 
principle, as well as in gdt& policy, a primary object 
with the Knight of Avenel. The inhabitants of the 
village were therefore invited to attend upon the instruc- 
tions of Henry Warden, and many of them were speedily 
wen to the doctrine which their master and protectof 
approved. These#sermons, homilies, and lectures, had 
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made a great impression on the mind of the Abbot 
Eustace, or Eustatius, and were a sufficient spur to the 
severity and sharpness of his controversy with his old 
fellow-collegiate ; and, ere Queen Mary was dethroned, 
and while the Catholics still had considerable authority 
in the Border provinces, he “more than once threatened 
to levy his vassals, and assail and level with the earth 
that stronghold of heresy the Castle of Avenel. But 
notwithstanding the Abbot’s impotent resentment, and 
notwithstanding also the disinclination of the country to 
favour the new religion, Henry Warden proceeded with- 
out remission in his labours, and made weekly converts 
from the faith of Rome to that of the reformed ghurch. 
Amongst those who gave most earnest and constant 
attendance on his ministry, was the aged woman, whose 
form, tall, and otherwise too remarkable to be forgotten, 
the Lady had of late observed frequently as being con- 
spicuous amongst the little audience. She had indeed 
more than once desired to know who that stately-looking 
woman was, whose appearance was so much above the 
poverty of her vestments. But the reply had always 
been, that she was an Englishwoman, who was tarrying 
for a season at the hamlet, and that no one knew more 
concerning her. She now asked her after her name and 
birth. 

‘* Magdalen Graeme is my name,” said the woman; ‘'I 
come of the Greemes of Heathergill, in Nicol Forest, a 
people of ancient blood.” 

‘‘ And what make you,” continued the Lady, ‘‘so far 
distant from your home?" . 

‘‘T have no home,” sais: Magdalen Graeme, “‘ it was 
burnt by your Border-riders—my husband and my son 
were slain—there is not a drop's blood left in the veins of 
any one which is of kin to mine.” 

‘‘That is no uncommon fate in these wild times, and 
in this unsettled land,” said the Lrdy; “the Enclish. 
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hands have been as deeply dyed in our blood as ever 
those of Scotsmen have been in yours.” 

‘‘You have right to say it, Lady,” answered Magdalen 
Greeme ; ‘‘for men tell of a time when this castle was 
not strong enough to save your father’s life, or to aftord 
your mother and her infarft a place of refuge. And why 
ask ye me, ghen, wherefore I dwell not in mine own home, 
and with mine own people?” 

‘‘It was indeed an idle questign,” answered the Lady, 
‘‘ where misery so often makes wanderers ; but where- 
fore take refuge in a hostile country ?”’ 

‘‘My neighbours were Popish and mass-mongers,” 
said ghe old woman; ‘‘it has pleased Heaven to give me 
a clearer sight of the gospel, and | have tarried here to 
enjoy the ministry of that worthy man Henry Warden, 
who, to the praise and comfort of many, teacheth the 
Kvangel in truth and in sincerity.” 

‘‘Are you poor?” again demanded the Lady of 
Avenel. . 

‘‘You hear me ask alms of no one,” answered the 
Englishwoman. 

H@re there was a pause. The manner of the woman 
was, if not disrespectful, at least much less than gracious ; 
and she appeared to give no encousagement to farther 
communication. The Lady of Avenel renewed the con- 
versation on a different topic. 

‘* You have heard of the danger in which your boy has 
been placed ?”’ 

‘‘T have, Lady, and how by an especial providence he 
was rescued from degth. May Heaven make him thank- 
ful, and me!” % 

‘* What relation do you bear to him?” 

‘‘I am his grandmother, Lady, if it so please you; 
the only relation he hath left upon earth to take charge 

f him.” , i: 

‘The burden af his maintenance must necessarily be 
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grievous to you in your deserted situation ?”” pursued the 
Lady. 

‘‘T have complained of it to no one,” said Magdalen 
Grzeme, with the same unmoved, dry, and unconcerned 
tone of voice, in which she had answered all the former 
questions. 

‘Tf,’ said the Lady of Avenel, ‘‘ your grandchild could 
be received into a noble family, would it not advantage 
both him and you?” | 

‘* Received into a noble family !"" said the old woman, 
drawing herself up, and bending her brows until her 
forehead was wrinkled into a frown of unusual severity ; 
‘‘and for what purpose, I pray you ?—to be myalady’s 
page, or my lord's jackman, to eat broken victuals, and 
contend with other menials for the remnants of the 
master’s meal? Would you have him to fan the flies 
from my lady’s face while she sleeps, to carry her train 
while she walks, to hand her trencher when she feeds, 
to ride before her on horseback, to walk after her on 
foot, to sing when she lists, and to be silent when she 
bids ?—a very weathercock, which, though furnished in 
appearance with wings and plumage, cannot soar into 
the air—cannot fly from the spot where it is perched, 
but receives all its impulse, and performs all its revolu- 
tions, obedient to the changeful breath of a vain woman? 
When the eagle of Helvellyn perches on the tower of 
Lanercost, and turns and changes his place to show how 
the wind sits, Roland Graeme shall be what you would 
make him.” . 

The woman spoke with a rapidity and vehemence 
which seemed to have in it ‘“t touch of insanity; and a 
sudden sense of the danger to which the child must 
necessarily be exposed in the charge of such a keeper, 
increased the Lady's desire to keep him in the castle if 
possible. “4 e 

‘*You mistake me, dame,” she sid, addressing the 
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old woman in a soothing manner; ‘'I do not wish your 
boy to be in attendance on myself, but upon the good 
knight, my husband. Were he himself the son of a 
belted Earl, he could not better be trained to arms, and 
all that befits a gentleman, than by the instructions and 
discipline of Sir Halbert Glendinning.” 

‘« Ay,’ angwered the old woman, in the same style of 
bitter irony, ‘‘I know the wages of that service ;—a curse 
when the corselet is not sufficiegtly brightened—a blow 
when the girth is not tightly drawn—to be beaten because 
the hounds are at fault—to be reviled because the foray 
is unsuccessful—to stain his hands for the master's bid- 
ding @n the blood alike of beast and of man—to bea 
butcher of harmless jdeer, a murderer and defater of 
God's own image, not at his own pleasure, but at that of 
his lord—‘o live a brawling rufhan, and a common 
stabber—exposed to heat, to cold, to want of food, to 
all the privations of an anchoret, not for the love of God, 
but for the service of Satan—to die by the gibbet, or in 
some obscure skirmish—to sleep out his brief life in carnal 
security, and to awake in the eternal fire, which is never 
quenchéd.”’ 

‘‘Nay,” said the Lady of Avenel, ‘‘but to such un- 
hallowed course of life your grandson will not be here 
exposed. My husband is just and kind to those who live 
under his banner, and you yoursélf well know, that youth 
have here a strict as well as a good preceptor in the person 
of our chaplain." 

The old woman appeared to pause. 

‘* You have named” she said, ‘‘ the only circumstance 
which can move me. I mifst soon onward, the vision 
has said it—I must not tarry in the same spot—-I must 
on—TI must on, it is my weird.—Swear, then, that you 
will protect the boy as if he were your own, until I return 
hither and claim hisa, and I will consent for « space to 
part with him. B@t cspecially swear, he shall not lack 
e WwW C2 


THE ABBOT. 
the instruction of the godly man who hath placed the 
gospel-truth high above those idolatrous shavelings, the 
monks and friars.”’ 

‘* Be satisfied, dame,” said the Lady of Avenel ; ‘‘ the 
boy shall have as much care asif he were born of my own 
blood. Will you see him now?” 

‘* No,” answered the old woman, sternly 4 ‘‘to part is 
enough. I go forth on my own mission. I will not 
soften my heart by useless tears and wailings, as one that 
is not called to a duty.” 

‘* Will you not accept of something to aid you in your 
pilgrimage?" said the Lady of Avenel, putting into her 
hand two crowns of the sun. The old womang flung 
them down on the table. 

‘“‘Am I of the race of Cain,” she said, ‘‘ proud Lady, 
that you offer me gold in exchange for my own flesh and 
blood ?” 

‘‘T had no such meaning,” said the Lady, gently; 
‘nor am I the proud woman you term me. Alas! my 
own fortunes might have taught me humility, even had it 
not been born with me.” 

The old woman seemed somewhat to relax her tone of 
severity. 

‘‘You are of gentle blood,” she said, ‘‘ else we had not 
parlcyed thus long together.—You are of gentle blood, 
and to such,” she added, drawing up her tall form as 
she spoke, ‘‘ pride is as graceful as is the plume upon 
the bonnet. But for these pieces of gold, Lady, you 
must needs resume them. I need not money. I am 
well provided ; and I may not care:for myself, nor think 
how, or by whom, I shall we sustained. Farewell, and 
keep your word, Cause your gates to be opened, and 
your bridges to be lowered. I will set forward this very 
night. When I come again, I will demand from you a 
strict account, for I have left with you the jewel of my 
life! Sleep will visit me but in snatghes, food will not 
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refresh me, rest will not restore my strength, until I see 
Roland Greeme. Once more, farewell.” 

‘‘Make your obeisance, dame,” said Lilias to Mag- 
dalen Grzeme, as she retired, ‘‘make your obeisance to 
her ladyship, and thank her for her goodness, as is but 
fitting and right.” ‘ 

The old woman turned short round on the officious 
waiting-maid. ‘‘ Let her make her obeisance to me, then, 
and I will return it. Why should I bend to her?—is it 
because her kirtle is of silk, and mine of blue lockeram ? 
—Go to, my lady's waiting-woman. Know that the rank 
of the man rates that of the wife, and that she who mar- 
ries a@churl’s son, were she a king’s daughter, is but a 
peasant's bride."’ 

Lilias was about to reply in great indignation, but her 
mistress imposed silence on her, and commanded that the 
old woman should be safely conducted to the mainland. 

‘‘ Conduct her safe !"’ exclaimed the incensed waiting- 
woman, while Magdalen Graeme left the apartment; ‘‘ I 
say, duck her in the loch, and then we will see whether 
she is witch or not, as everybody in the village of Loch- 
side Will say and swear. I marvel your ladyship could 
bear so long with her insolence.”” But the commands of 
the Lady were obeyed, and the old dame, dismissed from 
the castle, was committed to her fortune. She kept her 
word, and did not long abide in that place, leaving the 
hamlet on the very night succeeding the interview, and 
wandering no one asked whither. The Lady of Avenel 
inquired under what circumstances she had appeared 
among them, but cowld only learn that she was believed 
to be the widow of some maf of consequence among the 
Grzemes who then inhabited the Debateable Land, a 
name given to a certain portion of territory which was 
the frequent subject of dispute betwixt Scotland and 
England—that she had suffered great wrong in somé of 
the frequent forays by which that unfortunate district was 
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wasted, and had been driven from her dwelling-place. 
She had arrived in the hamlet no one knew for what 
purpose, and was held by some to be a witch, by others 
a zealous Protestant, and by others again a Catholic de- 
votee. Her language was mysterious, and her manners 
repulsive ; and adi that could be collected from her con- 
versation seemed to imply that she was under the influence 
either of a spell or of a vow—there was no saying which, 
since she talked as one,who acted under a powerful and 
external agency. 

Such were the particulars which the Lady’s inquiries 
were able to collect concerning Magdalen Grzme, being: 
far too meagre and contradictory to authorise any;satis- 
factory deduction. In truth, the miscries of the time, 
and the various turns of fate incidental to a frontier 
country, were perpetually chasing from their habitations 
those who had not the means of defence or protection. 
These wanderers in the land were too often seen to excite 
much attention or sympathy. They received the cold 
relief which was extorted by general feelings of humanity ; 
a little excited in some breasts, and perhaps rather 
chilled in others, by the recollection that they who pave 
the charity to-day might themselves want it to-morrow. 
Magdalen Grzeme, therefore, came and departed like a 
shadow from the neighbourhood of Avenel Castle. 

The boy whom providence, as she thought, had thus 
strangely placed under her care, was at once established a 
favourite with the Lady of the castle. How could it be 
otherwise? He became the object of those affectionate 
feelings, which, finding formerly na object on which to 
expand themselves, had incruxsed the gloom of the castle, 
and imbittered the solitude of its mistress. To teach him 
reading and writing as far as her skill went, to attend to 
his childish comforts, to watch his boyish sports, became 
the Lady’s favourite amusement. In her circumstances, 
where the ear only heard the lowing ef the cattle from 
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the distant hills, or the heavy step of the warder as h 
walked upon his post, or the half-envied laugh of her 
maiden as she turned her wheel, the appearance of the 
blooming and beautiful boy gave an interest which can 
hardly be conceived by those who live amid gayer or 
busier scenes. Young Rolahd was to the Lady of Avenel 
what the flower, which occupies the window of some soli- 
tary captive, is to the poor wight by.whom it is nursed 
and cultivated—something which at once excited and re- 
paid her care: and in giving the boy her affection, she 
felt, as it were, grateful to him for releasing her from the 
-State of dull apathy in which she had usually found her- 
self dering the absence of Sir Halbert Glendinning. 

But even the charms of this blooming favourite were 
unable to chase the recurring apprehensions which arose 
from her husband’s procrastinated return. Soon after 
Roland Grzeme became a resident at the castle, a groom, 
despatched by Sir Halbert, brought tidings that business 
of importance still delayed the Knight at the Court of 
Holyrood. The more distant period which the messenger 
had assigned for his master's arrival at length glided 
away, summer melted into autumn, and autumn was 
about to give place to winter, and yet he came not. 


CHAP. III. 


The waning harvest-moon shone broad and bright, 
The warder’s horn was heard at dead of night, 
And while the folding portals wide were flung, 
With trampling hoofefpe rocky pavement rung. 
LEYDEN. 


7) ND you, too, would be a soldier, Roland?” said 

the Lady of Avenel to her young charge, while, 

Wiemwe seated on a stone chair at one end of the battle- 

ments, she saw the boy attempt, with a long stick, to 
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mimic the motions of the warder, as he alternately 
shouldered, or ported, or sloped pike. 

‘* Yes, Lady,” said the boy—for he was now familiar, 
and replied to her questions with readiness and alacrity, 
—‘'a soldier will I be ; for there ne’er was gentleman but 
who belted him with the brand.” 

‘Thou a gentleman !"’ said Lilias, who, as usual, was 
jn attendance ; ‘‘ such a gentleman as I would make of a 
bean-cod with a rusty kyife.”’ 

‘* Nay, chide him not, Lilias,’’ said the Lady of Avenel, 
‘*for, beshrew me, but I think he comes of gentle blood 
—see how it musters in his face at your injurious reproof.”’ 

‘** Had I my will, madam,” answered Lilias, ‘‘ argood 
birchen wand should make his colour muster to better 
purpose still.”’ 

‘Qn my word, Lilias,”” said the Lady, ‘‘one would 
think you had received harm from the poor boy—or is he 
so far on the frosty side of your favour because he enjoys 
the sunny side of mine?” 

‘* Over heavens forbode, my Lady !"’ answered Lilias ; 
‘‘T have lived too long with gentles, I praise my stars for 
it, to fight with either follies or fantasies, whether they 
relate to beast, bird, or boy.” 

Lilias was a favourite in her own class, a spoiled 
domestic, and often accustomed to take more license than 
hrer mistress was at all times willing to encourage. But 
what did not please the Lady of Avenel, she did not 
choose to hear, and thus it was on the present occasion. 
She resolved to look more close and sharply after the boy, 
who had hitherto been committed chiefly to the manage- 
ment of Liligs. He must, she thought, be born of gentle 
blood ; it were shame to think otherwise of a form so 
noble, and features so fair ;—-the very wildness in which 
he occasionally indulged, his contempt of danger, and 
impatience of restraint, had in them something noble ;—, 
assuredly the child was born of highrank. Such was her 
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conclusion, and she acted upon it accordingly. The 
domestics around her, less jealous, or less scrupulous 
than Lilias, acted as servants usually do, following the 
bias, and flattering, for their own purposes, the humour 
of the Lady ; and the boy soon took on him those airs of 
superiority which the sight 6f habitual deference seldom 
fails to inspire. It seemed, in truth, as if to command 
were his natural sphere, so easily did he use himself to 
exact and receive compliance with his humours. The 
chaplain, indeed, might have interposed to check the air 
of assumption which Roland Graeme so readily indulged, 
and most probably would have willingly rendered him 
that fevour; but the necessity of adjusting with his 
brethren some disputed points of church discipline had 
withdrawn him for some time from the castle, and 
detained him in a distant part of the kingdom. 

Matters stood thus in the castle of Avenel, when a 
winded bugle sent its shrill and prolonged notes from 
the shore of the lake, and was replied to cheerily by 
the signal of the warder. ‘The Lady of Avenel knew the 
sounds of her husband, and rushed to the window of the 
apartment in which she was sitting. A band of about 
thirty spearmen, with a pennon displayed before them, 
winded along the indented shores of the lake, and ap- 
proached the causeway. A single horseman rode at the 
head of the party, his bright arms catching a glance of 
the October sun as he moved steadily along. Even at 
that distance, the lady recognised the lofty plume, bear- 
ing the mingled colours of her own liveries and those of 
Glendonwyne, blended with the holly-branch ; and the 
firm seat and dignified dem@snour of the rider, joined to 
the stately motion of the dark-brown steed, sufficiently 
announced Halbert Glendinning. 

The lady's first thought was that of rapturous joy at 
her husband's return—her second was connected with a 
fear which had sometimes intruded itself, that he might 
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not altogether approve the peculiar distinction with 
which she had treated her orphan ward. In this fear 
there was implied a consciousness, that the favour she 
had shown him was excessive ; for Halbert Glendinning 
was at least as gentle and indulgent, as he was firm and 
rational in the intercourse of ‘nis household ; and to her 
in particular, his conduct had ever been mest affection- 
ately tender. 

Yet she did fear, that, on the present occasion, her 
conduct might incur Sit Halbert’s censure ; and hastily 
resolving that she would not mention the anecdate of the 
boy until the next day, she ordered him to be withdrawn 
from the apartment by Lilias, Pe 

‘‘T will not go with Lilias, madam,” answered the 
spoiled child, who had more than once carried his point 
by perseverance, and who, like his betters, delighted in 
the exercise of such authority,—‘‘ I will not go to Lilias’s 
gousty room—I will stay and see that brave warrior, who 
comes riding so gallantly along the drawbridge.”’ 

‘‘You must not stay, Roland,” said the Lady, more 
positively than she usually spoke to her little favourite. 

‘‘T will,’ reiterated the boy, who had already fé&t his 
consequence, and the probable chance of success. . 

“You wzéd/, Roland!” answered the Lady, ‘‘ what 
manner of word is that? I tell you, you must go.” 

‘‘ Well,” answered the forward boy, ‘‘is a word fora 
man, and mst is no word for a lady.” 

‘* You are saucy, sirrah,’’ said the Lady—"“‘ Lilias, take 
him with you instantly.” 

‘‘T always thought,’ said Lilias, gmiling, as she seized 
the reluctant boy by the arms, ‘‘that my young master 
must give place to my old one.” 

‘‘And you, too, are malapert, mistress!" said the 
Lady ; ‘‘ hath the moon changed, that ye all of you thus 
forget yourselves ?” 
" Lilias made no reply, but led off the boy, who, too 
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proud to offer unavailing resistance, darted at his bene- 
factress a glance, which intimated plainly how willingly 
he would have defied her authority, had he possessed the 
power to make good his point. 

The Lady of Avenel was vexed to find how much this 
trifling circumstance had discomposed her, at the moment 
when she ought naturally to have been entirely engrossed 
by her husband's return. But we do not recover com- 
posure by the mere feeling that agitation is mistimed. 
The glow of displeasure had not left the Lady's cheek, 
her ruffled deportment was not yet entirely composed, 
when her husband, unhelmeted, but still wearing the rest 
of hisg.arms, entered the apartment. His appearance 
banished the thoughts of everything else ; she rushed to 
him, clasped his iron-sheathed frame in her arms, and 
kissed his martial and manly face with an affection which 
was at once evident and sincere. The warrior returned 
her embrace and her caress with the same fondness ; for 
the time which had passed since their union had dimi- 
nished its romantic ardour, perhaps, but it had rather 
increased its rational tenderness, and Sir Halbert Glen- 
dinnihg’s long and frequent absences from his castle had 
prevented affection from degenerating by habit into in- 
difference. 

When the first eager greetings were paid and received, 
the Lady gazed fondly on her husband's face as she re- 
marked, ‘‘ You are altered, Halbert—you have ridden 
hard and far to-day, or you have been ill?” 

‘‘T have been well, Mary,” answered the knight, 
‘‘ passing well have ,J been; and along ride is to me, 
thou well knowest, but aething of constant custom. 
Those who are born noble may slumber out their lives 
within the walls of their castles and manor-houses ; but 
he who hath achieved nobility by his own deeds must 
ever be in the saddle, to show that he merits his advance- 
ment.” 
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While he spoke thus, the Lady gazed fondly on him, 
as if endeavouring to read his inmost soul; for the tone 
in which he spoke was that of melancholy depression. 

Sir Halbert Glendinning was the same, yet a different 
person from what he had ea in his early years. 
The fiery freedom of the aspiring youth had given place 
to the steady and stern composure of the approved soldier 
and skilful politician. There were deep traces of care on 
those noble features, over which each emotion used 
formerly to pass, like light clouds across a summer sky. 
That sky was now, not perhaps clouded, but still and 
grave, like that of the sober autumn evening. The fore- 
head was higher and more bare than in early yout&é, and 
the locks which still clustered thick and dark on the 
watrior’s head, were worn away at the temples, not by 
age, but by the constant pressure of the steel cap, or 
helmet. His beard, according to the fashion of the time, 
grew short and thick, and was turned into moustaches 
on the upper lip, and peaked at the extremity. The 
cheek, weather-beaten and embrowned, had lost the glow 
of youth, but showed the vigorous complexion of active 
and confirmed manhood. Halbert Glendinning was, in 
a word, a knight toride at a king’s right hand, to bear his 
banner in war, and to be his counsellor in time of peace ; 
for his looks expressed the considerate firmness which 
can resolve wisely and dare boldly. Still, over these 
noble features, there now spread an air of dejection, of 
which, perhaps, the owner was not conscious, but which 
did not escape the observation = his anxious and 
affectionate partner. 

‘‘Something has happen@4, or is qe stout to happen,” 
said the Lady of Avenel ; ‘‘ this sadness sits not on your 
brow without ease misfortune: national or particular, 
must needs be at hand.” 

‘There is nothing new that I wot of,” said Halbert. 
Glendinning ; ‘‘ but there is little of evil which can cas 
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a kingdom, than may not be apprehended in this un- 
happy and divided realm.” 

‘* Nay, then,”’ said the Lady, ‘‘I see there hath really 
been some fatal work on foot. My Lord of Murray has 
not so long detained you at Holyrood, save that he 
wanted your help in some Weighty purpose.’ 

‘‘T have npt been at Holyrood, Mary," answered the 
Knight ; ‘‘ I have been several weeks abroad.” 

‘‘ Abroad! and sent me no word ?”’ replied the lady. 

‘‘What would the knowledge have availed, but to 
have rendered you unhappy, my love?” replied the 
knight ; ‘‘ your thoughts would have converted the 
slightest breeze that curled your own lake into a tempest 
raging in the German ocean. 

‘‘And have you then really crossed the sea?” said 
the Lady, to whom the very idea of an element which 
she had never seen conveyed notions of terror and of 
wonder,—‘‘ really left your own native land, and trodden 
distant shores, where the Scottish tongue is unheard and 
unknown?” 

‘‘Really, and really,” said the Knight, taking her 
hand: in affectionate playfulness, ‘‘ I have done this mar- 
vellous deed—have rolled on the ocean for three days 
and three nights, with the deep green waves dashing by 
the side of my pillow, and but a thin plank to divide me 
from it.’ 

‘* Indeed, my Halbert,” said the Lady, ‘‘that wasa 
tempting of Divine Providence. I never bade you un- 
buckle the sword from your side, or lay the lance from 
your hand—I never bade you sit still when your honour 
called you to rise and ride ».put are not blade and spear 
dangers enough for one man’s l#e, and why would you 
trust rough waves and raging seas?’ 

‘* We have in Germany, and in the Low Countries, as 
they are called,’’ answered Glendinning, ‘‘ men whg are 
united with us in faith, and with whom it is fitting we 
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should unite in alliance. To some-of these I was de- 
spatched on business as important as it was secret. I 
went in safety, and I returned in security ; there is more 
danger to a man’s life betwixt this and Holyrood, than 
in all the seas that wash the lowlands of Holland.” 

‘‘ And the country, my Halbert, and the people,” said 
the Lady, ‘‘are they like our kindly Scets? or what 
bearing have they to strangers ?”’ 

‘‘They are a people, Mary, strong in their wealth, 
which renders all other nations weak, and weak in those 
arts of war by which other nations are strong.” 

‘‘T do not understand you,” said the Lady. 

‘The Hollander and the Fleming, Mary, pow forth 
their spirit in trade, and not in war ; their wealth pur- 
chases them the arms of foreign soldiers, by whose aid 
they defend it. They erect dikes on the sea-shore to 
protect the land which they have won, and they levy 
regiments of the stubborn Switzers and hardy Germans 
to protect the treasures which they have amassed, And 
thus they are strong in their weakness ; for the very 
wealth which tempts their masters to despoil them, arms 
strangers in their behalf.” 

‘‘ The slothful hinds!’ exclaimed Mary, thinking and 
fecling like a Scotswoman of the period; ‘‘have they 
hands, and fight not for the land which bore them? 
They should be notched off at the elbow !” 

‘‘ Nay, that were but hard justice,” answered her hus- 
band ; ‘‘ for their hands serve their country, though not 
in battle, like ours. Look at these barren hills, Mary, 
and at that deep winding vale by wkich the cattle are even 
now returning from their @Anty browse. The hand of 
the industrious Fleming would cover these mountains 
with wood, and raise corn where we now see a Starved 
and scanty sward of heath and ling. It grieves me, 
Mary, when I look on that land, dnd think what benefit 
it might receive from such men as I have lately seen— 
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men who seek not the idle fame derived from dead an- 
cestors, or the bloody renown won in modern broils, but 
tread along the land, as preservers and improvers, not as 
tyrants and destroyers.” 

‘*'V hese amendments would here be but a vain fancy, 
my Halbert,” answered thé Lady of Avenel ; ‘‘ the trees 
would be burned by the English foemen, ere they ceased 
to be shrubs, and the grain that you raised would be 
gathered in by the first neighboyr that possessed more 
riders than follow your trai. hy should you repine at 
this? The fate that made you Scotsman by birth, gave 
you head, and heart, and hand, to uphold the name as 
it mug needs be upheld.” ; 

‘‘It gave me no name to uphold,” said Halbert, pacing 
the floor slowly ; ‘‘my arm has been foremost in every 
strife—my voice has been heard in every council, nor 
have the wisest rebuked me. The crafty Lethington, the 
deep and dark Morton, have held secret council with me, 
and Grange and Lindsay have owned, that in the field 1 
did the devoir of a gallant knight—but let the emergencc 
be passed when they need my head and hand, and they 
only Rnow me as son of the obscure portioner of Glen- 
dearg.”’ 

This was a theme which the Lady always dreaded ; 
for the rank conferred on her husband, the favour in 
which he was held by the powerful Earl of Murray, and 
the high talents by which he vindicated his right to that 
rank and that favour, were qualities which rather in- 
creased than diminished the envy which was harboured 
against Sir Halbert Glendinning among a proud aristo- 
cracy, aS a person origin@y of inferior and obscure 
birth, who had risen to his present eminence solely by 
his personal merit. The natural firmness of his mind 
did not enable him to despise the ideal advantages of a 
higher pedigree, which were held. in such universal 
esteem by all with whom he conversed ; and so open 


. 3 


THE ABBOT. 

are the noblest minds to jealous inconsistencies, that 
there were moments in which he felt mortified that his 
lady should possess those advantages of birth and high 
descent whith he himself did not enjoy, and regretted 
that his importance as the proprietor of Avenel was 
qualified by his possessing it only as the husband of the 
heiress, He was not so unjust as to permit any unworthy 
feelings to retain pcrmanent possession cf his mind, but 
yet they recurred from time to time, and did not escape 
his lady’s anxious obsérvation. 

‘‘ Had we been blessed with childrer,” she was wont 
on such occasions to say to herself, ‘‘ had our blood been 
united in a son who might have joined my advangages of 
’ descent with my husband's personal worth, these painful 
and irksome reflections had not disturbed our union even 
fora moment. But the existence of such an heir, in 
whom our affections, as well as our pretensions, might 
have centred, has been denied to us.”’ 

With such mutual feelings it cannot be wondered that 
it gave the lady pain to hear her husband verging towards 
this topic of mutual discontent. On the present as on 
other similar occasions, she endeavoured to divirt the 
knight's thoughts from this painful channel. 

‘* How can you,” she said, ‘‘ suffer yourself to dwell 
upon things which profit nothing? Have you indeed no 
name to uphold? You, the good and the brave, the wise 
in council, and the strong in battle, have you not to sup- 
port the reputation your own deeds have won, a reputa- 
tion more honourable than mere ancestry can supply? 
Good men love and honour yoy, the wicked fear, and 
the turbulent obey you ;ernd is it not necessary you 
should exert yourself to ensure the endurance of that 
love, that honour, that wholesome fear, and that neces- 
sary obedience ?”’ 

As she thus spoke, the eye of her husband caught 
from hers courage. and comfort, and it lightened as he 
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took her hand and replied, ‘‘ It is most true, my Mary, 
and*‘]I deserve thy rebtikke, who forget what I am, in 
repining because I am not what I cannot be. I am now 
what the most famed ancestors of those I envy were, the 
mean man raised intb eminence by his own exertions ; 
and sure it is a boast as honourable to have those capa- 
cities which are necessary to the foundation of a family, 
as to be descended from one who possessed them some 
centuries before. The Hay of Logcarty, who bequeathed 
his bloody yoke to his lineage,—the ‘dark grey man, 
who first founded the house of Douglas, had yet less of 
ancestry to boast than I have. For thou knowest, Mary, 
that My name derives itself from a line of ancient war- 
riors, although my immediate forefathers preferred the 
humble station in which thou didst first find them ; and 
war and counsel are not less proper to the house of 
Glendonwyne, even in its most remote descendants, than 
to the proudest of their baronage."’* 

He strode across the hall as he spoke; and the Lady 
smiled internally to observe how much his mind dwelt up- 
on the prerogatives of birth, and endeavoured to esta- 
blish “his claims, however remote, to a share in them, at 
the very moment when he affected to hold them in con- 
tempt. It will easily be guessed, however, that she per- 
mitted no symptom to escape her that could show she was 
sensible of the weakness of her husband, a perspicacity 
which perhaps his proud spirit could not very easily have 
brooked. 

As he returned from the extremity of the hall, to 
which he had stalkedewhile in the act of vindicating the 
title of the House of Glen@8nwyne in its most remote 
branches to the full privileges of aristocracy, ‘‘ Where,” 
he said, ‘‘is Wolf? Ihave not seen him since my re- 
turn, and he was usually the first to welcome my home- 
coming,” 

‘* Wolf,” said the lady, with a slight degree of embar- 
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rassment, for which, perhaps, she would have found it 
difficult to assign any reason even to herself. ‘‘ Wolf is 
chained up for the present. He has been surly to my 

e."" 
‘Wolf chained up—and Wolf surly to your page !"’ 
answered Sir Halbert Glendinning ; ‘‘ Wolf never was 
surly to any one; and the chain will either break his 
spirit or render him savage—So ho, there—set Wolf free 
directly.” 

He was obeyed ; and the huge dog rushed into the 
hall, disturbing, by his unwieldy and boisterous gambols, 
the whole economy of reels, rocks, and distaffs, with 
which the maidens of the household were emyloyed 
when the arrival of their lord was a signal to them to 
withdraw, and extracting from Lilias, who was sum- 
moned to put them again in order, the natural observa- 
tion, ‘‘That the laird’s pet was as troublesome as the 
lady's page." 

‘‘And who is this page, Mary?” said the knight, his 
attention again called to the subject by the observation 
of the waiting woman,— ‘‘ Who is this page, whom 
every one seems to weigh in the balance with my old 
friend and favourite, Wolf?—-When did you aspire to 
the dignity of keeping a page, or who is this boy?" 

‘‘T trust, my Halbert,’ said the Lady, not without a 
blush, ‘‘ you will not think your wife entitled to less 
attendance than other ladies of her quality?” 

‘*Nay, Dame Mary,” answered the knight, ‘‘it is 
enough you desire such an attendant.—Yet I have never 
loved to nurse such useless menials— .alady’s page—it may 
wellsuit the proud English dxmesto havea slender youth to 
bear their trains from bower to hall, fan them when they 
slumber, and touch the lute for them when they please to 
listen ; but our Scottish matrons were wont to be above 
such vanities, and our Scottish youth ought to be bred to 
the spear and the stirrup.” 
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‘* Nay, but, my husband,” said the Lady, ‘‘ I did but 
jest when I called this boy my page; he is in sootha 
little orphan whom we saved from perishing in the lake, 
and whom I have since kept in the castle out of charity. 
~—~Lilias, bring little Roland hither.” 

Roland entered accordinfly, and, flying to the Lady’s 
side, took hold of the plaits of her gown, and then 
turned round, and gazed with an attention not un- 
mingled with fear, upon the stately form of the Knight. 
—‘ Roland,” said the Lady, ‘‘go kiss the hand of the 
noble Knight, and ask him to be thy protector.""—But 
Roland obeyed not, and, keeping his station, continued 
to gaap fixedly and timidly on Sir Halbert Glendinning. 
—‘‘ Go to the Knight, boy,” said the Lady; ‘‘what dost 
thou fear, child ? Go, kiss Sir Halbert’s hand." 

‘* F will kiss no hand save yours, Lady,'’ answered the 
boy. 
‘‘ Nay, but do as you are commanded, child,"’ replied 
the Lady.—‘‘ He is dashed by your presence,’ she said, 
apologising to her husband ; ‘‘ but is he not a handsome 
boy?" 

‘‘And so is Wolf,” said Sir Halbert, as he patted his 
huge four-footed favourite, ‘‘a handsome dog; but he 
has this double advantage over your new favourite, that 
he does what he is commanded, and hears not when he 
is praised." . 

‘‘ Nay, now you are displeased with me,” replied th 
Lady; ‘‘and yet why should you be so? There is 
nothing wrong in relieving the distressed orphan, or in 
loving that which ig in itself lovely and deserving of 
affection. But you have seeasMr. Warden at Edinburgh, 
and he has set you against the poor boy.” 

‘*My dear Mary,” answered her husband, ‘‘ Mr. War- 
den better knows his place than to presume to interfere 
either in your affairs orin mine. I neither blame your 
relieving this boy, nor your kindness for him. But, I 
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think, considering his birth and prospects, you ought not 
to treat him with injudicious fondness, which can only end 
in rendering him unfit for the humble situation to which 
Heaven has designed him.” 

‘Nay, but, my Halbert, do but look at the boy,”’ said 
the Lady, ‘‘and see whethef he has not the air of being 
intended by Heaven for something nobler than a mere 
peasant. May he not be designed, as others have been, 
to rise out of a humble Situation into honour and emi- 
nence ?”’ 

Thus far had she proceeded, when the consciousness 
that she was treading upon delicate ground at once 
occurred to her, and induced her to take thg, most 
natural, but the worst of all courses on such occasions, 
whether in conversation or in an actual bog, namely, 
that of stopping suddenly short in- the illustration which 
she had commenced. Her brow crimsoned, and that of 
Sir Halbert Glendinning was slightly overcast. But it 
was only for an instant ; for he was incapable of mis- 
taking his lady’s meaning, or supposing that she meant 
intentional disrespect to him. 

“Be it as you please, my love,” he replied ; ‘‘I owe 
you too much to contradict you in aught which may 
render your solitary mode of life more endurable. Make 
of this youth what you will, and you have my full autho- 
rity for doing so. But remember he is your charge, not 
mine—remember he hath limbs to do man’s service, a 
soul and a tongue to worship God ; breed him, there- 
fore, to be true to his country and to Heaven ; and for 
the rest, dispose of him as you list—it is, and shall rest, 
» your own matter.’ 

This conversation decided the fate of Roland Greeme, 
who from thenceforward was little noticed by the master 
of the mansion of Avenel, but indulged and favoured by 
its mistress. 

This situation led to many important consequences, 
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and, in truth, tended to bring forth the character of the 
youth in all its broad lights and deep shadows. As the 
Knight himself seemed tacitly to disclaim alike interest 
and control over the immediate favourite of his lady, 
young Roland was, by circymstances, exempted from the 
strict discipline to which, as the retainer of a Scottish 
man of ranks he would otherwise have been subjected, 
according to all the rigour of the age. But the steward, 
or master of the household—sugh was the proud title 
assumed by the head domestic of each petty baron— 
deemed it not advisable to interfere with the favourite 
of the Lady, and especially since she had brought the 
estate@into the present family. Master Jasper Wingate 
was a man experienced, as he often boasted,-:in the 
ways of great families, and knew how to keep the 
steerage even when wind and tide chanced to be in 
contradiction. 

This prudent personage winked at much, and avoided 
giving opportunity for farther offence, by requesting 
little of Roland Grzeme beyond the degree of attention 
which he was himself disposed to pay; rightly con- 
jecturing, that however lowly the place which the youth 
might hold in the favour of the Knight of Avenel, 
still to make an evil report of him would make an 
encmy of the Lady, without Secunig the favour of her 
husband. 

With these prudential considerations, and doubtless 
not without an eye to his own ease and donvenience, he 
taught the boy as much, and only as much, as he chose 
to learn, readily admitting whatever apology it pleased 
his pupil to allege in excu%@ for idleness or negligence. 
As the other persons in the castle, to whom such tasks 
were delegated, readily imitated the prudential conduct 
of the major-domo, there was little control used towards 
Roland Grzme, who, of course, learned no more than 
what a very active mind, and a total impatience of abso- 
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lute idleness, led him to acquire upon his own account, 
and by dint of his own exertions, The latter were espe- 
cially earnest, when the Lady herself condescended to be 
his tutoress, or to examine his progress. 

It followed also from his quality as my Lady's favourite, 
that Roland was viewed with no peculiar good-will by 
the followers of the Knight, many of whonr, of the same 
age, and apparently similar origin, with the fortunate 
page, were subjected -ta severe observance of the ancient 
and rigorous discipline of a feudal retainer. To these 
Roland Graeme was of course an object of envy, and, 
in consequence, of dislike and detraction ; but the youth 
possessed qualities which it was impossible to depteciate. 
Pride, and a sense of early ambition, did for him what 
severity and constant instruction did for others. In 
truth, the youthful Roland displayed that early flexi- 
bility both of body and mind, which renders exercise, 
either mental or bodily, rather matter of sport than of 
study ; and it seemed as if he acquired accidentally, and 
by starts, those accomplishments, which earnest and 
constant instruction, enforced by frequent reproof and 
occasional chastisement, had taught to others. Such 
military exercises, such lessons of the period, as he 
found it agreeable or convenient to apply to, he learned 
so perfectly, as to confound those who were ignorant 
how often the want of constant application is compen- 
sated by vivacity of talent and ardent enthusiasm. The 
lads, therefore, who were more regularly trained to arms, 
to horsemanship, and to other necessary exercises of 
the period, while they envied Ré€land Graeme the in- 
dulgence or negligence vith which he seemed to be 
treated, had little reason to boast of their own superior 
acquirements ; a few hours, with the powerful exertion of 
a most energetic will, seemed to do for him more than 
the regular instruction of weeks could accomplish for 
others. 
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Under these advantages, if indeed they were to be 
termed such, the character of young Roland began to 
develop itself. It was bold, peremptory, decisive, and 
overbearing ; generous, if neither withstood nor contra- 
dicted ; vehement and passionate, if censured or opposed. 
He seemed to consider himself as attached to no one, 
and responsible to no one, except his mistress, and 
even over her mind he had gradually acquired that 
species of ascendency which inglulgence is so apt to 
occasion. And although the immediate followers and 
dependants of Sir Halbert Glendinning saw his ascend- 
ency with jealousy, and often took occasion to mortify his 
vanit{ there wanted not those who were willing to 
acquire the favour of the Lady of Avenel by humouring 
and taking part with the youth whom she protected ; for 
although a favourite, as the poet assures us, has no 
friend, he seldom fails to have both followers and 
flatterers. 

The partisans of Roland Graeme were chiefly to be 
found amongst the inhabitants of the little hamlet on 
the shore of the lake. These villagers, who were some- 
times tempted to compare their own situation with that 
of the immediate and constant followers of the Knight, 
who attended him on his frequent journeys to Edinburgh 
and elsewhere, delighted in considering and representing 
themselves as more properly the subjects of the Lady 
of Avenel than of her husband. It is true, her wisdom 
and affection on all occasions discountenanced the dis- 
tinction which was here implied; but the villagers per- 
sisted in thinking it ¢nust be agreeable to her to enjoy 
their peculiar and undivide&*homage, or at least in acting 
as if they thought so ; and one chief mode by which they 
evinced their sentiments, was by the respect they paid to 
young Roland Greme, the favourite attendant of the 
descendant of their ancient lords. This was a mode of 
flattery too pleasing ta encounter rebuke or censure ; 
e 39 . 


THE ABBOT. 


and the opportunity which it afforded the youth to form, 
as it were, a party of his own within the limits of the 
ancient barony of Avenel, added not a little to the 
audacity and decisive tone of a character, which was 
by nature bold, impetuous, and incontrollable, 

Of the two members of the household who had 
manifested an early jealousy of Roland ,Grzme, the 
prejudices of Wolf were casily overcome ; and in process 
of time the noble dog slept with Bran, Luath, and the 
celebrated hounds of fncient days. But Mr. Warden, 
the chaplain, lived, and retained his dislike to the youth. 
That good man, single-minded and benevolent as he 
really was, entertained rather more than a reasgnable 
idea of the respect due to him as a minister, and exacted 
from the inhabitants of the castle more deference than 
the haughty young page, proud of his mistress’s favour, 
and petulant from youth and situation, was at all times 
willing to pay. His bold and free demeanour, his at- 
tachment to rich dress and decoration, his inaptitude to 
receive instruction, and his hardening himself against 
ebuke, were circumstances which induced the good old 
man, with more haste than charity, to set the forward 
page down as a vessel of wrath, and to presage that the 
youth nursed that pride and haughtiness of spirit which 
goes before ruin and destruction. On the other hand, 
Roland evinced at times a marked dislike, and even 
something like contempt, of the chaplain. Most of the 
attendants and followers of Sir Halbert Glendinning en- 
tertained the same charitable thoughts as the Reverend 
Mr. Wardeff; but while Roland was favoured by their 
lady, and endured by theialord, they saw no policy in 
making their opinions public. . 

Roland Graeme was sufficiently sensible of the un- 
pleasant situation in which he stood ; but in the haughti- 
ness of his heart he retorted upon the other domestics 
the distant, cold, and sarcastic manner in which they 
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treated him, assumed an air of superiority which com- 
pelled the most obstinate to obedience, and had the 
satisfaction at least to be dreaded, if he was heartily 
hated. 

The chaplain’s marked dislike had the effect of recom- 
mending him to the attentidn of Sir Halbert’s brother, 
Edward, who now, under the conventual appellation 
of Father Ambrose, continued to be one of the few 
monks who, with the Abbot Eustatius, had, notwith- 
standing the nearly total downfall of their faith under 
the regency of Murray, been still permitted to linger in 
the cloisters at Kennaquhair. Respect to Sir Halbert 
had pfevented their being altogether driven out of the 
Abbey, though their order was now in a great measure 
suppressed, and they were interdicted the public exercise 
of their ritual, and only allowed for their support a small 
pension out of their once splendid revenues. Father 
Ambrose, thus situated, was an occasional, though very 
rare visitant, at the Castle of Avenel, and was at such 
' times observed to pay particular attention to Roland 
Greeme, who seemed to return it with more depth of 
feeling than consisted with his usual habits. 

Thus situated, years glided on, during which the 
Knight of Avenel continued to act a frequent and im- 
portant part in the convulsions of his distracted coun- 
try; while young Grzeme anticipated, both in wishes 
and personal accomplishments, the age which should 
enable him to emerge from the obscurity of his present 
situation. 
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CHAP. IV. 


Amid their cups that freely flow d, 
Their revelry and mirth, 
A youthful lord %ax'd Valentine 
With base and doubtful birth. | 
VALENTINE AND ORSON. 


HEN Roland Grzeme was a youth about seven- 

teen years of age, he chanced one summer 

morning to descend to the mew in which Sir 
Halbert Glendinning kept his hawks, in order to super- 
intend the training of an eyas, or young hawkg@which 
he himself, at the imminent risk of neck and limbs, had 
taken from a celebrated eyry in the neighbourhood, 
called Gledscraig. As he was by no means satisfied with 
the attention which had been bestowed on his favourite 
bird, he was not slack in testifying his displeasure to 
the falconer’s lad, whose duty it was to have attended 
upon it. 

‘‘What, ho! sir knave,” exclaimed Roland, ‘‘is it 
thus you feed the eyas with unwashed meat, as if you 
were gorging the foul brancher of a worthless hoodie- 
crow ?—by the mass, and thou hast neglected its castings 
also for these two days! ‘Think’st thou I ventured my 
neck to bring the bird down from the crag, that thou 
shouldst spoil him by thy neglect?" And to add force 
to his remonstrances, he conferred a cuff or two on the 
negligent attendant of the hawks, who, shouting rather 
louder than was necessary under all the circumstances, 
brought the master falcone®«o his assistance. 

Adam Woodcock, the falconer of Avenel, was an 
Englishman by birth, but so long in the service of 
Glendinning, that he had lost much of his national 
attachment in that which he had formed to his master. 
He was a favourite in his department, jealous and con- 

42 


THE ABBOT. 

ceited of his skill, as masters of the game usually are; 
for the rest of his character he was a jester and a parcel 
poet (qualities which by no means abated his natural 
conceit), a jolly fellow, who, though a sound Protestant, 
loved a flagon of ale better than a long sermon, a stout 
man of his hands when neet required, true to his master, 
and a little presuming on his interest with him. 

Adam Woodcock, such as we have described him, by 
no means relished the freedom jsed by young Greeme, 
in chastising his assistant. ‘‘ Hey, hey, my Lady's 
page,” said he, stepping between his own boy and 
Roland, ‘‘fair and softly, and it like your gilt jacket— 
hand#off is fair play—if my boy has done amiss, I can 
beat him myself, and then you may keep your hands 
soft.” 

‘*T will beat him and thee too,” answered Roland, 
without hesitation, ‘‘an ye look not better after your 
business. See how the bird is cast away between you. I 
found the careless lurdane feeding her with unwashed 
flesh, and she an eyas.” 

‘Go to,” said the falconer, ‘‘thou art but an eyas 
thyself, child Roland.—What knowest thou of feeding ? 
I say that the eyas should have her meat unwashed, until 
she becomes a brancher—'twere the ready way to give 
her the frounce, to wash her meat sooner, and so knows 
every one who knows a gled from a falcon.” 

‘*It is thine own laziness, thou false English blood, 
that dost nothing but drink and sleep,” retorted the 
page, ‘‘and leaves that lither lad to do the work, which 
he minds as little asahou.” 

‘‘And am I so idle them,” said the falconer, ‘‘ that 
have three cast of hawks to look after, at perch and 
mew, and to fly them in the field to boot ?—and is my 
Lady's page so busy a man that he must take me up 
short ?—and am I of false English blood?—I marvel 
what blood thou art—neither Englander nor Scot—fish 
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nor flesh—a bastard from the Debateable Land, without 
either kith, kin, or ally!—Marry, out upon thee, foul 
kite, that would fain be a tercel gentle !" 

The reply to this sarcasm was a box on the ear, so 
well applied, that it overthrew the falconer into the cistern 
in which water was kept fot the benefit of the hawks. 
Up started Adam Woodcock, his wrath no way appeased 
by the cold immersion, and seizing on a truncheon which 
stood by, would have soon requited the injury he had 
received, had not Roland laid his hand on his poniard, 
and sworn by all that was sacred, that if he offered a 
stroke towards him, he would sheath the blade in his 
bowels. The noise was now so great, that mo: than 
one of the household came in, and amongst others the 
major-domo, a grave personage, already mentioned, 
whose gold chain and white wand intimated his autho- 
rity. At the appearance of this dignitary, the strife was 
for the present appeased. He embraced, however, so 
favourable an opportunity to read Roland Graeme a 
shrewd lecture on the impropriety of his deportment to 
his fellow-menials, and to assure him, that, should he 
communicate this fray to his master (who, though now 
on one of his frequent expeditions, was speedily expected 
to return), which but for respect to his Lady he would 
most certainly do, the residence of the culprit in the 
Castle of Avenel would be but of brief duration. ‘‘ But, 
however,” added the prudent master of the household, 
‘* ¥ will report the matter first to my Lady.” 

‘‘Very just, very right, Master Wingate,” exclaimed 
several voices together; ‘‘my Lady will consider if 
daggers are to be drawn as us for every idle word, and 
whether we are to live in a well-ordered household, where 
there is the fear of God, or amongst drawn dirks and 
sharp knives.” 

The object of this general resentment darted an angry 
glance around him, and suppressing with difficulty the 
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desire which urged him to reply in furious or in con- 
temptuous language, returned his dagger into the scab- 
bard, looked disdainfully around upon the assembled 
menials, turned short upon his heel, and pushing aside 
those who stood betwixt him and the door, left the apart- 
ment. 7 

‘‘ This will be no tree for my nest,” said the falconer, 
‘af this cock-sparrow is to crow over us as he scems 
to do.” 

‘He struck me with his switcn yesterday,” said one 
of the grooms, ‘‘ because the tail of his worship's gelding 
was not trimmed altogether so as suited his humour.”’ 

‘* Aod I promise you,” said the laundress, ‘‘my young 
master will stick nothing to call an honest woman slut 
and quean, if there be but a speck of soot upon his 
band-collar.” 

‘‘If Master Wingate do not his errand to my Lady,” 
was the general result, ‘‘ there will be no tarrying in the 
same house with Roland Graeme.” 

The master of the household heard them all for some 
time, and then, motioning for universal silence, he ad- 
dressed them with all the dignity of Malvolio himself. — 
‘‘ My masters,—not forgetting you, my mistresses,—do 
not think the worse of me that I proceed with as much 
care as haste in this matter. Our master is a gallant 
knight, and will have his sway at home and abroad, in 
wood and field, in hall and bower, as the saying is. Our 
Lady, my benison upon her, is also a noble person of 
long descent, and rightful heir of this place and barony, 
and she also loves her will;.as for that matter, show me 
the woman who doth not,,, Now, she hath favoured, 
doth favour, and will favour, this jackanapes,—for what 
good part about him I know not, save that as one 
noble lady will love a messan dog, and another a screamn- 
ing popinjay, and a third a Barbary ape, so doth it 
please our noble dame to set her affections upon this 

45 


THE ABBOT. 
stray elf of a page, for nought that I can think of, save 
that she was the cause of his being saved (the more’s the 
pity) from drowning.” And here Master Wingate made 
@ pause. 

‘‘I would have been his caution for a grey groat 
against salt water or fresh,” Said Roland’s adversary, the 
falconer ; ‘‘ marry, if he crack not a rope for stabbing or 
for snatching, I will be content never to hood hawk 
again.” 

_ ‘Peace, Adam Wobddcock,” said Wingate, waving his 

hand ; ‘‘I prithee, peace, man—Now, my Lady liking 
this springald, as aforesaid, differs therein from my 
Lord, who loves never a bone in his skin. Naw, is it 
for me to stir up strife betwixt them, and put as 'twere 
my finger betwixt the bark and the tree, on account of a 
pragmatical youngster, whom, nevertheless, I would 
willingly see whipped forth of the barony? Have 
patience, and this boil will break without our meddling. 
I have been in service since I wore a beard on my chin, 
till now that that beard is turned grey, and I have 
seldom known any one better themselves, even by taking 
the lady's part against the lord's ; but never one who did 
not dirk himself, if he took the lord's against the lady's.” 

‘‘And so,” said Lilias, ‘‘we are to be crowed over, 
every one of us, men and women, cock and hen, by this 
little upstart? I will try titles with him first, I promise 
you.—I fancy, Master Wingate, for as wise as you look, 
you will be pleased to tell what you have seen to-day, if 
my lady commands you?” 

‘To speak the truth when myelady commands me,” 
answered the prudentialeenajor-domo, ‘‘is in some 
measure my duty, Mistress Lilias ; always providing for 
and excepting those cases in which it cannot be spoken 
without breeding mischief and inconvenience to myself 
or my fellow-servants ; for the tongue of a tale-bearer 
breaketh bones as well as a Jeddart-staff.”" 
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‘‘But this imp of Satan is none of your friends or 
fellow-servants,” said Lilias ; ‘‘and I trust you mean not 
to stand up for him against the whole family besides? "’ 

‘*Credit me, Mistress Lilias,"’ replied the senior, 
‘*should I see the time fitting, I would with right good- 
will give him a lick with the tough side of my tongue.”’ 

‘‘Enough said, Master Wingate,” answered Liuilias ; 
‘‘then trust me his song shall soon be laid. If my 
mistress does not ask me what is the matter below stairs 
before she be ten minutes of time older, she is no born 
woman, and my name is not Lilias Bradbourne.”’ 

In pursuance of her plan, Mistress Lilias failed not to 
presene herself before her mistress with all the exterior 
of one who is possessed of an important secret,—that is, 
she had the corners of her mouth turned down, her eyes 
raised up, her lips pressed as fast together as if they had 
been sewed up, to prevent her blabbing, and an air of 
prim mystical importance diffused over her whole person 
and demeanour, which seemed to intimate, ‘‘I know 
something which I am resolved not to tell you!’ 

Lilias had rightly read her mistress’s temper, who, wise 
and good as she was, was yet a daughter of grandame 
Eve, and could not witness this mysterious bearing on 
the part of her waiting-woman without longing to ascer- 
tain the secret cause. Fora space, Mrs. Lilias was ob- 
durate to all inquiries, sighed, turned her eyes up higher 
yet to heaven, hoped for the best, but had nothing par- 
ticular to communicate. All this, as was most natural 
and proper, only stimulated the Lady’s curiosity ; neither 
was her importunity > be parried with—‘‘ Thank God I 
am no makebate—no tale-burer,—thank God, I never 
envied any one’s favour, or was anxious to propale their 
misdemeanour—only, thank God there has been no 
bloodshed and murder in the house—that is all.” 

‘*Bloodshed and murder!" exclaimed the Lady, 
**what does the quean mean ?—if you speak not plain 
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out, you Shall have something you will scarce be thankful 
for.” 

‘Nay, my Lady,” answered Lilias, eager to disburden 
her mind, or in Chaucer's phrase, to ‘‘unbuckle her 
mail,” ‘‘if you bid me speak out the truth, you must 
‘not be moved with what might displease you—Roland 
Grezme has dirked Adam Woodcock—that is all.” 

‘‘Good Heaven!” said the Lady, turning pale as 
ashes, ‘‘is the man slain?" 

‘‘No, madam,” replied Lilias, ‘‘but slain he would 
have been, if there had not been ready help ; but maybe, 
it is your Ladyship’s pleasure that this young esquire 
shall poniard the servants as well as switch an@ baton 
them.” 

‘‘Go to, minion,” said the Lady, ‘‘ you are saucy—tell 
the master of the household to attend me instantly.”’ 

Lilias hastened to seek out Mr. Wingate, and hurry 
him to his Lady’s presence, speaking as a word in season 
to him on the way, ‘‘I have set the stone a-trowling, 
look that you do not let it stand still." 

‘The steward, too prudential a person to commit him- 
self otherwise, answered by a sly look and a nod of 
intelligence, and presently after stood in the presence of 
the Lady of Avenel, with a look of great respect for his 
iady, partly real, partly affected, and an air of great 
sagacity, which inferred no ordinary conceit of himself. 

‘‘ How is this, Wingate,” said the Lady, ‘‘and what 
rule do you keep in the castle, that the domestics of Sir 
Halbert Glendinning draw the dagger on each other, as 
in acavern of thieves and murdegers?—is the wounded 
man much hurt? and whee—what hath become of the 
unhappy boy ?” 

‘There is no one wounded as yet, madam,”’ replied 
he of the golden chain ; ‘‘it passes my poor skill to say 
how many may be wounded before Pasche if some rule 
be not taken with this youth—not but the youth is a fair 
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youth,” he added, correcting himself, ‘‘ andeable at his 
exercise ; but somewhat too ready with the ends of his 
fingers, the butt of his riding-switch, and the point of 
his dagger.”’ 

‘‘ And whose fault is that,’’ said the Lady, ‘‘ but yours, 
who should have taught kam better discipline, than to 
brawl or to draw his dagger?” 

‘Tf it please your Ladyship so to impose the blame on 
me,” answered the steward, ‘‘it is my part, doubtless, 
to bear it—only I submit to yur consideration, that 
unless I nailed his weapon to the scabbard, I could no 
more keep it still, than I could fix quicksilver, wales 
defiedgeven the skill of Raymond Lullius.”’ 

‘‘Tell me not of Raymond Lullius,” said the iad, 
losing patience, ‘‘ but send me the chaplain hither. You 
grow all of you too wise for me, during your tord’s long 
and repeated absences. I would to God his affairs 
would permit him to remain at home and rule his own 
household, for it passes my wit and skill!" 

‘*God forbid, my Lady!” said the old domestic, 
‘‘that you should sincerely think what you are now 
pleased to say ; your old servants might well hope, that 
after so many years’ duty, you would do their service 
more justice than to distrust their grey hairs, because 
they cannot rule the peevish humour of a green head, 
which the owner carries, it may be, a brace of inches 
higher than becomes him.” 

‘“Leave me,” said the Lady; ‘‘Sir Halbert’s return 
must now be expected daily, and he will look into these 
matters himself—leavg me, I say, Wingate, without say- 
ing more of it. I know yomeare honest, and I believe 
the boy is petulant; and yet I think it is my favour 
which hath set all of you against him.” 

The steward bowed and retired, after having been 
silenced in a second attempt to explain the motives on 
which he acted, | 
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The chaplain arrived ; but neither from him did the 
Lady receive much comfort. On the contrary, she found 
him disposed, in plain terms, to lay to the door of her 
indulgence all the disturbances which the fiery temper of 
Roland Greeme had already occasioned, or might here- 
after occasion, in the fanfily. ‘‘I would,” he said, 
‘‘honoured Lady, that you had deigned to be ruled by 
me in the outset of this matter, sith it is easy to stem evil 
in the fountain, but hard to struggle against it in the 
stream, You, honoured madam (a word which I do 
not use according to the vain forms of this world, but 
because I have ever loved and honoured you as an 
honourable and an elect lady),—you, I say, madam, 
have been pleased, contrary to my poor but earnest 
counsel, to raise this boy from his station into one 
approaching to your own.” 

‘‘What mean you, reverend sir?” said the Lady; ‘‘I 
have made this youth a page—is there aught in my 
doing so that does not become my character and 
quality ?” 

‘“‘T dispute not, madam,” said the pertinacious 
preacher, ‘‘ your benevolent purpose in taking charge of 
this youth, or your title to give him this idle character 
of page, if such was your pleasure; though what the 
education of a boy in the train of a female can tend to, 
save to engraft foppery and effeminacy on conceit and 
arrogance, it passes my knowledge to discover. But I 
blame you more directly for having taken little care to 
guard him against the perils of his condition, or to 
tame and humble a spirit naturally haughty, overbear- 
ing, and impatient. You*éave brought into your bower 

-a lion's cub; delighted with the beauty of his fur, and 
the grace of his gambols, you have bound him with no 
fetters befitting the fierceness of his disposition. You 
have let him grow up as unawed as if he had been still 
atenant of the forest, and now you are surprised, and * 
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call out for assistance, when he begins to ramp, rend, 
and tear, according to his proper nature.” 

‘‘Mr. Warden,” said the Lady, considerably offended, 
‘‘you are my husband's ancient friend, and I believe 
your love sincere to him ang to his household. Yet let 
me say, that when I asked you for counsel, I expected not 
this asperity of rebuke. If I have done wrong in loving 
this poor orphan lad more than others of his class, I 
scarce think the error merited su@h severe censure ; and 
if stricter discipline were required to keep his fiery 
temper in order, it ought, I think, to be considered, that 
I am a woman, and that if I have erred in this matter, it 
beconfts a friend's part rather to aid than to rebuke me. 
I would these evils were taken order with before my 
lord's return. He loves not domestic discord or domestic 
brawls ; and I would not willingly that he thought such 
could arise from one whom I favoured—What do you 
counsel me to do?” 

‘‘Dismiss this youth from your service, madam,” 
replied the preacher. 

‘*You cannot bid me do so,” said the Lady; ‘‘ you 
cannot, as a Christian, and a man of humanity, bid me 
turn away an unprotected creature against whom my 
favour, my injudicious favour if you will, has reared up 
sO Many enemies.” 

‘It is not necessary you should altogether abandon 
him, though you dismiss him to another service, or to a 
calling better suiting his station and character,” said the 
preacher ; ‘‘elsewhere he may be an useful and profit- 
able member of the commony, eal—here he is but a make- 
bate, and a stumbling block i offence. The youth has 
snatches of sense and of intelligence, though he lacks 
industry. I will myself give him letters commendatory 
to Olearius Schinderhausen, a learned professor at the 
famous university of Leyden, where they lack an under- 
jamitor—where, besides gratis instruction, if God give 
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borrowed from the treacherous Italian, or a dirk, which 
is borne by the savage Highlandman, or a whinger, 
which is carried by our own Border-thieves and cut- 
throats, or a dudgeon-dagger, all are alike engines in- 
vented by the devil himself, for ready implements of 
deadly wrath, sudden to execute and difficult to be 
parried. Even the common sword-and-buckler brawler 
despises the use of such a treacherous and malignant 
instrument, which is therefore fit to be used, not by men 
or soldiers, but by those who, trained under female . 
discipline, become themselves effeminate hermaphroditcs, 
having female spite and female cowardice added to the 
infirmities and evil passions of their masculine nayre.”’ 
The effect which this oration produced upon the as- 
sembled congregation of Avenel cannot very easily be 
described. The Lady seemed at once embarrassed and 
offended ; the menials could hardly contain, under an 
affectation of deep attention, the joy with which they 
heard the chaplain launch his thunders at the head of the 
unpopular favourite, and the weapon which they con- 
sidered as a badge of affectation and finery. Mrs. Lilias 
rested and drew up her head with all the deep-felt pride 
or gratified resentment ; while the steward, observing a 
Strict neutrality of aspect, fixed his eyes upon an old 
scutcheon on the opposite side of the wall, which he 
seemed to examine with the utmost accuracy, more 
, willing, perhaps, to incur the censure of being inattentive 
to the sermon, than that of seeming to listen with marked 
sapprobation to what appeared so distasteful to his 
" mistress. a 
The unfortunate subjectex® the harangue, whom nature 
had endowed with passions which had hitherto found no 
effectual restraint, could not disguise the resentment 
which he felt at being thus directly held up to the scorn, 
as well as the censure, of the assembled inhabitants of 
the little world in which he lived. His brow grew red, 
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his lips grew pale, he set his teeth, he clenched his hand, 
and then with mechanical readiness grasped the weapon 
of which the clergyman had given so hideous a character ; 
and at length, as the preacher heightened the colouring 
of his invective, he felt his rage become so ungovernable, 
that, fearful of being hurried into some deed of desperate 
violence, he rose up, traversed the chapel with hasty 
steps, and left the congregation. 

The preacher was surprised into a sudden pause, while 
the fiery youth shot across him like a flash of lightning, 
regarding him as he passed, as if he had wished to dart 
from his eyes the same power of blighting and of con- 
sumiff&s, But no sooner had he crossed the chapel, and 
shut with violence behind him the door of the vaulted 
entrance by which it communicated with the castle, than 
the impropriety of his conduct supplied Warden with 
one of those happier subjects for eloquence, of which he 
knew how to take advantage for making a suitable im- 
pression on his hearers. He paused for an instant, and 
then pronounced, in a slow and solemn voice, the deep 
anathema: ‘‘ He hath gone out from us because he was 
not of us—the sick man hath been offended at the whole- 
some bitter of the medicine—the wounded patient hath 
flinched from the friendly knife of the surgeon—the sheep 
hath fied from the sheepfold and delivered himself to the 
wolf, because he could not assume the quiet and humble 
conduct demanded of us by the great Shepherd. Ah! 
my brethren, beware of wrath—beware of pride—beware 
of the deadly and destroying sin which so often shows 
itself to our frail eye@in the garments of light! What is 
our earthly honour? Pridé‘ind pride only—What our 
earthly gifts and graces? Pride and vanity. Voyagers 
speak of Indian men who deck themselves with shells, 
and anoint themselves with pigments, and boast of their 
attire as we do of our miserable carnal advantages—~ 
Pride could draw down the morning-star from Heaven 
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even to the verge of the pit—Pride and self-opinion, 
kindled the flaming sword which waves us off from 
Paradise—Pride made Adam mortal, and a weary 
wanderer on the face of the earth, which he had else 
been at this day the immorjal lord of—Pride brought 
amongst us sin, and doubles every sin it has brought. It 
is the outpost which the devil and the flesh most stub- 
bornly maintain against the assaults of grace ; and until 
it be subdued, and ity barriers levelled with the very 
earth, there is more hope of a fool than of the sinner. 
Rend, then, from your bosoms this accursed shoot of the 
fatal apple ; tear it up by the roots, though it be twisted 
with the chords of your life. Profit by the exanfple of 
the miserable sinner that has passed from us, and em- 
brace the means of grace while it is called to-day—ere 
your conscience is seared as with a firebrand, and your 
ears deafened like those of the adder, and your heart 
hardened like the nether mill-stone. Up, then, and be 
doing—wrestle and overcome; resist, and the enemy 
shall flee from you—-Watch and pray, lest ye fall into 
temptation, and let the stumbling of others be your warn- 
ing and yourexample. Above all, rely not on yourselves, 
for such self-confidence is even the worst symptom of the 
disorder itself. The Pharisee, perhaps, deemed himself 
humble while he stooped in the Temple, and thanked 
God that he was not as other men, and even as the 
publican. But while his knees touched the marble pave- 
ment, his head was as high as the topmost pinnacle of 
the Temple. Do not, therefore, deceive yourselves, and 
Offer false coin, where the purest yéu can present is but 
as dross—think not that Shch will pass the assay of 
Omnipotent Wisdom. Yet shrink not from the task, 
because, as is my bounden duty, I do not disguise from 
you its difficulties. Self-searching can do much— 
Meditation can do much—Grace can do all.” 

And he concluded with a touching and animating ex- 
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hortation to his hearers to seek divine grace, which is 
perfected in human weakness. 

The audience did not listen to this address without 
being considerably affected ; though it might be doubted 
whether the feelings of triumph, excited by the disgrace- 
ful retreat of the favourite page, did not greatly qualify 
in the minds of many the exhortations of the preacher to 
charity and to humility. And, in fact, theexpression of 
their countenances much resemkled the satisfied tri- 
umphant air of a set of children, who having just seen a 
companion punished for a fault in which they had no 
share, con their task with double glee, both because they 
thems&ves are out of the scrape, and because the culprit 
Is in it. 

With very different feclings did the Lady of Avenel 
Seek her own apartment. She felt angry at Warden 
having made a domestic matter, in which she took a 
personal interest, the subject of such public discussion. 
But this she knew the good man claimed as a branch of 
his Christian liberty as a preacher, and also that it was 
vindicated by the universal custom of his brethren. But 
the self-willed conduct of her protégé afforded her yet 
deeper concern. That he had broken through in so re- 
markable a degree, not only the respect due to her 
presence, but that which was paid to religious admonition 
in those days with such peculiar reverence, argued a 
spirit as untamable as his enemies had represented him 
to possess. And yet, so far as he had been under her 
own eye, she had seen no more of that fiery spirit than ap- 
peared to her to becomfe his years and his vivacity. This 
opinion might be founded in”some degree on partiality ; 
in some degree, too, it might be owing to the kindness 
and indulgence which she had always extended to him ; 
but still she thought it impossible that she could be 
totally mistaken in the estimate she had formed of his 

character. The extreme of violence is scarce consistent 
ed 
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with a course of continued hypocrisy (although Lilias 
charitably hinted, that in some instances they were 
happily united), and therefore she could not exactly trust 
the report of others against her own experience and 
observation. The thoughts of this orphan boy clung to 
her heartstrings with a fondhess for which she herself was 
unable to account. He seemed to have been sent to her 
by Heaven, to fill up those intervals of languor and 
vacuity which deprive her of much enjoyment. Perhaps 
he was not Jess dear to her, because she well saw that he 
was a favourite with no one else, and because she felt, that 
to give him up was to afford the judgment of her husband 
and others a triumph over her own ; a circumstafrce not 
quite indifferent to the best of spouses of either sex. 

In short, the Lady of Avenel formed the internal re- 
solution, that she would not desert her page while her 
page could be rationally protected ; and, with the view 
of ascertaining how far this might be done, she caused 
him to be summoncd to her presence. 


CHAP. V. 


-JIn the wild storm, 
The seaman hews his mast down, and the merchant e 
Heaves to the billows wares he once deeni'd precious ; 
So prince and peer, mid popular contentions, 
Cast off their favourites.—OLD PLAY. 


T was some time ere Roland Greme appeared. 
The messenger (his old friend Lilias) had at first 
attempted to opefi‘the door of his little apart- 
ment with the charitable purpose, doubtless, of enjoying 
the confusion and marking the demeanour of the culprit. 
But an oblong bit of iron, yclept a bolt, was passed 
across the door on the inside, and prevented her benign 
intentions. Lilias knocked and called at intervals. 
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a Roland—Roland Greeme —Master Roland Graeme” 
{an emphasis on the word Master), ‘‘ will you be plcased 
to undo the door ?—What ails you?—are you at your 
prayers in private, to complete the devotion which you 
left unfinished in public?—Surely we must have a 
screened seat for you in tlre chapel, that your gentility 
may be free from the eyes of common folks!" Still 
no whisper was heard in reply. ‘‘ Well, Master Roland,” 
said the waiting-maid, ‘‘I must tell my mistress, that 
if she would have an answer, She must either come 
herself, or send those on errand to you who can beat the 
door down.’ 

“Vghat says your Lady?” inquired the page from 
within. 

‘‘Marry, open the door, and you shall hear,’ an- 
swered the waiting-maid. ‘‘I trow it becomes my 
Lady’s message to be listened to face to face; and [ 
will not, for your idle pleasure, whistle it through a 
key-bole.” 

‘‘ Your mistress’s name,” said the page, opening the 
door, ‘‘is too fair acover for your impertinence~-What 


says my Lady?” 
‘* That you will be pleased to come to her directly, in 
the withdrawing-room,” answered Lilias. ‘'I presume 


she has some directions for you concerning the forms to 
be observed in leaving chapel in future.” 

‘* Say to my Lady, that I will directly wait upon her,” 
answered the page ; and returning to his own apartment, 
he once more locked the door in the face of the waiting- 
maid. 

‘* Rare courtesy !” ‘multe Lilias ; and, returning to 
her mistress, acquainted her that Roland Grzeme would 
wait on her when it suited his convenience. 

‘What! is that his phrase or your own addition, 
Lilias ?” said the Lady, coolly. 

‘Nay, madam,” replied the attendant, not directly 
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answering the question, ‘‘ he looked as if he could have 
said much more impertinent things than that, if I had 
been willing to hear them.—But here he comes to 
answer for himself.” 

Roland Graeme entered the apartment with a loftier 
mien, and somewhat a higher colour, than his wont ; 
there was embarrassment in his manner, but it was 
neither that of fear nor of penitence. 

‘* Young man,” said the Lady, ‘‘ what trow you I am 
to think of your conduct this day?” 

‘* Tf it has offended you, madam, I am deeply grieved,” 
replied the youth. 

‘“ To have offended me alone,”’ said the Lady, +‘ were 
but littl—You have been guilty of conduct which will 
highly offend your master—of violence to your fellow- 
servants, and of disrespect to God himself, in the person 
of his ambassador.” 

‘* Permit me again to reply,” said the page, ‘‘that if 
I have offended my only mistress, friend, and benefac- 
tress, it includes the sum of my guilt, and deserves the 
sum of my penitence—Sir Halbert Glendinning calls me 
not servant, nor do I call him master—he is not entitled 
to blame me for chastising an insolent groom—nor do IL 
fear the wrath of Heaven for treating with scorn the 
unauthorised interference of a meddling preacher.’’ 

The Lady of Avenel had before this seen symptoms in 
her favourite of boyish petulance, and of impatience of 
censure or reproof. But his present demeanour was ofa 
graver and more determined character, and she was for 
a moment at a loss how she shoule treat the youth, who 
seemed to have at once assumed the character not only 
of a man, but of a bold and determined one. She 
paused an instant, and then assuming the dignity which 
was natural to her, she said, ‘‘ Is it to me, Roland, that 
you hold this language? Is it for the purpose of making 
me repent the favour I have shown you, that you declare 
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yourself independent both of an earthly and a Heavenly 
master? Have you forgotten what you were, and to 
what the loss of my profection would speedily again 
reduce you?”’ 

‘‘ Lady,” said the page, ‘‘I have forgot nothing, I re- 
member buttoo much. I know that but for you, I should 
have perished in yon blue waves,” pointing, as he spoke, 
to the lake, which was seen through the window, agitated 
by the western wind. ‘‘ Your goodness has gone farther, 
madam—you have protected me*against the malice of 
others, and against my own folly. You are free, if you 
are willing, to abandon the orphan you have reared. You 
have |gft nothing undone by him, and he complains of 
nothing. And yet, Lady, donot think I have been 
ungrateful—I have endured something on my part, which 
I would have borne for the sake of no one but my bene- 
factress.” 

‘For my sake !"’ said the Lady ; ‘‘ and what is it that 
I can have subjected you to endure, which can be re- 
membered with other feelings than those of thanks and 
gratitude?” 

‘* You are too just, madam, to require me to be thank- 
ful for the cold neglect with which your husband has— 
uniformly treated me—neglect not unmingled with fixed 
aversion, You are too just, madam, to require me to 
be grateful for the constant and unceasing marks of 
scorn and malevolence with which I have been treated 
by others, or for such a homily as that with whick 
your reverend chaplain has, at my: expense, this very 
day regaled the assembled household.” 

‘* Heard mortal ears the lis? of this!’ said the waiting 
maid, with her hands expanded and her eyes turned up 
to heaven ; ‘‘ he speaks as if he were son of an earl, or 
of a belted knight the least penny !"’ 

The page glanced on her a look of supreme con- 
tempt, but, vouchsafed no other answer, His mistress, 
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who began to feel herself. seriously offended, and yet 
sorry for the youth's folly, took up the same tone. 

‘¢ Indeed, Roland, you forgtt yourself so strangely,” 
said she, ‘‘ that you will tempt me to take serious mea- 
sures to lower you in your own opinion by reducing you 
to your proper station in sodiety.” 

‘‘ And that,” added Lilias, ‘‘ would be best done by 
turring him out the same beggar's brat that your lady- 
ship took himin.” =. 

‘* Lilias speaks too rudely,” continued the Lady, ‘‘but 
she has spoken the truth, young man; nor doI think I 
ought to spare that pride which hath so completely 
turned your head. You have been tricked up wh fine 
garments, and treated like the son of a gentleman, until 
you have forgot the fountain of your churlish blood.” 

‘‘Craving your pardon, most honourable madam, 
Lilias hath zo¢ spoken truth, nor does your ladyship 
know aught of my descent, which should, entitle you to 
treat it with such decided scorn. I am no beggar’s 
brat—my grandmother begged from, no one, here nor 
elsewhere—she would have perished sooner on the bare 
moor. We were harried out and driven from our home 
—a chance which has happed elsewhere, and to others. 
Avenel Castle, with its lake and its towers, was not at 
all times able to protect its inhabitants from want and 
desolation." 

‘* Hear but his assurance!” said Lilias, ‘‘ he upbraids 
my Lady with the distresses of her family !” 

‘It had indeed been a theme more gratefully 
spared,” said the Lady, affécted nevertheless by the 
allusion. ef 

‘‘It was necessary, madam, for my vindication,” said 
the page, ‘‘or I had not even hinted at a word that 
might give you pain. But believe, honoured Lady, I 
am of no churl’s blood. My proper descent I know 
not; but my only relation has said, and my heart has 
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echoed it back and attested the truth, that I am sprung 
of gentle blood, and deserve gentle usage.” 

‘‘And upon an assurance so vague as this,” said the 
Lady, ‘‘do you propose to expect all the regard, all 
the privileges, befitting high rank and distinguished 
birth, and become a contexder for concessions which 
are only due to the noble? Go to, sir, know yourself, 
or the master of the household shall make you know 
you are liable to the scourge as a malapert boy. You 
have tasted too little the disciplin® fit for your age and 
Station.” 

‘The master of the household shall taste of my 

_ ere I taste of his discipline,” said the page, 
giving way to his restrained passion. ‘‘ Lady, I have 
been too long the vassal of a pantoufle, and the slave 
of a silver whistle. You must henceforth find some 
other to answer your call; and let him be of birth and 
spirit mean enough to brook the scorn of ‘your menials, 
and to call a church vassal his master.” 

‘‘T have deserved this insult,’ said the Lady, colour- 
ing deeply, ‘‘for so long enduring and fostering your 
petulance. Begone, sir. Leave this castle to-night—I 
will send you the means of subsistence till you find 
some honest mode of support, though I fear your 
imaginary grandeur will be above all others, save those 
of rapine and violence. Begone, sir, and see my face 
no more.” 

The page threw himself at her feet in an agony of 
sorrow. ‘‘ My dear and honoured mistress,’ he said, 
but was unable to bring out another syllable. 

‘* Arise, sir,” said the Ladg ‘‘ and let go my mantle— 
hypocrisy is a poor cloak for ingratitude.” 

‘‘T am incapable of either, madam,” said the page, 
springing up with the hasty start of passion which be- 
longed to his rapid and impetuous temper. ‘‘ Think not 
I meant to implore permission to reside here; it has been 
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long my determination to leave Avenel, and I will never 
forgive myself for having permitted you to say the word 
bcgone, ere I said, ‘I leave you.’ I did but kneel to ask 
your forgiveness for an ill-considered word used in the 
height of displeasure, but which ill became my mouth, 
as addressed to you. Other grace I asked not—you 
have done much for me—but I repeat, that you better 
know what you yourself have done, than what I have 
suffered.” 

“Roland,” said the Lady, somewhat appeased, and 
relenting towards her favourite, ‘‘ you had me to appeal 
to when you were aggrieved. You were neither called 
upon to suffer wrong, nor entitled to resent it, when you 
were under my protection.” 

‘‘And what,” said the youth, ‘‘if I sustained wrong 
from those you loved and favoured, was I to disturb 
your peace with idle tale-bearings and eternal com- 
plaints? Ne, madam; I have borne my own burden in 
silence, and without disturbing you with murmurs ; and 
the respect which you accuse me of wanting, furnishes 
the only reason why I have neither appealed to you, nor 
taken vengeance at my own hand in a manner far more 
effectual. It is well, however, that we part. I was not 
born to be a stipendiary, favoured by his mistress, until 
ruined by the calumnies of others. May Heaven mul- 
tiply its choicest blessings on your honoured head ; and, 
for your sake, upon all that are dear to you !" 

He was about to leave the apartment, when the Lady 
called upon him to return. He stood still, while she 
thus addressed him: ‘‘It was yot my intention, nor 
would it be just, even in the height of my displeasure, to 
dismiss you without the means of support; take this 
purse of gold.” : 

‘‘Forgive me, Lady,” said the boy, ‘‘and let me ge 
hence with the consciousness that I have not been de- 
graded to the point of accepting alms, If my poor ser- 
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vices can be placed against the expense of my apparel 
and my maintenance, I only remain debtor to you for 
my life, and that alone is a debt which I can never repay ; 
put up then that purse, and only say, instead, that you 
do not part from me in anger.” 

‘* No, not in anger,” sai@ the lady, ‘‘in sorrow rather 
for your wilfulness ; but take the gold, you cannot but 
need it." 

‘‘ May God evermore bless you for the kind tone and 
the kind word ! but the gold I c&nnot take. Iam able 
of body, and do not Jack friends so wholly as you may 
think ; for the time may come that I may yet show my- 
self more thankful than by mere words.” He threw 
himself on his knees, kissed the hand which she did not 
withdraw, and then hastily left the apartment. 

Lilias, for a moment or two, kept her eye fixed on her 
mistress, who looked so unusually pale, that she seemed 
about to faint ; but the lady instantly recovered herself, 
and declining the assistance which her attend: nt offered 
her, walked to her own apartment. 


CHAP. VI. 


Thou hast each secret of the household, Francts. 
I dare be sworn thou hast been in the buttery 
Steeping thy curious humour in fat ale, 
And in the butler's tattle—ay, or chatting 
With the glib watting-woman o'er her coimfits— 
These bear the key to cach domestic mystery. 

® Ovp Pray. 


PON the morrow succeeding the scene.we have 

described, the disgraced favourite left the castle ; 

and at breakfast time the cautious old steward 

and Mrs. Lilias sat in the apartment of the latter person- 

age, holding grave converse on the important event of 
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the day, sweetened by a small treat of comfits, to which 
the providence of Mr. Wingate had added a little flask cof 
racy canary.” 
' ‘(He is gone at last,” said the abigail, sipping her 
glass; ‘‘and here is to his good journey.” 

‘‘Amen,” answered the steward, gravely ; ‘‘I wish the 
poor deserted lad no ill.” 

‘‘ And he is gone like a wild-duck, as he came,” con- 
tinued Mrs. Lilias; ‘‘no lowering of drawbridges, or 
pacing along causeway%, for him. My master has pushed 
off in the boat which they call the little Herod (more 
shame to them for giving the name of a Christian to wood 
and iron), and has rowed himself by himself to the farther 
side of the loch, and off and away with himself, and left 
all his finery strewed about his room. I wonder who is 
to clean his trumpery out after him—though the things 
are worth lifting, too.” 

‘‘ Doubtless, Mistress Lilias,” answered the master of 
the household; ‘‘in the which case, I am free to think, 
they will not long cumber the floor.” 

‘‘And now tell me, Master Wingate,” continued the 
damsel, ‘‘do not the very cockles of your heart rejoice at 
the house being rid of this upstart whelp, that flung us 
all into shadow ?” 

‘‘Why, Mistress Lilias,’’ replied Wingate, ‘‘as to re- 
joicing—those who have Jived as long in great families as 
has been my lot, will be in no hurry to rejoice at any- 
thing. And for Roland Graeme, though he may be a 
good riddance in the main, yet what says the very sooth 
proverb, ‘Seldom comes a better.’ ‘, 

“‘Seldom comes a better,indeed?”’ echoed Mrs. Lilias. 
‘‘T say, never can come a worse, or one half so bad. 
He might have been the ruin of our poor dear mistress’”’ 
(here she used her kerchief), ‘‘body and soul, and estate 
too ; for she spent more coin on his apparel than on any 
four servants about the house.” 
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‘* Mistress Lilias,”’ said the sage steward, ‘‘I do opine 
that our mistress requireth not this pity at your hands, 
being in all respects competent to take care of her own 
body, soul, and estate into the bargain.” 

‘*You would not mayhap have said so,” answered 
the waiting-woman, ‘‘had fou seen how like Lot's wife 
she looked when young mastcr took his leave. My 
mistress is a good lady, and a virtuous and a well-doing 
lady, and a well-spoken of—but Lwould not Sir Halbert 
had seen her last evening for two and a plack.” 

“‘Oh, foy! foy! foy!"’ reiterated the steward ; ‘‘ser- 
vants should hear and sce, and say nothing. Besides 
that, my Lady is utterly devoted to Sir Halbert, as well 
she may, being, as he is, the most renowned knight in 
these parts.” 

‘Well, well,” said the abigail, ‘‘I -mean no more 
harm ; but they that seek least renown abroad, are most 
apt to find quiet at home, that’s all; and iny Lady’s lone- 
some Situation is to be considered, that made her fain to 
take up with the first beggar's brat that a dog brought 
her out of the loch.” 

‘‘ And therefore,” said the steward, ‘‘I say, rejoice 
not too much, or too hastily, Mistress Lilias ; for if your 
Lady wished a favourite to pass away the time, depend 
upon it, the time will not pass lighter now that he is 
gone. So she will have another favourite to choose for 
herself; and be assured, if she wishes such a toy, she 
will not lack one.” 

‘‘ And where should she choose one, but among her 
own tried and faithfuéservants,’’ said Mrs. Lilias, ‘‘ who 
have broken her bread, and désank her drink, for so many 
years? J] have known many a lady as high as she, that 
never thought either of a friend or favourite beyond their 
own waiting-woman—always having a proper respect, at 
the same time, for their old and faithful master of the 
household, Master Wingate.” 
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and here is his mother, that was our queen—TI trust 
there is no harm to say, God bless her too—and she is a 
‘Catholic ; and many begin to think she has had but hard 
measure, such as the Hamiltons in the west, and some of 
our Border clans here, and the Gordons in the north, 
who are all wishing to see £ new world; and if such a 
new world should chance to come up, it is like that the 
Queen will take back her own crown, and that the mass 
and the cross will comg up, and then down go pulpits, 
Geneva gowns, and black silk skull-caps."’ 

‘‘And have you, Master Jasper Wingate, who have 
heard the word, and listened unto pure and precious 
Henry Warden—have you, I say, the patience toepeak, 
or but to think, of popery coming down on us like a 
storm, or of the woman Mary again making the royal 
seat of Scotland a throne of abomination ; no marvel 
that you are so civil to the cowled monk, Father Am- 
brose, when he comes hither with his downcast eyes 
that he never raises to my Lady’s face, and with his 
low sweet-toned voice, and his benedicites, and his beni- 
sons ; and who so ready to take them kindly as Master 
Wingate ?” 

‘Mistress Lilias,”’ replied the butler, with an air which 
was intended to close the debate, ‘‘ there are reasons for 
all things, If I received Father Ambrose debonairly, and 
suffered him to steal a word now and then with this same 
Roland Graeme, it was not that I cared a brass bodle 
for his benison or malison either, but only because I 
respected my master's blood. And who can answer, if 
Mary come in again, whether he waay not be as stout a 
tree to lean to as ever héebrother hath proved to us? 
For down goes the Earl of Murray when the Queen comes_ 
by her own again; and good is his luck if he can keep 
the head on his own shoulders. And down goes our 
Knight, with the Earl, his patron; and who so like to 
mount into his empty saddle as this same Father Am- ¢ 
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brose? ‘The Pope of Rome can soon dispense with his 
vows, and then we should have Sir Edward the soldier, 
instead of Ambrose the priest.” 

Anger and astonishment kept Mrs. Lilias silent, while 
her old friend, in his self-complacent manner, was making 
known to her his political $peculations. At length her 
resentment found utterance in words of great ire and 
scorn. ‘' What, Master Wingate ! have you eaten my 
mistress's bread, to say nothing of my master’s, so many 
years, that you could live to think of her being dispos- 
sessed of her own Castle of Avenel, by a wretched monk, 
who is not a drop's blood to her in the way of relation? 
I, tha@ am But a woman, would try first whether my 
rock or his cowl were the better metal. Shame on you, 
Master Wingate! If I had not held you as so old an 
acquaintance, this should have gone to my Lady's ears, 
though I had been called pickthank and tale-pyet for my 
pains, as when I told of Roland Grieme shooting the wild 
swan.” 

Master Wingate was somewhat dismayed at perceiving, 
that the detail which he had given of his far-sighted 
political views had produced on his hearer rather sus- 
Picion of his fidelity than admiration of his wisdom, and 
endeavoured, as hastily as possible, to apologise and to 
explain, although internally extremely offended at the un- 
reasonable view, as he deemed it, which it had pleased 
Mistress Lilias to take of his expressions; and men- 
tally convinced that her disapprobation of his sentiments 
arose solely out of the consideration, that though 
Father Ambrose, supposing him to become the master 
of the castle, would certain require the services of a 
steward, yet those of a waiting-woman would, in the sup-: 
posed circumstances, be altogether superfluous. 

After his explanation had been received as explanations 
usually are, the two friends separated ; Lilias to attend 
che silver whistle which called her to her mistress’s cham- 
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ber, and the sapient major-domo to the duties of his own 
department. They parted with less than their usual 
degree of reverence and regard ; for the steward felt that 
his worldly wisdom was rebuked by the more disinterested 
attachment of the waiting-woman, and Mistress Lilias 
Bradbourne was compelled to consider her old friend as 
something little better than a time-server. 


CHAP. VII. 


When I hae a saxpence under my thine, 

Then 1 get credit in tlka town ; 9) 
But when 1am puir they bid sui? gae Pek 

Since poverty parts good company.—O.D Sonc. 


HILE the departure of the page afforded subject 
for the conversation which we have detailed in 
our last chapter, the late favourite was far ad- 
vanced on his solitary journey, without well knowing 
what was its object, or what was likely to be its end. 
He had rowed the skiff in which he left the castle to the 
side of the lake most distant from the village, with the 
desire of escaping from the notice of the inhabitants, 
dilis pride whispered, that he would be, in his discarded 
State, only the subject of their wonder and compassion ; 
and his generosity told him, that any mark of sympathy 
which his situation should excite, might be unfavourably 
reported at the castle. A trifling incident convinced him 
he had little to fear for his friends on the latter score. 
He was met by a young man some‘years older than him- 
self, who had on former ofJasions been but too happy 
to be permitted to share in: his sports in the subordinate 
character of his assistant. Ralph Fisher approached to 
greet him, with all the alacrity of an humble friend. 
‘'What, Master Roland, abroad on this side, and with- 
out either hawk or hound?” 
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**Hawk or hound," said Roland, ‘‘I will never per- 
1aps hollo to again. I have been dismissed—that is, I 
iave left the castle.” 

Ralph was surprised. ‘‘ What! you are to pass into 
che Knight's service, and tgke the black jack and the 
ance?” 

“Indeed,” replied Roland Graeme, ‘‘I am not—I am 
now leaving the service of Avenel for ever." 

‘‘ And whither are you going, then?” said the young 
neasant. 

‘‘Nay, that is a question which it craves time to 
answer—I have that mattcr to determine yet,” replied 
che diSraced favourite. 

‘*Nay, nay,” said Ralph, ‘‘I warrant you it is the 
same to you which way you go—my Lady would not dis- 
niss you till she had put some lining into the pouches of 
your doublet.” ' : 

“*Sordid slave!” said Roland Grzeme, ‘‘ dost thou 
-hink I would have accepted a boon from one who was 
tiving me over a prey to detraction and to ruin, at the 
instigation of a canting priest and a meddling serving- 
woman? The bread that I had bought with such an 
alms would have choked me at the first mouthful.” 

Ralph looked at his quondam friend with an air of 
wonder not unmixed with contempt. ‘‘ Well,” he said, 
at length, ‘‘no occasion for passion—each man knows 
ais own stomach best—but, were I on a black moor at 
this time of day, not knowing whither I was going, I 
should be glad to have a broad piece or two in my pouch, 
come by them as I coffid.—But perhaps you will go with 
me to my father’s—that is, fot nicht, for to-morrow we 
expect my uncle Menelaus and all his folk; but, as I 
said, for one night ’—— 

The cold-blooded limitation of the offered sheltef? to 
one night only, and that tendered most unwillingly, 
ottendcd the pride of the discarded favourite. 
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‘J would rather sleep on the fresh heather, as I have 
done many a night on less occasion,” said Roland 
Grzeme, ‘‘than in the smoky garret of your father, that 
smells of peat smoke and usquebaugh like a Highlander’s 
plaid.” 

‘‘You may choose, my master, if you are so nice, 
replied Ralph Fisher; ‘‘ you may be glad to smeff a 
peat-fire, and usyucbaugh too, if you journey long in the 
fashion you propose. , You might have said God-a-mercy 
for your proffer, t' ough—it is not every one will put 
themselves in the way of ill-will by harbouring a dis- 
carded serving-man.”’ 

‘‘ Ralph,” said Roland Graeme, ‘‘ I would praf you to 
remember that I have switched you before now, and this 
is the same riding-wand which you have tasted.” 

Ralph, who was a thick-set clownish figure, arrived at 
his full strength, and conscious of the most complete 
personal superiority, laughed contemptuously at the 
threats of the slight-made stripling. 

‘*It may be the same wand,” he said, '‘ but not the 
same hand ; and that is as good rhyme as if it were ina 
ballad. Look you, my Lady’s page that was, when your 
switch was up, it was no fear of you but of your betters, 
that kept mine down—and I wot not what hinders me 
from clearing old scores with this hazel rung, and show- 
ing you’ it was your Lady’s livery-coat which I spared, 
and not your flesh and blood, Master Roland.” 

In the midst of his rage, Roland Graeme was just wise 
enough to see, that by continuing this altercation, he 
would subject himself to very rute treatment from the 
boor, who was so much offer and stronger than himself ; 
and while his antagonist, with a sort of jeering laugh of 
defiance, seemed to provoke the contest, he felt the full 
bitterness of his own degraded condition, and burst into 
a passion of tears, which he in vain endeavoured to con- 
ceal with both his hands, 


74 


THE ABBOT. 

Even the rough churl was moved with the distress of 
his quondam companion. 

‘Nay, Master Roland,” he said, ‘' I did but as ‘twere 
jest with thee—I would not harm thee, man, were it but 
for old acquaintance’ sake. But ever look to a man’s 
inches ere you talk of switcaing—-why, thine arm, man, 
is but like a spindle compared to mine.—But hark, I 
hear old Adam Woodcock holloing to his hawk—Come 
along, man, we will have a merry afternoon, and go 
jallily to my father's, in spite of the pcat-smoke and 
usquebaugh to boot. Maybe we may put you into some 
honest way of winning your bread, though it’s hard ta 
come ly in these broken times.” 

The unfortunate page made no answer, nor did he 
withdraw his hands from his face, and Fisher continued 
in what he imagined a suitable tone of comfort. 

‘“Why, man, when you were my Lady's minion, men 
held you proud, and some thought you a Papist, and I 
wot not what; and so, now that you have no one to 
bear you out, you must be companionable and hearty, 
and wait on the minister's examinations, and put these 
things out of folk’s head ; and if he says you are in fault, 
you must jouk your head to the stream ; and if a gentle- 
man, or a gentleman's gentleman, give you a rough 
word, or a light blow, you must only say, thank you for 
dusting my doublet, or the like, as I have done by you. 
—But hark to Woodcock’s whistle again. Come, and I 
will teach you all the trick on't as we go on.” 

‘*T thank you,” said Roland Graeme, endeavouring to 
assume an air of indifference and of superiority ; ‘‘ but I 
have another path before mggand were it otherwise, I 
could not tread in yours.” 

‘* Very true, Master Roland,” replied the clown ; ‘‘and 
every man knows his own matters best, and so I will not 
keep you from the path, as you say. Give us a grip of 
your hand, man, for auld lang syne.—What ! not clap 
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palms ere we part !—well, so be it—a wilful man will 
have his way, and so farewell, and the blessing of the 
morning to you.” 

‘* Good-morrow—good-morrow,” said Roland, hastily ; 
and the clown walked lightly off, whistling as he went, 
and glad, apparently, to be 1d of an acquaintance whose 
claims might be troublesome, and who had no longer 
the means to be serviceable to him. 

Roland Grzeme compelled himself to walk on while 
they were within sight of each other, that his former 
intimate might not augur any vacillation of purpose, or 
uncertainty of object, from his remaining on the same 
spot; but the effort was.a painful one. He seemed 
stunned as it were, and giddy ; the earth on which he 
stood felt as if unsound, and quaking under his feet like 
the surface of a bog ; and he had once or twice nearly 
fallen, though the path he trode was of firm greensward. 
He kept resolutely moving forward, in spite of the in- 
ternal agitation to which these symptoms belonged, 
until the'distant form of his acquaintance disappeared 
behind the slope of a hill, when his heart failed at once, 
and, sitting down on the turf, remote from human ken, 
he gave way to the natural expressions of wounded pride, 
grief, and fear, and wept with unrestrained profusion and 
unqualified bitterness. 

When the first violent paroxysm of his feelings had 
subsided, the deserted and friendless youth felt that 
mental relief which usually follows such discharges of 
sorrow. ‘The tears continued to chase each other down 
his cheeks, but they were no longer accompanied by the 
same sense of désolation » an afflicting yet milder senti- 
ment was awakened in his mind, by the recollection of 
his benefactress, of the unwearied kindness which had 
attached her to him, in spite of many acts of provoking 
petulance, now recollected as offences of a deep dye, 
which had protected him against the machinations of 
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others, as well as against the consequences of his own 
folly, and would have continued to do so, had not the 
excess of his presumption compelled her to withdraw 
her protection. 

‘‘ Whatever indignity I have borne,” he said, ‘‘ has 
been the just reward of my ®wn ingratitude. And have 
I done well to accept the hospitality, the more than 
maternal kindness, of my protectress, yet to detain from 
her the knowledge of my religion ?—but she shall know 
that a Catholic has as much gratitude as a Puritan— 
that I have been thoughtless, but not wicked—that 
in my wildest moments I have loved, respected, and 
honouged her—and that the orphan boy might indeed 
be heedless, but was hever ungrateful !” 

He turned as these thoughts passed through his mind, 
and began hastily to retread his footsteps towards the 
castle. But he checked the first eagerness of his re- 
pentant haste, when he reflected on the scorn and con- 
tempt with which the family were likely to see the return 
of the fugitive, humbled, as they must necessarily sup- 
pose him, into a supplicant, who requested pardon for 
his fault, and permission to return to his service. He 
slackened his pace, but he stood not still. 

‘‘T care not,” he resolutely determined ; ‘‘ let them 
wink, point, nod, sneer, speak of the conceit which is 
humbled, of the pride which has had a fall—I care not ; 
it is a penance due to my folly, and I will endure it with 
patience. But if she also, my benefactress, if she also 
should think me sordid and weak-spirited enough to 
beg, not for her pard@n alone, but for a renewal of the 
advantages which I derivedggom her favour—/ér sus- 
picion of my meanness I cannot—I will not brook.” 

He stood still, and his pride rallying with constitu- 
tional obstinacy against his more just feeling, urged that 
he would incur the scorn of the Lady of Avenel, rather 
than obtain her favour, by following the course which 
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the first ardour of his repentant feclings had dictated to 
him, 

‘‘ Tf I had but some plausible pretext,” he thought, 
‘‘some ostensible rcason for my return, some excuse to 
allege which might show I ¢ame not as a degraded sup- 
plicant, or a discarded menial, I might go thither—but 
as I am I cannot—my heart would leap from its place 
and burst.” 

As these thoughts swept through his mind, something 
passcd in the air so near him as to dazzle his eyes, and 
almost to brush the plume in his cap. He looked up— 
it was the favourite falcon of Sir Halbert, which, flying 
around his head seemed to claim his attention, as tliat of a 
well-known friend. Roland extended his arm, and gave 
the accustomed whoop, and the falcon instantly settled 
on his wrist, and began to prune itself, glancing at the’ 
youth from time to time an acute and brilliant beam of 
its hazel eye, which scemed to ask why he caressed it not 
with his usual fondness. 

‘Ah, Diamond!” he said, as if the bird understood 
him, ‘‘thou and I must be strangers henceforward. 
Many a gallant stoop have I scen thee make, and many 
a brave heron strike down ; but that is all gone and over, 
and there is no hawking more for me!” 

‘‘And why not, Master Roland,” said Adam Wood- 
cock the falconer, who came at that instant from behind 
a few alder bushes which had concealed him from view, 
‘*why should there be no more hawking for you? Why, 
man, what were our life without our sports P—thou 
knowest the jolly old song 

And rather would Allan in dungeon lie, 
Than live at large where the falcon cannot fly ; 


And Allan would rather lie in Sexton's pound, 
Than live where he follow’d not the merry hawk and hound.” 


The voice of the falconer was hearty and friendly, and 
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the tone in which he half-sung, half-recited, his rude 
ballad, implied honest frankness and cordiality. But 
rememhkrance of their quarrel, and its consequences, 
embarrassed Roland, and prevented his reply. The 
falconer saw his hesitation, and guessed the cause. 

‘‘What now,” said he, ‘¢Master Ronald? do you, 
who are half an Englishman, think that I, who ama 
whole one, would keep up anger against you, and you 
in distress? That were like some of the Scots (my mas- 
ter’s reverence always exccpted), Who can be fair and 
false, and wait their time, and keep their mind, as they 
say, to themselves, and touch pot and flagon with you, 
and hugt and hawk with you, and, after all, when time 
serves, pay off some old feud with the point of the 
dagger. Canny Yorkshire has no memory for such old 
sores. Why, man, an you had hit me a rough blow, 
maybe I would rather have taken it from you, thana 
rough word from ‘another ; for you have a good notion 
of falconry, though you stand up for washing the meat 
for the cyases. So give us your hand, man, ani bear no 
malice.” 

Roland, though he felt his proud blood rebel at the 
familiarity of honest Adam's address, could not resist its 
downright frankness. Covering his face with the one 
hand, he held out the other to the falconer, and returned 
with readiness his friendly grasp. 

‘‘Why, this is hearty, now,’’ said Woodcock; ‘I 
always said you had a kind heart, though you havea 
spice of the devil in your disposition, that is certain. I 
came this way with thg falcon on purpose to find you, 
and yon half-bred lubbard tqJg me which way you took 
flight. You ever thought too much of that kestril-kite, 
Master Roland, and he knows nought of sport after all, 
but what he caught from you. Isaw how it had been 
betwixt you, and I sent him-out of my company with 
a wanion—I would rather have a rifler on my perch than 
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a false knave at my elbow—and now, Master Roland, 
tell me what way wing ye?” 

‘‘That is as God pleases,” replied the page, witha 
sigh which he could not suppress. 

‘‘ Nay, man, never droo) a feather for being cast off,” 
said the falconer; ‘‘who knows but you may soar the 
better and fairer flight for all this yet >—Look at Diamond 
there, ‘tis a noble bird, and shows gallantly with his 
hood, and bells, and jesses ; but there is many a wild 
falcon in Norway tha#would not change properties with 
him—And that is what I would say of you. You are no 
longer my Lady's page, and you will not clothe so fair, 
or feed so well, or sleep so soft, or show so gallant— 
What of all that? if you are not her page, you are your 
own man, and may go where you will, without minding 
whoop or whistle. The worst is the loss of the sport, 
but who knows what you may come to? They say that 
Sir Halbert himself, I speak with reverence, was once 
glad to be the Abbot's forester, and now he has hounds 
and hawks of his own, and Adam Woodcock for a Iat- 
coner to the boot.” 

‘You are right, and say well, Adam,” answered the 
youth, the blood mantling in his cheeks, ‘‘ the falcon will 
soar higher without his bells than with them, though the 
bells be made of silver.” 

‘‘ That is cheerily spoken,” replied the falconer ; ‘‘ and 
whither now ?”’ 

‘‘T thought of going to the Abbey of Kennaquhair,” 
answered Roland Grzeme, ‘‘ to ask the counsel of Father 
Ambrose.” 

“ And joy go with you,” said tHe falconer, ‘‘ though it 
is likely you may find the‘ old monks in some sorrow ; 
they say the commons are threatening to turn them out 
of their cells, and make a devil’s mass of it in the old” 
church, thinking they have forborne that sport too long ; 
and troth I am clear of the same opinion,” 
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** Then will Father Ambrose be the better of having a 
friend beside him !"’ said the page, manfully. 

‘‘ Ay, but, my young fearnought,” replied the falconer, 
‘‘the friend will scarce be the better of being beside 
Father Ambrose—he may come by the redder’s lick, and 
that is ever the worst of thé battle.’ 

‘‘I care not for that,” said the page, ‘‘the dread of 
a lick should not hold me back; but I fear I may bring 
trouble between the brothers by visiting Father Ambrosc. 
I will tarry to-night at Saint Cuthbert’s cell, where the 
old priest will give me a night’s shelter ; and I will send 
to Father Ambrose to ask his advice before I go down to 
the e@nvent.” 

' ‘By Our Lady,” said the falconer, ‘‘and that is 
a likely plan—and now,” he continued, changing his 
frankness of manner for a sort of awkward embarrass- 
ment, as if he had somewhat to say that he had no ready 
means to bring out—‘‘ and now, you wot well that I 
wear a pouch for my hawk’s meat, and so forth; but 
wot you what it is lined with, Master Roland.” 

‘‘ With leather, to be sure,” replied Roland, somewhat 
surprised at the hesitation with which Adam Woodcock 
asked a question apparently so simple. 

‘With leather, lad!"’ said Woodcock; ‘‘ay, and 
with silver to the boot of that. See here,” he said, 
showing a secret slit in the lining of his bag of office— 
‘‘here they are, thirty good Harry groats as ever were 
struck in bluff old Hal's time, and ten of them are right 
heartily at your service ; and now the murder is out.” 

Roland's first idea was to refuse his assistance ; but he 
recollected the vows of humi#ity which he had just taken 
upon him, and it occurred that this was the opportunity 
to put his new-formed resolution to the test. Assuming 
a strong command of himself, he answered Adam Wood- 
cock with as much frankness as his nature permitted him 
to wear, in doing what was so contrary to his inclinations, 
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the Roman church. Of late, however, as the Protestant 
doctrines gained ground, he had found it convenient to 
live in close retirement, and to avoid, as much as possible, 
drawing upon himself observation or animadyersion. 
The appearance of his habitation, however, when Roland 
Greeme came before it in the*close of the evening, plainly 
showed that his caution had been finally ineffectual. 

The page's first movement was to knock at the door, 
when he observed, to his surprise, that it was open, not 
from being left unlatched, but because, beat off its upper 
hinge, it was only fastened to the door-post by the lower, 
and could therefore no longer perform its functions. 
Somewhat alarmed at this, and receiving no e:nswer 
when he knocked and called, Roland began to look 
more at leisure upon the exterior of the little dwelling 
before he ventured to enter it. The flowers, which had 
been trained with care against the walls, seemed to have 
been recently torn down, and trailed their dishonoured 
garlands on the earth: ; the latticed window was broken 
and dashed in. The garden, which the monk had main- 
tained by his constant labour in the highest order and 
beauty, bore marks of having been lately trode down 
and destroyed by the hoofs of animals, and the feet of 
men. 

The sainted spring had not escaped. It was wont to 
rise beneath a canopy of ribbed arches, with which the 
devotion of elder times had secured and protected its 
healing waters. These arches were now almost entirely 
demolished, and the stones of which they were built 
were tumbled into the well, as ¢f for the purpose of 
choking up and destroyiyg the fountain, which, as it 
had shared in other days the honour of the saint, was, 
in the present, doomed to partake his unpopularity. 
Part of the roof had been pulled down from the house 
itself, and an attempt had been made with crows and 
levers upon one of the angles, by which several large‘ 
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corner-stones had been forced out of their place ; but the 
solidity of ancient mason-work had proved too great for 
the time or patience of the assailants, and they had re- 
linquished their task of destruction. Such dilapidated 
buildings, after the lapse of years, during which nature 
has gradually covered the effects of violence with creeping 
plants,- and with weather-stains, exhibit, amid their 
decay, a melancholy beauty. But when the visible 
effects of violence appear raw amd recent, there is no 
feeling to mitigate the sense of devastation with which 
they impress the spectators; and such was now the 
scene on which the youthful page gazed, with the painful 
feeling’ it was qualified to excite. 

When his first momentary surprise was over, Roland 
Groeme was at no loss to conjecture the cause of these 
ravages. The destruction of the Popish edifices did not 
take place at once throughout Scotland, but at different 
times, and according to the spirit which actuated the 
reformed clergy ; some of whom instigated their hearers 
to these acts of demolition, and others, with better taste 
and feeling, endeavoured to protect the ancient shrines, 
while they desired to see them purified from the objects | 
which had attracted idolatrous devotion. From time to 
time, therefore, the populace of the Scottish towns and 
villages, when instigated either by their own feelings of 
abhorrence for Popish superstition, or by the doctrines 
of the more zealous preachers, resumed the work of de- 
struction, and exercised it upon some sequestered church, 
chapel, or cell, which had escaped the first burst of their 
indignation against fhe religion of Rome. In many 
places, the vices of the Catfi8lic clergy, arising out of 
the wealth and the corruption of that tremendous 
hierarchy, furnished too good an apology for wreaking 
vengeance upon the splendid edifices which they in- 
habited ; and of this an old Scottish historian gives a 
remarkable instance. 
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‘*Why mourn ye,” said an aged matron, seeing the 
discontent of some of the citizens, while a stately con- 
vent was burnt by the multitude,—‘‘ why mourn ye for 
its destruction? If you knew half the flagitious wicked- 
ness which has been perpetrated within that house, you 
would rather bless the divine judgment, which permits 
not even the senseless walls that screened such profligacy 
any longer to cumber Christian ground.” 

But although, in mary instances, the destruction of the 
Roman Catholic buildings might be, in the matron’s way 
of judging, an act of justice, and in others an act of 
policy, there is no doubt, that the humour of demolishing 
monuments of ancient piety and munificence, and fnat in 
a poor country like Scotland, where there was no chance 
of their being replaced, was both useless, mischievous, 
and barbarous. 

In the present instance, the unpretending and quiet 
seclusion of the monk of St. Cuthbert’s had hitherto 
saved him from the general wreck ; but it would seem 
ruin had now at length reached him. Anxious to dis- 
cover if he had at least escaped personal harm, Roland 
Graeme entered the half-ruined cell. 

The interior of the building was in a state which fully 
justified the opinion he had formed from its external in- 
juries. The few rude utensils of the solitary’s hut were 
broken down, and lay scattered on the floor, where it 
seemed as if a fire had been made with some of the 
fragments to destroy the rest of his property, and to 
consume, in particular, the rude old image of Saint 
Cuthbert, in his episcopal habit, Which lay on the hearth 
like Dagon of yore, shattéHd with the axe and scorched 
with the flames, but only partially destroyed. In the 
little apartment which served as a chapel, the altar was 
overthrown, and the four huge stones of which it had 
been once composed lay scattered around the floor. The 
large stone crucifix which occupied the niche behind the | 
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altar, and fronted the supplicant while he paid his devo- 
tion there, had been pulled down and dashed by its own 
weight into three fragments. There were marks of 
sledge-hammers on each of these ; yet the image had 
been saved from utter demolition by the size and strength 
of the remaining fragments, which, though much in- 
jured, retained enough of the original sculpture to show 
what it had been intended to represent.* 

Roland Grzeme, secretly nursedd@n the tenets of Rome, 
saw with horror the profanation of the most sacred em- 
blem, according to his creed of our holy religion. 

‘*It is the badge of our redemption,” he said, ‘‘ which 
the fel§ns have dared to violate—would to God my weak 
strength were able to replace it—my humble reverence 
to atone for the sacrilege |" 

He stooped to the task he first meditated, and witha 
sudden, and to himself almost an incredible exertion of 
power, he lifted up the one extremity of the lower shaft 
of the cross, and rested it upon the edge of the large 
stone which served for its pedestal, Encouraged by this 
success, he applied his force to the other extremity, and, 
to his own astonishment, succeeded so far as to erect the 
lower end of the limb into the socket, out of which it 
had been forced, and to place this fragment of the image 
upright. 

While he was employed in this labour, or rather at the 
very moment when he had accomplished the elevation of 
the fragment, a voice, in thrilling and well-known accents, 
spoke behind him these words :—‘‘ Well done, thou good 
and faithful servant ! Thus would I again meet the child 
of my love—the hope of my*fted eyes.” 

Roland turned round in astonishment, and the tall 
commanding form of Magdalen Grzme stood beside 
him. She was arrayed in a sort of loose habit, in form 
like that worn by penitents in Catholic countries, but: 
hack in colour, and approaching as near to a pilgrim's 
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cloak as it was safe to wear in a country where the sus- 
picion of Catholic devotion in many places endangered 
the safety of those who were suspected of attachment to 
the ancient faith. Roland Graeme threw himself at her 
feet. She raised and embraced him, with affection in- 
deed, but not unmixed with gravity which amounted 
almost to sternness. 

‘Thou hast kept well,”” she said, ‘‘the bird in thy 
bosom. Asa boy, as a youth, thou hast held fast thy 
faith amongst heretics—thou hast kept thy secret and 
mine own amongst thine enemies. I wept when I parted 
from you—I who seldom weep, then shed tears, less for 
thy death than for thy spiritual danger—I dared not even 
see thee to bid thee a last farewell—my grief, my swelling 
grief, had betrayed me to these heretics. But thou hast 
been faithful—down, down on thy knees before the holy 
sign, which evil men injure and blaspheme ; down, and 
praise saints and angels for the grace they have done 
thee, in preserving thee from the leprous plague which 
cleaves to the house in which thoy wert nurtured |!” 

‘If, my mother—so I must ever call you,” replied 
Greeme,—‘‘if I am returned such as thou wouldst wish 
me, thou must thank the care of the pious Father 
Ambrose, whose instructions confirmed your early 
precepts, and taught me at once to be faithful and to be 
silent." 

‘* Be he blessed for it !"’ said she, ‘‘ blessed in the cell 
and in the field, in the pulpit and at the altar—the saints 
rain blessings on him !—they are just, and employ his 
pious care to counteract the evils:which his detested 
brother works against the4valm and the church,—but 
he knew not of thy lineage?” 

‘**T could not myself tell him that,” answered Roland. 
*‘T knew but darkly from your words, that Sir Halbert 
Glendinning holds mine inheritance, and that I am of 
blood as noble as runs in the veins of any Scottish 
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Baroh—these are things not to be forgotten, but for 
the explanation I must now look to you." 

‘‘ When the time suits, thou shalt not look for it in 
vain. But men say, my son, that thou art bold and 
sudden; and those who bgar such tempers are not 
lightly to be trusted with what will strongly move 
them.” 

‘‘Say rather, my mother,” returned Roland Grzme, 
‘that Iam laggard and cold-blaoded—what patience 
or endurance can you require of which 4e is not capable, 
who for years has heard his religion ridiculed and in- 
sulted, yet failed to plunge his dagger into the blas- 
phemer's bosom ?”” 

‘* Be contented, my child,” replied Magdalen Graeme ; 
‘‘ the time, which then and even now demands patience, 
will soon ripen to that of effort and action—great events 
are on the wing, and thou—thou shalt have thy share 
in advancing them. Thou hast relinquished the service 
of the Lady of Avenel?’’- 

‘*T have been dismissed from it, my mother—I have 
lived to be dismissed, as if I were the meanest of the 
train.” 

‘It is the better, my child,” replied she; ‘‘thy mind 
will be the more hardened to undertake that which 
must be performed.” 

‘* Let it be nothing, then, against the Lady of Avenel,”’ 
said the page, ‘‘as thy look and words seem to imply. 
I have eaten her bread—I have experienced her favour 
—I will neither injure nor betray her.” 

‘‘Of that hereaftef, my son,” said she; ‘‘ but learn 
this, that it is not for thee “& capitulate in thy duty, 
and to say this will I do, and that will I leave undone 
—No, Roland ! God and man will no longer abide the 
wickedness of this generation. Seest thou these frag- 

e ments—knowest thou what they represent ?—and canst 
thou think it is for thee to make distinctions amongst a 
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race so accursed by Heaven, that they renounce, violate, 
blaspheme, and destroy, whatsoever we are commanded 
to believe in, whatsoever we are commanded to rever- 
ence? "’- 

As she spoke, she bent her head towards the broken 
image, with a countenance in which strong resentment 
and zeal were mingled with an expression of ecstatic 
devotion ; she raised her left hand aloft as in the act of 
making a vow, and thus proceeded : ‘‘ Bear witness for 
ine, blessed symbol of our salvation, bear witness, holy 
saint, within whose violated temple we stand, that as it 
is not for vengeance of my own that my hate pursues 
these people, so neither, for any favour or éarthly 
affection towards any amongst them, will I withdraw my 
hand from the plough when it shall pass through the 
devoted ‘furrow ! Bear witness, holy saint, once thyself 
a wanderer and a fugitive as we are now—bear witness, 
Mother of Mercy, Queen of Heaven—bear witness, 
saints and angels !”’ 

In this high strain of enthusiasm, she stood, raising 
her eyes through the fractured roof of the vault, to the 
stars which now began to twinkle through the pale 
twilight, while the long grey tresses which hung down 
over her shoulders waved in the night-breeze, which the 
chasm and fractured windows admitted freely. 

Roland Grzeme was too much awed by early habits, 
as well as by the mysterious import of her words, to ask 
for further explanation of the purpose she obscurely 
hinted at. Nor did she farther press him on the sub- 
ject ; for,-having concluded her prayer or obtestation, 
by clasping her hands togéthier with solemnity, and then 
signing herself with the cross, she again addressed her 
grandson, in a tone more adaptcd to the ordinary 
business of life. 

‘*Thou must hence,” she said, ‘‘ Roland, thou must 
hence, but not till morning—And now, how wilt thou: 
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shift for thy night's quarters ?—thou hast been more 
softly bred than when we were companions in the misty 
hills of Cumberland and Liddesdale."’ 

‘‘T have at least preserved, my gvod mother, the 
habits which I then learned—can lie hard, feed sparingly, 
and think it no hardship.® Since I was a wanderer 
with thee on the hills, 1 have been a hunter, and fisher, 
und fowler, amd each of these is accustomed to sleep 
freely in a worse sheteer than sacriJege has left us here." 

‘‘Than sacrilege has left us here!"’ said the matron, 
repeating his words, and pausing oa them. ‘ Most 
true, my son ; and God's faithful children are now worst 
sheltef@d. when they lodge in God's own house and the 
demesne of his blessed saints. We shallsleep cold here, 
under the night-wind, which whistles through the 
breaches that vile heresy has made. They shall lie 
warmer who made them—ay, and through a long here- 
after.”’ : 

Notwithstanding the wild and singular expressions of 
this female, she appeared to retain towards Roland 
Greme, in a strong degree, that affectionate and sedu- 
lous love which women bear to their nurslings, and the 
children dependent on their care. It seemed as if she 
would not permit him to do aught for himself which in 
former days her attention had bcen used to do for him, 
and that she considered the tall stripling before her as 
being equally dependent on her careful attention as 
when he was the orphan child, who had owed all to her 
affectionate solicitude. 

‘* What hast thou @o eat now?” she said, as, leaving 
the chapel, they went into thosdeserted habitation of the 
priest ; ‘‘or what means of kindling a fire, to defend 
thee from this raw and inclement air? Poor child! 
thou hast made slight provision for a long journey ; nor 
hast thou skill to help thyself by wit, when mcans are 
scanty. But Our Lady has placed by thy side one ta 
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whom want, in all its forms, is as familiar as plenty and 
splendour have formerly been. And with want, Roland, 
come the arts of which she is the inventor." 

With an active and officious diligence, which strangely 
contrasted with her late abstracted and high tone of 
Catholic devotion, she set #bout her domestic arrange- 
ments for the evening. A pouch, which was hidden 
under her garment, produced a flint and steel, and from 
the scattered fragmen{s around (those pertaining to the 
image of Saint Cuthbert scrupulously excepted) she 
obtained splinters sufficient to raise a sparkling and cheer- 
ful fire on the hearth of the deserted cell. 

‘‘ And now,” she said, ‘‘ for needful food.” ‘ 

**Think not of it, mother,” said Roland, ‘‘ unless 
you yourself feel hunger. It is a little thing for me 
to endure a night's abstinence, and a small atone- 
ment for the necessary transgression of the rules of the 
Church upon which I was compelled during my stay in 
the castle.” 

‘* Hunger for myself!" answered the matron—‘' Know, 
youth, that a mother knows not hunger till that of her 
child is satisfied." And with affectionate inconsistency, 
totally different from her usual manner, she added, 
‘Roland, you must not fast; you have dispensation ; 
you are young, and to youth food and sleep are neces- 
saries not to be dispensed with. Husband your strength, 
my child—your sovereign, your religion, your country, 
require it. Let age maccrate by fast and vigil a hody 
which can only suffer ; let youth, in these active times, 
nourish the limbs and the strength which action re- 
quires.” oe 

While she thus spoke, the scrip, which had produced 
the means of striking fire, furnished provision for a meal ; 
of which she herself scarce partook, but anxiously 
watched her charge, taking a pleasure, resembling that 
of an epicure, in each morsel which he swallowed with 
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a youthful appetite which abstinence had rendered un- 
usually sharp. Roland readily obeyed her recommenda- 
*ions, and ate the food which she so affectionately and 
earnestly placed before him. But she shook her head 
when invited by him in return to partake of the refresh- 
ment her own care had fvanished ; and when his soli- 
citude became more pressing, she refused in a loftier 
tone of rejection. 

** Young man,” she said, ‘‘ yoy know not to whom or 
of what you speak. They to whom Heaven declares its: 
purpose must merit its communication by mortifying the 
senses ; they have that within which requires not the 
superfuity of earthly nutriment, which is necessary to 
those who are without the sphere of the Vision. To 
them the watch spent in prayer is a refreshing slumber, 
and the sense of doing the will of Heaven is a richer 
banquet than the tables of monarchs can spread before 
them !—But do thou sleep soft, my son,” she said, re- 
lapsing from the tone of fanaticism into that of maternal 
affection and tenderness; ‘‘do thou sleep sound while 
life is but young with thee, and the cares of the day can 
be drowned in the slumbers of the evening. Different is 
thy duty and mine, and as different the means by which 
we must qualify and strengthen ourselves to perform it. 
From thee is demanded strength of body—from me 
strength of soul.” 

When she thus spoke, she prepared with ready ad- 
dress a pallet-couch, composed partly of the dried leaves 
which had once furnished a bed to the solitary, and 
the guests who occagonally received his hospitality, and 
which, neglected by the deswoyers of his humble cell, 
had remained little disturbed in the corner allotted for 
them. To these her care added some of the vestures 
which lay torn and scattered on the floor. With a 
zealous hand she selected all such as appeared to have 
made any part of the sacerdotal vestments, laying them 
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aside as sacred from ordinary purposes, and with the 
rest she made, with dexterous promptness, such a bed 
as a weary man might willingly stretch himself on; and 
during the time she was preparing it, rejected, even 
with acrimony, any attempt which the youth made to 
assist her, or any entreatw which he urged, that she 
Should accept of the place of rest for her own use. 
‘‘Sleep thou,"’ said she, ‘‘ Roland Greeme, sleep thou 
—the persecuted, the disinherited orphan—the son of an 
ill-fated mother—sleef thou! I go to pray in the chapel 
beside thee,’ 

The manner was too enthusiastically earnest, too 
obstinately firm, to permit Roland Graeme toglispute 
her will any farther. Yet he felt some shame in giving 
way to it. It seemed as if she had forgotten the years 
that had passed away since their parting; and ex- 
pected to meet, in the tall, indulged, and wilful youth, 
whom she had recovered, the passive obedience of the 
child whom she had left in the Castle of Avenel. This 
did not fail to hurt her grandson's characteristic and 
constitutional pride. He obeyed, indeed, awed into 
submission by the sudden recurrence of former subor- 
dination, and by feelings of affection and gratitude. 
Still, however, he felt the yoke. 

‘‘ Have I relinquished the hawk and the hound,” he 
said, ‘‘ to become the pupil of her pleasure, as if I were 
still a child?—I, whom even my envious mates allowed 
to be superior in those exercises which they took most 
pains to acquire, and which came to me naturally, as if 
a knowledge of them had been gmy birthright? This 
may not, and must not by, I will be no reclaimed spar- 
row-hawk, who is carried hooded on a woman's wrist, 
and has his quarry only shown to him when his eyes are 
uncovered for his flight. I will know her purpose ere it 
is proposed to me to aid it.” 

_. These, and other thoughts, streamed through the e 
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mind of Roland Greme; and although wearied with 
the fatigues of the day, it was long ere he could compose 
himself to rest. 


CHAP. IX. 


Kuneel with meo—sur 
Save when they re fenced with an appeal to Heaven. 
Ov Pray. 


FTER passing the night én that sound sleep for 

which agitation and fatigue had prepared him, 

Roland was awakened by the fresh morning air, 
and by the beams of the rising sun. His first feeling 
was tlfat of surprise; for, instead of looking forth from 
a turret window on the waters of the lake of Avenel, 
which was the prospect his former apartment afforded, 
an unlatticed aperture gave him the view of the demo- 
lished garden of the banished anchorite. He sat up on 
his couch of leaves, and arranged in his memory, not 
without wonder, the singular events of the preceding 
day, which appeared the more surprising the more he 
considered them. He had lost the protectress of his 
youth, and, in the same day, he had recovered the guide 
and guardian of his childhood. The former deprivation 
he felt ought to be matter of unceasing regret, and it 
seemed as if the latter could hardly be the subject of 
unmixed self-congratulation. He remembered this per- 
son, who had stood to him in the relation of a mother, 
as equally affectionate in her attention, and absolute in 
her authority. A singular mixture of love and fear 
attended upon his eafly remembrances as they were con- 
nected with her; and the fefthat she might desire to 
resume the same absolute control over his motions—a 
fear which her conduct of yesterday did not tend much 
to dissipate—weighed heavily against the joy of this 
second meeting. 
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‘*She cannot mean,” said his rising pride, ‘‘to lead 
and direct me as a pupil, when I am at the age of 
judging of my own actions ?—this she cannot mean, or, 
meaning it, will feel herself strangely deceived.” 

A sense of gratitude towards the person against whom 
his heart thus rebelled, checked this course of feeling.» 
He resisted the thoughts which involuntarily arose in 
his mind, as he would have resisted an actual instigation 
of the foul fiend ; and, to aid him in his struggle, he felt 
for his beads. But, in his hasty departure from the 
Castle of Avenel, he had forgotten and left them behind 
him. 

‘*This is yet worse,” he said; ‘‘but two things I 
learned of her under the most deadly charge of secrecy— 
to tell my beads, ard to conceal that I did so; and I 
have kept my word till now; and when she shall ask 
me for the rosary, I must say I have forgotten it! 
Do I deserve she should believe me when I say I have 
kept the secret of my faith, when I set so light by its 
symbol?” 

He paced the floor in anxious agitation. In fact, 
his attachment to his faith was of a nature very different 
from that which animated the enthusiastic matron, but 
which, notwithstanding, it would have been his last 
thought to relinquish. 

The early charges impressed on him by his grand- 
mother, had been instilled into a mind and memory of a 
character peculiarly tenacious. Child as he was, he was 
proud of the confidence reposed in his discretion, and 
resolved to show that it had not been rashly intrusted to 
him, At the same time, his resolution was no more than 
that of a child, and must, necessarily, have gradually 
faded away under the operation both of precept and 
example, during his residence at the Castle of Avenel, 
but for the exhortations of Father Ambrose, who, in his 
lay estate, had been called Edward Glendinning. This 
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zealous monk had been apprised, by an unsigned letter 
placed in his hand by a pilgrim, that a child educated in 
the Catholic faith was now in the Castle of Avenel, 
perilously situated (so was the scroll expressed), as ever 
the three children who were cast into the fiery furnace of 
persecution. The letter threw upon Father Ambrose 
the fault, should this solitary lamb, unwillingly left within 
the demesnes of the prowling wolf, become his final prey. 
There needed no farther exhortation to the monk than 
the idea that a soul might be eAdangered, and that a 
Catholic might become an apostate ; and he made his 
visits more frequent than usual to the Castle of Avenel, 
lest, through want of the private encouragement and 
instruction, which he always found some opportunity 
of dispensing, the church should lose a praselyte, and, 
according to the Romish creed, the devil acquire a 
soul. 

Still these interviews were rare ; and though they en- 
couraged the solitary boy to keep his secret and hold 
fast his religion, they were neither frequent nor long 
enough to inspire him with anything beyond a blind at- 
tachment to the observances which the priest recom- 
mended. He adhered to the forms of his religion rather 
because he felt it would be dishonourable to change that 
of his fathers, than from any rational conviction or sincere 
belief of its mysterious doctrines. It was a principal part 
of the distinction which, in his own opinion, singled him 
out from those with whom he lived, and gave him an ad- 
ditional, though an internal and concealed reason, for 
contemning those of the household who showed an un- 
disguised dislike of*him, and for hardening himself 
against the instructions of tlf@chaplain, Henry Warden. 

‘‘The fanatic preacher,” he thought within himself, 
during some one of the chaplain's frequent discourses 
against the Church of Rome, ‘‘he little knows whose 
@ars are receiving his profane doctrine, and with what 
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contempt and abhorrence they hear his blasphemies 
against the holy religion by which kings have been 
crowned, and for which martyrs have died |" 

But in such proud feelings of defiance of heresy, as it 
was termed, and of its professors, which associated the 
Catholic religion with a sense of generous independence, 
and that of the Protestants with the subjugation of his 
mind and temper to the direction of Mr. Warden, began 
and ended the faith, of Roland Grzweme, who, inde- 
pendently of the pride of singularity, sought not to 
understand, and had no one to expound to him, the 
peculiarities of the tenets which he professed. His 
regret, therefore, at missing the rosary which hai been 
conveyed to him through the hands of Father Ambrose, 
was rather the shame of a soldier who has dropped his 
cockade or badge of service, than that of a zealous votary 
who had forgotten a visible symbol of his religion. 

His thoughts on the subject, however, were mortifying, 
and the more so from apprehension that his negligence 
must reach the ears of his relative. He felt it could be 
no one but she who had secretly transmitted these beads 
to Father Ambrose for his use, and that his carelessness 
was but an indifferent requital of her kindness. 

‘‘ Nor will she omit to ask me about them,”’ said he to 
himself ; ‘‘ for hers is a zeal which age cannot quell; and 
if she has not quitted her wont, my answer will not fail 
to incense her.” 

While he thus communed with himself, Magdalen 
Grzeme entered the apartment. ‘‘ The blessing of the 
morning on your youthful head, m;; son,”’ she said, with 
a solemnity of expression nich thrilled the youth to the 
heart, so sad and earnest did the benediction flow from 
her lips, in a tone where devotion was blended with 
affection. ‘‘And thou hast started thus early from thy 
couch to catch the first breath of thedawn? But it is not 
well, my Roland. Enjoy slumber while thou canst ; the 
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time is not far behind when the waking eye must be thy 
portion as well as mine.” 

She uttered these words with an affectionate and 
anxious tone, which showed that, devotional as were thc 
habitual exercises of her mind, the thoughts of her 
nursling yet bound her to efrth with the cords of human 
affection and passion. 

But she abode not long in a mood which she probably 
regarded as a momentary derelistion of her imaginary 
high calling—‘'Ccme,” she said, ‘youth, ‘up and be 
doing—It is time that we leave this place.” 

‘* And whither do we go ?” said the young man; ‘‘ or 
what ® the object of our journey ?” 

The matron stepped back, and gazed on him with sur- 
prise, not unmingled with displeasure. 

‘To what purpose sucha question?” she said ; ‘‘is it 
not enough that I lead the way? Hast thou lived with 
heretics till thou hast learned to instal the vanity of 
thine own private judgment i in place of due honour and 
obedience?” 

‘‘ The time,” thought Roland Graeme within himself, 
‘*is already come, when I must establish my freedom, or 
be a willing thrall for ever—I feel that I must speedily 
look to it.” 

She instantly fulfilled his foreboding, by recurring to 
the theme by which her thoughts seemed most constantly 
engrossed, although, when she pleased, no one could so 
perfectly disguise her religion. 

- ‘* Thy beads, my son—hast thou told thy beads?” 

Roland Greeme coPured high ; he felt the storm was 
approaching, but scorned to®#ert it by a falsehood. 

‘‘T have forgotten my rosary,” he said, ‘‘at the Castle 
of Avenel.” 

‘* Forgotten thy rosary!” she exclaimed ; ‘‘ false both 
to religion and to natural duty, hast thou lost what was 
sent so far, and at such risk, a token of the truest 


THE ABBOT. 
affection, that should have been, every bead of it, as dear 
to thee as thine eyeballs?”’ 

‘‘T am grieved it should have so chanced, mother,’’ re- 
plied the youth, ‘‘and much did I value the token as coming 
from you. For what remains, I trust to win gold enough, 
when I push my way in the*vorld ; and till then, beads 
of black oak, or a rosary of nuts, must serve the turn.” 

‘“‘Hear him!” said his grandmother ; ‘‘ young as he 
is, he hath Jearned glready the lessons of the devil's 
school! The rosary, consecrated by the Holy Father 
himself, and sanctified by his blessing, is but a few knobs 
of gold, whose value may be replaced by the wages of his 
profane labour, and whose virtue may be suppli¢i bya 
string of hazel nuts !—This is heresy—So Henry Warden, 
the wolf who ravages the flock of the Shepherd, hath 
taught thee to speak and to think.” 

‘‘ Mother,” said Roland Greeme, ‘‘I am no heretic; J 
believe and I pray according to the rules of our church— 
This misfortune I regret, but I cannot amend it.” 

‘‘Thou canst repent it, though,’”’ replied his spiritual 
directress, ‘‘ repent it in dust and ashes, atone for it by 
fasting, prayer, and penance, instead of Jooking on me 
with a countenance as light as if thou hadst lost but a 
button from thy cap." 

‘‘Mother,"” said Roland, ‘‘ be appeased; I will re- 
member my fault in the next confession which I have 
space and opportunity to make, and will do whatever the 
priest may require of me in atonement. For the heaviest 
fault I can do no more.— But, mother,” he added, after 
# moment's pause, ‘‘let me not incur your farther dis- 
pleasure, if I ask whither evr journey is bound, and what 
is its object. Iam no longer a child, but a man, and at 
ry own disposal, with down upon my chin, and a sword 
by my side—I will go to.the end of the world with you 
to do your pleasure ; but I owe it to myself to inquire 
the purpose and direction of our travels,” 
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“You owe it to yourself, ungrateful boy ?” replicd his 
relative, passion rapidly supplying the colour which age 
had long chased from her features—'‘‘ to yourself you owe 
nothing—you can owe nothing—to me you owe every-~ 
thing—your life when an infant—your support when a 
child—the means of instruction, and the hopes of honour 
—and, sooner than thou shouldst abandon the noble 
cause to which I have devoted thee, would I see thee lic 
a corpse at my feet !” ‘ 

Roland was alarmed at the vehement agitation with 
which she spoke, and which threatened to overpower hear 
aged frame; and he hastened to reply—‘‘I forget nothing 
of wH&t I owe to you, my dearest mother—show me how 
my blood can testify my gratitude, and you shall judge if 
I spare it. But blindfold obedience has in it as little 
merit as reason.” 

‘Saints and angels,” replied Magdalen, ‘‘and do I hear 
these words from the child of my hopes, the nursling by 
whose bed I have knecled, and for whose weal I have 
wearied every saint in heaven with prayers? Roland, 
by obedience only canst thou show thy affection and thy 
gratitude. What avails it that you might perchance 
adopt the course I propose to thee, were it to be fully 
explained? Thou wouldst not then follow my command, 
but thine own judgment ; thou wouldst not do the will of 
Heaven, communicated through thy best friend, to whom 
thou owest thine all; but thou wouldst observe the 
blinded dictates of thine own imperfect reason. Hear 
me, Roland! a lot calls thee—solicits thee—demands 
thee—the proudest te which man can be destined, and it 
uses the voice of thine earliegy thy best, thine only friend 
—Wilt thou resist it? Then go thy way—leave me here 
—-my hopes on earth are gone and withered—I will 
kneel me down before yonder profaned altar, and when 
the raging heretics return, they shall dye it with the blood 
of a martyr.” 
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‘‘But, my dearest mother,” said Roland Greeme, 
whose early recollections of her violence were formidably 
renewed by these wild expressions of reckless passion, 
‘I will not forsake you—I will abide with you—worlds 
shall not force me from your side—I will protect—I will 
defend you—lI will live with gou, and die for you !"’ 

‘* One word, my son, were worth all these—say only, 
‘I will obey you.’”’ 

‘‘Doubt it not, mother,” ¢eplied the youth, ‘I will, 
and that with all my heart ; only "—— 

‘* Nay, I receive no qualifications of thy promise,” said 
Magdalen Greeme, catching at the word, ‘‘ the obedience 
which I require is absolute ; and a blessing on thee thou 
darling memory of my beloved child, that thou hast 
power to make a promise so hard to human pride! 
Trust me well, that in the design in which thou dost em- 
bark, thou hast for thy partners the mighty and the 
valiant, the power of the church and the pride of the 
noble. Succeed or fail, live or die, thy name shall be 
among those with whom success or failure is alike 
glorious, death or life alike desirable. Forward, then, 
forward! life is short, and our plan is laborious—Angels, 
saints, and the whole blessed host of heaven, have their 
eyes even now on this barren and blighted land of Scot- 
land—-What say I? on Scotland ?—their eye is on us, 
Roland—on the frail woman, on the inexperienced youth, 
who, amidst the ruins which sacrilege hath made in the 
haly place, devote themselves to God's cause, and that of 
their lawful Sovereign. Amen, so be it! The blessed 
eyes of saints and martyrs which gee our resolve shall 
witness the execution ; or gkeir ears which hear our vow 
shall hear our death-groan drawn in the sacred cause !"" 

While thus speaking, she held Roland Greeme firmly 
with one hand, while she pointed upward with the other, 
to leave him, as it were, no means of protest against the 
obtestation to which he was thus made a party. When 
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she had finished her appeal to Heaven, she left him no 
leisure for farther hesitation, or for asking any explana- 
tion of her purpose ; but passing with the same ready 
transition as formerly to the solicitous attentions of an 
anxious parent, overwhelmed him with questions con- 
cerning his residence in the Castle of Avenel, and the 
qualities and accomplishments he had acquired. 

‘‘It is well,’ she said, when she had exhausted her 
inquiries, ‘‘my gay goss-hawk* hath been well trained, 
and will soar high ; but those who bred him will have 
cause to fear as well as to wonder at his flight.—Let us 
now,’ she said, ‘‘to our morning meal, and care not 
thougi@it be a scanty one. <A few hours’ walk will bring 
us to more friendly quarters.” 

They broke their fast, accordingly, on such fragments 
as remained of their yesterday’s provision, and imme- 
diately set out on their farther journey. Magdalen 
Grezeme led the way, with a firm and active step much 
beyond her years, and Roland Grzeme followed, pensive 
and anxious, and far from satisfied with the state of 
dependence to which he seemed again to be reduced. 

‘‘Am I for ever,’ he said to himself, ‘‘ to be devoured 
with the desire of independence and free agency, and yet 
to be for ever led on by circumstances to follow the will 
of others?” 


CHAP. X. 
She dwelt unnoticed and alone 
Beside the springs of Dove; 
A maid whom t. was none to praise, 


And very few to love.—WoORDSWORTH. 


N the course of their journey the travellers spoke 

little to each other. Magdalen Graeme chanted 

from time to time in a low voice a part of some 

®one of those beautiful old Latin hymns which belong to 
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the Catholic service, muttered an Ave or a Credo, and so 
passed on, lost in devotional contemplation, ‘The medi- 
tations of her grandson were more bent on mundane 
matters ; and many a time as a moor-fowl arose from the 
heath and shot along the moor, uttering his bold crow of 
defiance, he thought of the* jolly Adam Woodcock and 
his trusty goss-hawk ; or, as they passed a thicket where 
the low trees and bushes were intermingled with tall fern, 
furze, and broom, soens to form a thick and intricate 
cever, his dreams were of a roe-buck and a brace of 
gaze-hounds. But frequently his mind returned to the 
benevolent and kind mistress whom he had left behind 
him offended justly, and unreconciled by any effort of 
his. 

“(My step would be lighter,” he thought, ‘‘and so 
would my heart, could I but have returned to see her for 
one instant, and to say, Lady, the orphan boy was wild, 
but not ungrateful !° 

' Travelling in these divers moods, about the hour of 
noon they reached a small straggling village, in which, as 
usual, were seen one or two of those predominating 
tewers or peel-houses, which, for reasons of defence else- 
where detailed, were at that time to be found in every 
Border ‘hamlet. A brook flowed beside the village, and 
watered the valley in which it stood. There was alsoa 
mansion at the end of the village, and a little way sepa- 
rated from it, much dilapidated, and in very bad order, 
but appearing to have been the abode of persons of some 
consideration. The situation was agreeable, being an 
angle formed by the stream, bearifig three or four large 
sycamore trees, which w#€ in full leaf, and served to 
relieve the dark appearance of the mansion, which was 
built of a deep red stone. The house itself was a large 
one, but was now obviously too big for the inmates ; 
several windows were built up, especially those which | 
Opened from the lower storey ; others were blockaded in * 
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a less substantial manner. The court before the door, 
which had once been defended with a species of low 
outer-wall, now ruinous, was paved, but the stones were 
sompletely covered with long grey nettles, thistles, and 
other weeds, which, shooting tip betwixt the flags, had 
displaced many of them from their level. Even matters 
demanding more peremptory attention had been left 
neglected, in a manner which argued sloth or poverty in 
the extreme. The stream, undegmining a part of the 
bank near an angle of the ruinous wall, had brought it 
down, with a corner turret, the ruins of which lay in the 
bed of the river. The current, interrupted by the ruins 
which%t had overthrown, and turned yet nearer to the 
site of the tower, had greatly enlarged the breach it had 
made, and was in the process of undermining the grounc, 
on which the house itself stood unless it were spcedily 
protected by sufficient bulwarks. 

All this attracted Roland Grzeme’s observation as they 
approached the dwelling by a winding path, which gave 
them, at intervals, a view of it from different points. 

‘“ If we go to yonder house,” he said to his mother, ‘‘I 

trust it is but for a short visit. It looks as if two rainy 
days from the north-west would send the whole into the 
brook.” 
' **You see but with the eyes of the body,” said the old 
woman; ‘God will defend his own, though it be for- 
saken and despised of men. Better to dwell on the sand 
under his law, than fly to the rock of human trust.”’ 

As she thus spoke, they entered the court before the 
old mansion, and Rowland could observe that the front 
of it had formerly been co@Siderably ornamented with 
carved work, in the same dark-coloured freestone of 
which it was built. But all these ornaments had been 
broken down and destroyed, and only the shattered ves- 
tiges of niches and entablatures now strewed the place 
which they had once occupied. The larger entrance in 
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front was walled up, but a little footpath, which, from its 
appearance, seemed to be rarely trodden, led to a small 
wicket, defended by a door well clenched with iron- 
headed nails, at which Magdalen Graeme knocked three 
times, pausing betwixt each knock, until she heard an 
answering tap from within. dt the last knock, the wicket 
was opened by a pale thin female, who said, ‘' Benedicti 
qui veniunt in nomine Domini.” ‘They entered, and the - 
portress hastily shut behind them the wicket, and made 
fast the massive fastenings by which it was secured. 

The female led the way through a narrow entrance, 
into a vestibule of some extent paved with stone, and 
having benches of the same solid material ranged agaund. 
At the upper end was an oriel window, but some of the 
intervals formed by the stone shafts and mullions were 
blocked up, so that the apartment was very gloomy. 

Here they stopped, and the mistress of the mansion, 
for such she was, embraced Magdalen Grzeme, and 
greeting her by the title of sister, kissed her with much 
solemnity on either side of the face. 

‘‘The blessing of Our Lady be upon you, my sister,” 
were her next words; and they left no doubt upon 
Roland's mind respecting the religion of their hostess, 
even if he could have suspected his venerable and zealous 
guide of resting elsewhere than in the habitation of an 
orthodox Catholic. They spoke together a few words 
in private, during which he had leisure to remark more 
particularly the appearance of his grandmother's friend. 

Her age might be betwixt fifty-and sixty; her looks 
had a mixture of melancholy and ynhappiness that bor- 
dered on discontent, and qhscured the remains of beauty 
which age had still left on her features. Her dress was 
of the plainest and most ordinary description, of a dark 
colour, and, like Magdalen Grame's, something ap- 
proaching to a religious habit. Strict neatness and 
cleanliness of person seemed to intimate, that if poor, 
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she was not reduced to squalid or heart-broken distress, 
and that she was still sufficiently attached to life to retain 
a taste for its decencies, if not its elegancies. Her 
manner, as well as her features and appearance, argued 
an original condition and education far above the mean- 
ness of her present appearance. In short, the whole 
figure was such as to excite the idea, ‘‘ That female must 
have had a history worth knowing.” While Roland 
Grzeme was making this very reflection, the whispers of 
the two females ceased, and the mistress of the mansion, 
approaching him, looked on his face and person with 
much attention, and, as it seemed, some interest. 

‘« Thes, then,’ she said, addressing his relative, ‘‘is 
the child of thine unhappy daughter, sister Magdalen ; 
and him, the only shoot from your ancient tree, you are 
willing to devote to the Good Cause?” 

‘‘ Yes, by the rood,” answered Magdalen Grzeme, in 
her usual tone of resolved determination, ‘‘to the good 
cause I devote him, flesh and fell, sinew and limb, body 
and soul.” . 

‘‘Thou art a happy woman, sister Magdalen,” an- 
swered her companion, ‘‘that, lifted so high above 
human affection and human feeling, thou canst bind 
such a victim to the horns of the altar. Had I been 
called to make such sacrifice—to plunge a youth so 
young and fair into the plots and bloodthirsty dealings 
of the time, not the patriarch Abraham, when he led 
Isaac up the mountain, would have rendered more melan- 
choly obedience.” 

She then continued fo look at Roland with a mournful 
aspect of compassion, until phe intentness of her gaze 
occasioned his colour to rise, and he was about to move 
out of its influence, when he was stopped by his grand- 
mother with one hand, while with the other she divided 
the hair upon his forehead, which was now crimson with 

thashfulness, while she added, with a mixture of proud 
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affection and firm resolution—'‘ Ay, look at him well, 
my sister, for on 4 fairer face thine eye never rested. I 
too, when I first saw him, after a long separation, felt 
as the worldly feel, and was half shaken in my purpose. 
But no wind can tear a leaf from the withered tree which 
has long been stripped of itt foliage, and no mere human 
casualty can awaken the mortal feelings which have long 
slept in the calm of devotion.” 

While the old woman thus spoke, her manner gave 
the lie to her assertions, for the tears rose to her eyes 
while she added, ‘‘ But the fairer and the more spotless 
the victim, is it not, my sister, the more worthy of ac- 
ceptance?” She seemed glad to escape from th® sensa- 
tions which agitated her, and instantly added, ‘‘ He will 
escape, my sister—there will be a ram catght in the 
thicket, and the hand of our revolted brethren shall not 
be on the youthful Joseph. Heaven can defend its own 
rights, even by means of babes and sucklings, of women 
and beardless boys.” 

‘* Heaven hath left us,” said the other female; ‘‘ for our 
sins and our fathers’ the succours of the blessed saints 
have abandoned this accursed land. We may win the 
crown of martyrdom, tut not that of earthly triumph. 
One, too, whose prudence was at this deep crisis so indis- 
pensable, has been called to a better world. The Abbot 
Eustatius is no more.” 

** May his soul have mercy !"’ said Magdalen Graeme, 
‘*and may Heaven, too, have mercy upon us, who linger 
behind in this bloody land! His loss is indeed a perilous 
blow to our enterprise ; for who reanains behind possess- 
ing his far-fetched experiance, his self-devoted zeal, his 
consummate wisdom, and his undaunted courage? He 
hath fallen with the church’s standard in his hand, but 
God will raise up another to lift the blessed banner. 
Whom have the Chapter elected in his room?” 

“Tt is rumoured no one of the few remaining brethren‘ 
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dare accept the office. The heretics have sworn that 
they will permit no future election, and will heavily punish 
any attempt to create a new Abbot of Saint Mary's. 
Conjuraverunt inter se principes, dicentes, Projictamus 
lagueos ejus.”” 

** Quousguc, Domine /''—efaculated Magdalen ; ‘this, 
my sister, were indeed a perilous and fatal breach in our 
band ; but I am firm in my belief, that another will arise 
in the place of him so untimely repoved. Where is thy 
daughter Catherine?" 

‘In the parlour,’’ answered the matron, ‘‘ but ”"—— 
She looked at Roland Graeme, and muttered something 
in the @ar of her friend. 

‘‘Fear it not,”’ answered Magdalen Graeme, ‘‘it is 
both lawful and necessary—fear nothing from him—I 
would he were as well grounded in the faith by which 
alone comes safety, as he is free from thought, deed, or 
speech of villany. Therein is the heretics’ discipline to 
be commended, my sister, that they train up their youth 
in strong morality, and choke up every inlet to youthful 
folly.”’ 

‘It is but a cleansing of the outside of the cup,” an- 
swered her friend, ‘‘ a whitening of the sepulchre ; but 
he shall see Catherine, since you, sister, judge it safe and 
meet.—Follow us, youth,” she added, and led the way 
from the apartment with her friend. These were the 
only words which the matron Lad addressed to Roland 
Grzeme, who obeyed them in silence. As they paced 
through several winding passages and waste apartments 
with a very slow step, the young page had leisure to 
make some reflections on hig gituation—reflections of a 
nature which his ardent temper considered as specially 
disagreeable. It seemed he had now got two mistresses, 
or tutoresses, instead of one, both elderly women, and 
both, it would seem, in league to direct his motians 
according to their own pleasure, and for the accomplish- 
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ment of plans to which he was no party. This, he 
thought, was too much; arguing, reasonably enough, 
that whatever right his grandmother and _ benefactress 
had to guide his motions, she was neither entitled to 
transfer her authority, or to divide it with another, who 
seemed to assume, withouf ceremony, the same tone of 
absolute command over him. " 

‘‘ But it shall not long continue thus,” thought Roland ; 
‘*T will not be all my-life the slave of a woman's whistle, 
to go when she bids, and come when she calls. No, by 
Saint Andrew! the hand that can hold the lance is above 
the control of the distaff. I will leave them the slipp’d 
collar in their hands on the first opportunity, “ind let 
them execute their own devices by their own proper force. 
It may save them both from peril, for I guess what they 
meditate is not likely to prove either safe or easy—the 
Earl of Murray and his heresy are too well rooted to be 
grubbed up by two old women.” 

As he thus resolved, they entered a low room, in which 
a third female was seated. This apartment was the first 
he had observed in the mansion which was furnished 
with movable seats, and with a wooden table, over which 
was laid a piece of tapestry. A carpet was spread on the 
floor, there was a grate in the chimney, and, in brief, the 
apartment had the air of being habitable and inhabited. 

But Roland’s eyes found better employment than to 
make observations on the accommodations of the cham- 
ber; for this second female inhabitant of the mansion 
seemed something very different from anything he had 
yet seen there. At his first entry#she had greeted with 
a silent and low obeisafié2 the two aged matrons, then 
glancing her eyes towards Roland, she adjusted a veil 
which hung back over her shoulders, so as to bring it 
over her face ; an operation which she performed with 
much modesty, but without either affected haste or em- 
barrassed timidity. 
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During this manceuvre Roland had time to observe, 
that the face was that of a girl apparently not much past 
sixteen, and that the eyes were at once soft and brilliant. 
To these very favourable observations was added the 
certainty, that the fair object to whom they referred pos- 
sessed an excellent shape, Wordering perhaps on emébon- 
point, and therefore rather that of a Hebe than of a 
Sylph, but beautifully formed, and shown to great ad- 
vantage by the close jacket and peéticoat which she wore 
after a foreign fashion, the last not long enough quite to 
conceal a very pretty foot, which rested on a bar of the 
table at which she sate; her round arms and taper fingers 
were Wsily employed in repairing the piece of tapestry 
which was spread on it, which exhibited several deplor- 
able fissures, enough to demand the utmost skill of the 
most expert sempstress. 

It is to be remarked, that it was by stolen glances that 
Roland Graeme contrived to ascertain these interesting 
particulars ; and he thought he could once or twice, 
notwithstanding the texture of the veil, detect the dam- 
sel in the act of taking similar cognisance of his own 
person. 

The matrons in the meanwhile continued their separate 
conversation, eyeing from time to time the young people, 
ina manner which left Roland in no doubt that they 
were the subject of their conversation. At length he 
distinctly heard Magdalen Graeme say these words— 
‘* Nay, my sister, we must give them opportunity to 
speak together, and to become acquainted ; they must 
be personally known ® each other, or how shall they be 
able to execute what they aresiatrusted with ?” 

It seemed as if the matron, not fully satisfied with her 
friend’s reasoning, continued to offer some objections ; 
but they were borne down by her more dictatorial 
friend. 

* “It must be so,” she said, ‘‘ my dear sister ; let us 
»UIx 
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thercfore go forth on the balcony, to finish our conversa- 
tion.—And do you,” she said, addressing Roland and 
the girl, ‘‘ become acquainted with each other.” 

With this she stepped up to the young woman, and 
raising her veil, discovered features which, whatever 
might be their ordinary complexion, were now covered 
with a universal blush. 

‘‘Licttum sit,” said Magdalen, looking at the other 
matron. : 

‘* Vix licttum,” replied the other, with reluctant and 
hesitating acquiescence; and again adjusting the veil 
of the blushing girl, she dropped it so as to shade, 
though not to conceal, her countenance, and wkispered 
to her, in a tone loud enough for the page to hear, 
‘‘Remember, Catherine, who thou art, and for what 
destined,”’ 

The matron then retreated with Magdalen Graeme 
through one of the casements of the apartment, that 
opened on a large broad balcony, which, with its pon- 
derous balustrade, had once run along the whole south 
front of the building which faced the brook, and formed 
a pleasant and commodious walk in the openair. It 
was now in some places deprived of the balustrade, in 
others broken and narrowed ; but, ruinous as it was, 
could still be used as a pleasant promenade. Here then 
walked the two ancient dames, busied in their private 
conversation ; yet not so much so, but that Roland could 
observe the matrons, as their thin forms darkened the 
casement in passing or repassing before it, dart a glance 
into the apartment, to see how matters were going on 
there. ee ae 
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CHAP. XI. 


Life hath tts May, and itis mirthful then ; 

The woeds are vocal, and the flowers all odour ; 

Its very blast has mirth ingQg—and the maidens, 

The while they don thetr cloaks to screen their firtles, 
Laugh at the rain that wets them.—Oup Pray. 


ATHERINE was at the Rappy age of innocence 

and buoyancy of spirit, when, after the first 

moment of embarrassment was over, a situation 
of awkwardness, like that in which she was suddenly left 
to make acquaintance with a handsome youth not even 
known to her by name, struck her, in spite of herself, in 
a ludicrous point of view. She bent her beautiful eyes 
upon the work with which she was busied, and with in- 
finite gravity sate out the two first turns of the matrons 
upon the balcony; but then, glancing her deep blue eye 
a little towards Roland, and observing the embarrassment 
under which he laboured, now shifting on his chair, and 
now dangling his cap, the whole man evincing that he 
was perfectly at a loss how to open the conversation, she 
could keep her composure no longer, but after a vain 
struggle broke out into a sincere, though a very involun- 
tary fit of laughing, so richly accompanied by the 
laughter of her merry eyes, which actually glanced 
through the tears which the effort filled them with, and 
by the waving of her rich tresses, that the goddess of 
smiles herself never looked more lovely than Catherine 
at that moment. Agourt page would not have left her 
long alone in her mirth; byggRoland was country-bred, 
and, besides, having some jealousy as well as bashfulness, 
he took it into his head that he was himself the object 
of her inextinguishable laughter. His endeavours to 
sympathise with Catherine, therefore, could carry him no 
farther than a forced giggle, which had more of dis 
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pleasure than of mirth in it, and which so much enhanced 
that of the girl, that it secmed to render it impossibie 
for her ever to bring her laughter to an end, with what- 
ever anxious pains she laboured to do so. For every 
one has felt, that when a paroxysm of laughter has seized 
him at a misbecoming time and place, the efforts which 
he makes to suppress it, nay, the very sense of the im- 
propriety of giving way to it, tend only to augment and 
prolong the irresistible impulse. 

It was undoubtedly tucky for Catherine, as well as for 
Roland, that the latter did not share in the excessive 
mirth of the former. For seated as she was, with her 
back to the casement, Catherine could easily escare the 
observation of the two matrons during the course of 
their promenade ; whereas Graeme was so placed, with 
his side to the window, that his mirth, had he shared 
that of his companion, would have been instantly visible, 
and could not have failed to give offence to the person- 
ages in question. He sate, however, with some impa- 
tience until Cathcrine had exhausted either her power 
or her desire of laughing, and was returning with good 
grace to the exercise of her ncedle, and then he observed 
with some shyness, that ‘‘there seemed no great occa- 
sion to recommend to them to improve their acquaint- 
ance, as it seemed that they were already tolerably fami- 
liar,” 

Catherine had an extreme desire to set off upon a fresh 
score, but she repressed it strongly, and fixing her eyes 
on her work, replied by asking his pardon, and promising 
to avoid future offence. ie 

Roland had sense enough to feel, that an air of offended 
dignity was very much misplaced, and that it was with a 
very different bearing he ought to meet the deep blue 
eyes which had borne such a hearty burden in the 
laughing scene. He tried, therefore, to extricate him- 
self as well as he could from his blunder, by assuming a 
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tone of corresponding gaicty, and requesting to know of 
the nymph, ‘‘how it was her pleasure that they should 
proceed in improving the acquaintance which had com- 
menced so merrily.” 

“That,” she said, ‘‘you must yourself discover ; 
perhaps I have gone a stepgtoo far in opening our in- 
terview.”’ 

‘‘Suppose,” said Roland Graeme, ‘‘ we should begin 
as in a tale-book, by asking cach 9ther's names and his- 
tories.”’ 

‘It is right well imagined,” said Catherine, ‘‘ and 
shows an argute judgment. Do you begin, and I wil 
listen,gand only put ina question or two at the dark 
parts af the story. Come, unfold then your name and 
history, my new acquaintance,” 

‘‘ITam called Roland Greme, and that tall old woman 
is my grandmother.” 

‘‘ And your tutoress ?—good. Who are your parents?” 

‘‘They are both dead,” replied Roland. 

‘‘Ay, but who were they? you Aed parents, I pre- 
sume?" 

‘*I suppose so,” said Roland, ‘‘ but I have never been 
able to Jearn much of their history. My father was a 
Scottish knight, who died gallantly in his stirrups—my 
mother was a Graeme of Heathergill, in the Debateable 
Land—most of her family were killed when the Debate- 
able country was burned by the Lord Maxwell and 
Herries of Caerlaverock.”’ 

‘‘Ts it long ago?” said the damsel. 

‘* Before I was born,” answered the page. 

‘‘That must be a great whe since,’ said she, shak- 
ing her head gravely; ‘‘ look you, I cannot weep for 
them.” 

“It needs not,” said the youth, ‘‘ they fell with 
honour.” 

e ‘'So much for your lineage, fair sir,’’ replied his com- 
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panion, ‘‘of whom I like the living specimen (a glance 
at the casement) far less than those that are dead. Your 
much-honoured grandmother looks as if she could make 
one weep in sad earnest. And now, fair sir, for your 
own person—if you tell not the tale faster, it will be cut 
short in the middic ; Mother Bridget pauses longer and 
longer every time she passes the window, and with 
her there is as little mirth as in the grave of your 
ancestors,” 

‘‘My tale is soon told—I was introduced into the 
Castle of Avenel to be page to the lady of the mansion.” 

‘‘She is a strict Huguenot, is she not?” said the 
maiden. c 

“As strict as Calvin himself. But my grandmother 
ean play the puritan when it suits her purpose, and she 
had some plan of her own, for quartering me in the 
Castle—it would have failed, however, after we had re- 
mained several weeks at the hamlet, but for an unex- 
pected master of ceremonies ” 

** And who was that?” said the girl. 

‘‘A large black dog, Wolf by name, who brought me 
into the castle one day in his mouth, like a hurt wild 
duck, and presented me to the lady.” 

‘‘A most respectable introduction, truly,” said Cathe- 
rine ; ‘‘and what might you learn at this same castle? 
I love dearly to know what my acquaintances can do at 
need.” 

‘‘To fly a hawk, hollo to a hound, back a horse, and 
wield lance, bow, and brand.” 

‘‘ And to boast of all this when you have learned it,” 
said Catherine, ‘‘ which, gg France at least, is the surest 
accomplishment of a page. But proceed, fair sir; how 
came your Huguenot lord and your no less Huguenot 
lady to receive and keep in the family so perilous a per- 
gon as a Catholic page?” 

“¢ Because they knew not that part of my history, which « 
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from infancy I have been taught to keep secret—and be~ 
cause my grand-dame’s former zealous attendance on 
their heretic chaplain had laid all this suspicion to sleep, 
most fair Callipolis,” said the page ; and in so saying, he 
edged his chair towards the seat of the fair querist. 

‘‘Nay, but keep your dis€ance, most gallant sir,” an- 
swered the blue-eyed maiden; ‘‘for, unless I greatly 
mistake, these reverend ladics will soon interrupt our | 
amicable conference, if the acquaintance they recommend 
shall seem to proceed beyond a certain point—so, fair 
sir, be pleased to abide by your station, and reply to my 
questions.—By what achievements did you prove the 
qualit®s of a page, which you had thus happily ac- 
quired ?”’ 

Roland, who began to enter into the tone and spirit of 
the damsel's conversation, replied to her with becoming 
spirit. \ 
‘In no feat, fair gentlewoman, was IJ found inexpert, 
wherein there was mischief implied. I shot swans, hunted 
cats, frightened serving-women, chased the deer, and 
robbed the orchard. I say nothing of tormenting the 
chaplain in various ways, for that was my duty as a good 
Catholic.”’ 

‘*Now, as I ama gentlewoman,” said Catherine, ‘‘I 
think these heretics have done Catholic penance in enter- 
taining so all-accomplished a serving-man! And what, 
fair sir, might have been the unhappy event which de- 
prived them of an inmate altogether so estimable?” 

‘*Truly, fair gentlewoman,” answered the youth, 
‘* your real proverb s@ys that the longest lane will have a 
turning, and mine was more—#t@was, in fine, a turning off.”’ 

‘‘Good !" said the merry young maiden, ‘‘it is an apt 
play on the word—and what occasion was taken for so 
important a catastrophe ?—Nay, start not for my learn- 
ing, I do know the schools—in plain phrase, why were 
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The page shrugged his shoulders while he replied,— 
**A short tale is soon told—and a short horse soon 
curried. I made the falconer’s boy taste of my switch— 
the falconer threatened to make me brook his cudgel— 
he is a kindly clown as well as a stout, and I would 
rather have been cudgelled by him than any man in 
Christendom to choose—but I knew not his qualities at 
* that time—so I threatened to make him brook the stab, 
and my Lady made me brook the ‘ Begone ;’ so adieu to 
the page's office and the fair Castle of Avenel—I had 
not travelled far before I met my venerable parent—And 
s0 tell your tale, fair gentlewoman, for mine is done.” 

‘‘A happy grandmother,” said the maiden, ‘‘ who had 
the luck to find the stray page just when his mistress had 
slipped his leash, and a most lucky page that has jumped 
at once from a page to an old lady's gentleman-usher !" 

‘* All this is nothing of your history,” answered Roland 
Grzme, who began to be much interested in the con- 
genial vivacity of this facetious young gentlewoman,— 
‘*tale for tale is fellow-traveller's justice.” 

‘*Wait till we are fellow-travellers then,” replied 
Catherine. 

‘Nay, you escape me not so,” said the page; ‘‘if 
you deal not justly by me, I will call out to Dame 
Bridget, or whatever your dame be called, and proclaim 
you for a cheat.” 

“‘You shall not need,” answered the maiden—‘‘ my 
history is the counterpart of your own ; the same words 
might almost serve, change but dress and name. I am 
called Catherine Seyton, and I also“am an orphan.” 

‘* Have your parents bet. long dead?” 

‘‘ That is the only question,” said she, throwing down 
her fine eyes with a sudden expression of sorrow, ‘‘ that 
is the only question I cannot laugh at.’ 

«And Dame Bridget is your grandmother ?" 

The sudden cloud passed away like that which crosses | 
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for an instant the summer sun, and she answered with 
her usual lively expression, ‘‘ Worse by twenty degrees 
—Dame Bridget is my maiden aunt.” 

‘“‘Over gods forbode!” said Roland—‘‘ Alas! that 
you have such a tale to tell! and what horror comcs 
next?” ® 

‘*Your own history, exactly. I was taken upon trial 
for service ”’ 

‘* And turned off for pinching the duenna, or affront- 
ing my lady's waiting-woman.” 

‘Nay, our history varies there,” said the damsel— 
**Our mistress broke up house, or had her house broke 
up, Which is the same thing, and I am a free woman of 
the forest.” 

‘*And Iam as glad of it as if any one had lined my 
doublet with cloth of gold,” said the youth. 

‘‘I thank you for your mirth,” said she, ‘‘ but the 
matter is not likely to concern you.” 

‘‘ Nay, but go on,” said the page, ‘‘ for you will be 
presently interrupted ; the two good dames have been 
soaring yonder on the balcony, like two old hooded 
crows, and their croak grows hoarser as night comes on ; 
they will wing to roost presently.—This mistress of yours, 
fair gentlewoman, who was she, in God's name?” 

‘*Oh, she has a fair name in the world,” replied Cathe- 
rine Seyton. ‘‘ Few ladies kept a fairer house, or held 
more gentlewomen in her household ; my aunt Bridget 
was one of her housekeepers. We never saw our mis- 
tress's blessed face, to be sure, but we heard enough of 
her ; were up early amd down late, and were kept to long 
prayers and light food.” es 

‘‘Qut upon the penurious old beldam {” said the page. 

‘* For Heaven's sake, blaspheme not!” said the girl 
with an expression of fear.—‘‘ God pardon us both ! I 
meant no harm. I speak of our blessed Saint Catherine 
of Sienna !—may God forgive me that I spoke so lightly, 
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and made you do a great sin and a great blasphemy. 
This was her nunnery, in which there were twelve nuns 
andan abbess. My aunt was the abbess, till the heretics 
turned all adrift.” 

‘‘And where are your companions ?”’ asked the youth. 

‘*With the last year's snew,” answered the maiden ; 
‘‘ east, north, south, and west—some to France, some to 
Flanders, some, I fear, into the world and its pleasures. 
We have got permissiop to remain, or rather, our remain- 
ing has been connived at, for my aunt has great relations 
among the Kerrs, and they have threatened a death-feud 
if any one touches us ; and bow and spear are the best 
warrants in these times.” ¢ : 

‘‘Nay, then, you sit under a sure shadow,” said the 
youth; ‘‘and I suppose you wept yourself blind when 
Saint Catherine broke up housekeeping before you had 
taken arles in her service?” 

‘‘ Hush ! for Heaven's sake,’’ said the damscl, crossing 
herself ; ‘‘no more of that! but I have not quite cried 
my eyes out,” said she, turning them upon him, and in- 
Stantly again bending them upon her work. It was one 
of those glances which would require the threefold plate 
of brass around the heart, more than it is needed by the 
mariners, to whom Horace recommends it. Our youth- 
ful page had no defence whatever to offer. 

‘“What say you, Catherine,” he said, ‘‘if we two, 
thus strangely turned out of service at the same time, 
should give our two most venerable duennas the torch to 
hold, while we walk a merry measure with each other 
over the floor of this weary world ?, 

‘‘A goodly proposal, teyly,” said Catherine, ‘‘and 
worthy the mad-cap brain of a discarded page !—And 
what shifts does your worship propose we should live 
by ?—by singing ballads, cutting purses, or swaggering 
on the highway ? for there, I think, you would find your 
most productive exchequer.” 
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‘Choose, you proud peat!” said the page, drawing 
off in huge disdain at the calm and une mbarrassed ridi- 
cule with which his wad proposal was received. And as 
he spoke the words, the casement was again darkened 
by the forms of the matrons—it opened, and admitted 
Magdalen Graeme and the Mother Abbess, so we must 
now style her, into the apartment. 


CHAP. XII. 


Nay, hear me, brother—I am elder, wiser, 
@And holier than thou—And age, and wisdom, 

And holiness, have peremptory clains, 

And will be listened to.—OLD PLAy. 


HIEN the matrons re-entered, and put an end to 

the conversation which we have detailed in the 

last chapter, Dame Magdalen Grzeme thus ad- 
dressed her grandson and his pretty companion : '‘ Have 
you spoke together, my children ?—Have you become 
known to each other as fellow-travellers on the same dark 
and dubious road, whom chance hath brought together, 
and who study to learn the tempers and dispositions of 
those by whom their perils are to be shared ?”’ 

It was seldom the light-hearted Catherine could sup- 
press a jest, so that she often spoke when she wore have 
acted more wisely in holding her peace. 

‘Your grandson admires the journey which you pro- 
pose so very greatly, that he was even now preparing for 
setting out upon it instantly.” 

‘This is to be too forwarg,gRoland,” said the dame, 
addressing him, ‘‘ as yesterday you were over slack—the 
‘just mean lies in obedience, which both waits for the 
signal to start, and obeys it when given.—But once again, 
my children, have you so perused each other's counte- 
‘hances, that when you meet, in whatever disguise the 
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times may impose upon you, you may recognise each in 
the other the secret agent of the mighty work in which 
you are to be leagued?—Look at each other, know 
each line and lineament of each other's countenance. 
Learn to distinguish by the step, by the sound of the 
voice, by the motion of the hand, by the glance of the 
eye, the partner whom heaven hath sent to aid in working 
its will.—Wilt thou know that maiden, whensoever or 
wheresoever you shril again meet her, my Roland 
Graeme ?”’ 

As readily as truly did Roland answer in the affirma- 
tive. 

‘‘And thou, my daughter, wilt thou again refember 
the features of this youth?” 

‘‘ Truly, mother,” replied Catherine Seyton, ‘‘ I have 
ndt seen so many men of late, that I should immediately 
forget your grandson, though I mark not much about 
him that is deserving of special remembrance.” 

‘Join hands, then, my children,” said Magdalen 
Greeme ; but, in saying so, was interrupted by her com- 
panion, whose conventual prejudices had been gradually 
giving her more and more uneasiness, and who could 
remain acquiescent no longer. 

‘Nay, my good sister, you forget,’ said she to Mag- 
dalen, ‘‘ Catherine is the betrothed bride of Heaven— 
these intimacies cannot be.” 

‘It is in the cause of Heaven that I command them to 
embrace,” said Magdalen, with the full force of her 
powerful voice ; ; ‘‘the end, sister, senctines the means we 
must use.’ 

‘* They call me Lady fihbess, or Mother at the least, 
who address me,” said Dame Bridget, drawing herself 
up, as if offended at her friend’s authoritative manner— 
‘‘the Lady of Heathergill forgets that she speaks to the 
Abbess of Saint Catherine.” 

‘When I was what you call me,” said Magdalen, 
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*fyou indeed were the Abbess of Saint Catherine, but 
doth names are now gone, with all the rank that the 
world and that the church gave to them; and we are 
now, to the eye of human judgment, two poor, despised, 
oppressed women, dragging our dishonoured old age to 
a humble grave. But what dre we in the eye of Heaven? 
—Ministers, sent forth to work his will—-in whose weak- 
ness the strength of the church shall be manifested— 
before whom shall be humbled te wisdom of Murray, 
and the dark strength of Morton.—And to such wouldst 
thou apply the narrow rules of thy cloistered seclusion ? 
—or, gast thou forgotten the order which I showed thee 
from thy Superior, subjecting thee to me in these 
matters?” 

‘‘On thy head, then, be the scandal and the sin,” said 
the Abbess, sullenly. 

‘‘On mine be they both,” said Magdalen. ‘‘I say, 
embrace each other, my children.”’ 

But Catherine, aware, perhaps, how the dispute was 
likely to terminate, had escaped from the apartment, and 
so disappointed the grandson at least as much as the old 
matron. 

‘*She is gone,” said the Abbess, ‘‘to provide some 
little refreshment. But it will have little savour to those 
who dwell in the world ; for I, at least, cannot dispense 
with the rules to which I am vowed, because it is the will 
of wicked men to break down the sanctuary in which 
they were wont to be observed.” 

‘‘It is well, my sister,” replied Magdalen, ‘‘to pay 
each even the smalle& tithes of mint and cummin which 
the church demands, and Plame not thy scrupulous 
observance of the rules of thine order. But they were 
established by the church, and for the church’s benefit ; 
aud reason it is that they should give way when the 
salvation of the church herself is at stake.” 

The Abbess made no reply. 
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One more acquainted with human nature than the in- 
experienced page, might have found amusement in com- 
paring the different kinds of fanaticism which these two 
females exhibited. The Abbess, timid, narrow-minded, 
and discontented, clung to ancient usages and preten- 
sions, which were ended by the Reformation ; and was in 
adversity, as she had been in prosperity, scrupulous, 
_ -weak-spirited, and bigoted ; while the fiery and more 
lofty spirit of her contpanion suggested a wider field of 
effort, and would not be limited by ordinary rules in the 
extraordinary schemes which were suggested by her bold 
and irregular imagination. But Roland Greeme, ipstead 
of tracing these peculiarities of character in the A oe old 
dames, only waited with great anxicty for the return of 
Catherine, expecting probably that the proposal of the 
fraternal embrace would Le renewed, as his grandmother 
seemed disposed to carry matters with a high hand. 

His expectations, or hopes, if we may call them so, 
were, however, disappointed ; for, when Catherine re- 
entered on the summons of the Abbess, and placed on 
the table an earthen pitcher of water, and four wooden 
platters, with cups of the same materials, the Dame of 
Heathergill, satisfied with the arbitrary mode in which 
she had borne down the opposition of the Abbess, pur- 
sued her victory no farther—a moderation for which 
her grandson, in his heart, returned her but slender 
thanks. 

In the meanwhile, Catherine continued to place upon 
the table the slender preparations for the meal of a re- 
cluse, which consisted almost entiré:y of colewort, boiled 
and served up in a woo6ém platter, having no better 
seasoning than a little salt, and no better accompani- 
ment than some coarse barley-bread, in very moderate 
quantity. The water-pitcher, already mentioned, fur- 
nished the only beverage. After a Latin grace, delivered | 
by the Abbess, the guests sat down to their spare 
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entertainment. The simplicity of the fare appeared to 
produce no distaste in the females, who ate of it mode- 
rately, but with the usual appearance of appetite. But 
Roland Grzeme had been used to be:ter cheer. Sir Hal- 
bert Glendinning, who affected even an‘unusuil degree 
of nobleness in his housckeeging, maintained it in a style 
of genial hospitality, which rivalled that of the Northern 
Barons of England. He might think, perhaps, that by 
doing so, he acted yet more completely the part for 
which he was born—that of a great Baron and a leader. 
Two bullocks, and six sheep, weekly, were the allowance 
when the Baron was at home, and the number was not 
greatly diminished during his absence. A boll of malt 
was weekly brewed into ale, which was used by the 
household at discretion. Bread was baked in proportion 
for the consumption of his domestics and retainers ; and 
in this scene of plenty had Roland Grzeme now lived for 
several years. It formed a bad introduction to lukewarm 
greens and spring-watcr ; and probably his countenance 
indicated some sense of the difference, for the Abbess 
observed, ‘‘It would seem, my son, that the tables of 
the heretic Baron, whom you have so long followed, are 
more daintily furnished than those of the suffering 
daughters of the church; and yet, not upon the most 
solemn nights of festival, when the nuns were permitted 
to eat their portion at mine own table, did I consider the 
cates, which were then served up, as half so delicious as 
these vegetables and this water, on which I prefer to 
feed, rather than do aught which may derogate from the 
Strictness of my vow, It shall never be said that the 
mistress of this house madgg it a house of feasting, 
when days of darkness and of affliction were hanging 
over the Holy Church, of which I am an unworthy 
member.”’ 

‘Well hast thou said, my sister,"’ replied Magdalen 
'Grzeeme ; ‘‘but now it is not only time to suffer in the 
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good cause, but to act in it. And since our pilgrim’s 
meal is finished, let us go apart to prepare for our 
journey of to-morrow, and to advise .on the manner in 
which these children shall be employed, and what mea- 
sures we can adopt to supply their thoughtlessness and 
lack of discretion.” 

Notwithstanding his indifferent cheer, the heart of 
Roland Graeme bounded high at this proposal, which he 
doubted not would lead to another /éte-cdi-téfe betwixt 
him and the pretty Ynovice. But he was mistaken. 
Catherine, it would seem, had no mind so far to indulge 
him ; for, moved either by delicacy or caprice, or some 
of those indescribable shades betwixt the one agd the 
other, with which women love to tease, and at the same 
time to captivate, the ruder sex, she reminded the 
Abbess that it was necessary she should retire for an 
hour before vespers ; and, receiving the ready and ap- 
proving nod of her Superior, she arose to withdraw. But 
before leaving the apartment, she made obeisance to the 
matrons, bending herself till her hands touched her 
knees, and then made a lesser reverence to Roland, 
which consisted in a slight bend of the body and gentle 
depression of the head. This she performed very de- 
murely ; but the party on whom the salutation was con- 
ferred, thought he could discern in her manner an arch 
und mischievous exultation over his secret disappoint- 
ment.—'‘' The devil take the saucy girl,” he thought in 
his heart, though the presence of the Abbess should have 
repressed all such profane imaginations,—‘' she is as 
hard-hearted as the laughing hyzena that the story-books 
tell of—she has a mind that I shail not forget her this 
night at least.” ae 

The matrons now retired also, giving the page to 
understand that he was on no account to stir from the 
convent, or to show himself at the windows, the Abbess 
assigning as a reason, the readiness with which the rude. 
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heretics caught at every occasion of scandalising the 
religious orders. 

‘‘ This is worse than the rigour of Mr. Henry Warden 
himself,” said the page, when he was left alone ; ‘‘ for, 
to do him justice, however strict in requiring the most 
rigid attention during the timg of his homilies, he left us 
to the freedom of our own wills afterwards—ay, and 
would take a share in our pastimes, too, if he thought 
them entirely innocent. But these old women are utterly 
wrapt up in gloom, mystery, and self-denial.— Well, 
then, if I must neither stir out of the gate nor look out 
at window, I will at least see what the inside of the 
house gontains that may help to pass away one’s time— 
peradventure I may light on that blue-eyed iaugher in 
some corner or other.” 

Going, therefore, out of the chamber by the entrance 
opposite to that through which the two matrons had de- 
parted (for it may be readily supposed that he had no 
desire to intrude on ¢hezr privacy), he wandered from 
one chamber to another, through the deserted edifice, 
seeking, with boyish eagerness, some source of interest 
or amusement. Here he passed through a long gallery, 
opening on either hand into the little cells of the nuns, 
all deserted, and deprived of the few trifling articles of 
furniture which the rules of the order admitted. 

‘‘The birds are flown,” thought the page; ‘‘ but 
whether they will find themselves worse off in the open 
air than in these damp narrow cages, I leave my Lady 
Abbess and my venerable relative to settle betwixt them. 
I think the wild young lark whom they have left behind 
them, would like best to sing under God's free sky.” 

A winding stair, strait and fifrrow, as if to remind the 
nuns of their duties of fast and maceration, led down to 
a lower suite of apartments, which occupied the ground 
Storey of the house. These rooms were even more 
a«uinous than those which he had left, for, having en- 
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countered the first fury of the assailants by whom the 
nunnery had been wasted, the windows had been dashed 
in, the doors broken down, and even the partitions be- 
twixt the apartments, in some places, destroyed. As he 
thus stalked from desolation to desolation, and began to 
think of returning from so vninteresting a research to the 
chamber which he had left, he was surprised to hear the 
low of a cow very close to him. The sound was so unex- 
pected at the time and place, that Roland Graeme started 
as if it had been the voice of a lion, and laid his hand on 
his dagger, while at the same moment the light and 
lovely form of Catherine Seyton presented itself at the 
door of the apartment from which the sound hadsssued. 

‘‘Good even to you, valiant champion !”’ said she, 
‘“‘Since the days of Guy of Warwick, never was one 
more worthy to encounter a dun cow.” 

‘‘Cow?” said Roland Greeme, ‘‘by my faith, I 
thought it had been the devil that roared so near me. 
Who ever heard of a convent containing a cow-house ?” 

‘‘Cow and calf may come hither now,” answered 
Catherine, ‘‘for we have no means to keep out either. 
But I advise you, kind sir, to return to the place from 
whence you came.” 

‘‘Not till I see your charge, fair sister,’ answered 
Roland, and made his way into the apartment, in spite 
of the half serious, half laughing, remonstrances of the 
girl. 

The poor solitary cow, now the only severe recluse 
within the nunnery, was quartered in a spacious cham- 
ber, which had once been the refgctory of the convent. 
The roof was graced with groined arches, and the wall 
with niches, from which the images had been pulled 
down. These remnants of architectural ornaments were 
strangely contrasted with the rude crib constructed for 
the cow in one corner of the apartment, and the stack of 
fodder which was piled beside it for her food.* ° 
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**By my faith,” said the page, ‘‘Crombie is more 
lordly lodged than any one here!” 

“You had best remain with her,” said Cathcrine, 
‘‘and supply by your filial attentions the offspring she 
has had the ill luck to lose.” 

‘‘T will remain, at least, ta help you to prepare her 
night’s lair, pretty Catherine,” said Roland, seizing upon 
a pitchfork. 

‘‘By no means,” said Cathering ; ‘‘for, besides that 
you know not in the least how to do her that service, you 
will bring a chiding my way, and I get enough of that in 
the regular course of things.” , 

‘‘Vahat! for accepting my assistance?" said the 
page,—‘‘for accepting my assistance, who am to be 
your confederate in some deep matter of import? That 
were altogether unreasonable—and, now I think on it, 
tell me, if you can, what is this mighty emprise to which 
I am destined?” 

‘‘Robbing a bird’s nest, I should suppose,’’ said 
Catherine, ‘‘ considering the champion whom they have 
selected.”’ 

‘‘By my faith,” said the youth, ‘‘and he that has 
taken a falcon’s nest in the Scaurs of Polmoodie, has 
done something to brag of, my fair sister.—But that is 
all over now—a murrain on the nest, and the eyases and 
their food, washed or unwashed, for it was all anon of 
cramming these worthless kites that I was sent upon my 
present travels. Save that I have met with you, pretty 
sister, I céuld eat my dagger-hilt for vexation at my own 
folly. But, as we areto be fellow-travellers "’ 

‘* Fellow-labourers! not fgljow-travellers i” answered 
the girl; ‘‘for, to your comfort be it known, that the 
Lady Abbess and I set out earlier than you and your 
respected relative to-merrow, and that I partly endure 
your company at present, because it may be long ere we 
®meet again.” 
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** By Saint Andrew, but it shall not though,” answered 
Roiand; ‘I will not hunt at all unless we are to hunt in 
couples.” 

‘‘T suspect, in that and in other points, we must do as 
we are bid,” replied the young lady.—‘‘ But, hark! I 
hear my aunt’s voice.’ y 

The old lady entered in good earnest, and darted a 
severe glance at her niecc, while Roland had the ready 
wit to busy himself about the halter of the cow. 

‘“The young gentleman,” said Catherine gravely, ‘‘is 
helping me to tie the cow up faster to her stake, for I 
find that last night when she put her head out of window 
and lowed, she alarmed the whole village ; and wi: shall 
be suspected of sorcery among the heretics, if they do 
not discover the cause of the apparition, or lose our cow 
if they do.” 

‘‘Relieve yourself of that fear,” said the Abbess, 
somewhat ironically; ‘‘the person to whom she is now 
sold comes for the animal presently.” 

‘‘Good night, then, my poor companion,” said 
€atherine, patting the animal's shoulders; ‘‘I hope thou 
hast fallen into kind hands, for my happicst hours of 
Tate have been spent in tending thee—I would I had 
teen born to no better task !"’ 

‘*Now, out upon thee, mean-spirited wench!” said 
the Abbess; ‘‘is that a speech worthy of the name of 
Seyton, or of the mouth of a sister of this house, tread- 
ing the path of election—and to be spoken before a 
stranger youth, too?-—Go to my oratory, mimon—there 
read your Hours till I come thither, when I will read you 
such a lecture as shall make you prize the blessings which 
you possess.’ 

Catherine was about to withdraw in silence, casting a 
half sorrowful, half comic, glance at Roland Grzeme, 
which seemed to say—‘' You see to what your untimely 
visit has exposed me,” when, suddenly changing hen 
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mind, she came forward tothe page, and extended her 
hand as she bid him good evening. ‘Their palms had 
pressed each other ere the astonished matron could inter- 
fere, and Catherine had time to say—'‘‘ Forgive me, 
mother ; it is long since we have seen a face that looked 
with kindness on us. Sincegthese disorders have broken 
up our peaceful retreat, all has been gloom and malignity. 
I bid this youth kindly farewell, because he has come 
hither in kindness, and because tpe odds are great, that 
we may never again meet in this world. I guess better 
than he that the schemes on which you are rushing are 
too mighty for your management, and that you are now 
settif® the stone a-rolling which must surely crush you 
in its descent. I bid farewell,”” she added, ‘‘to my 
‘fellow-victim !"’ 

This was spoken with a tone of deep and serious feel- 
ing, altogether different from the usual levity of Cathe- 
rinc's manner, and plainly showed, that beneath the 
giddiness of extreme youth and total inexperience there 
lurkéd in her bosom a deeper power of sense and feeling 
than her conduct had hitherto expressed. 

The Abbess remained a moment silent after she had 
left the room. The proposed rebuke died on her tongue, 
and she appeared struck with the deep and foreboding 
tone in which her niece had spoken her good-even. She 
led the way in silence to the apartment which they had 
formerly occupied, and where there was prepared a small 
refection, as the Abbess termed it, consisting of milk 
and barley-bread. Magdalen Graeme, summoned to 
take share in this c@jlation, appeared from an adjoining 
apartment, but Catherine wag seen no more. There was 
little said during the hasty meal, and after it was 
finished Roland Graeme was dismissed to the nearest 
cell, where some preparations had been made for his 
repose. 

The strange circumstances in which he found himself 
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had their usual effect in preventing slumber from hastily 
descending on him, and he could distinctly hear, by a low 
but earnest murmuring in the apartment which he had 
left, that the matrons continued in deep consultation to 
a Jate hour. As they separated, he heard the Abbcss 
distinctly express herself theas : ‘‘ In a word, my sister, I 
venerate your character and the authority with which my 
Superiors have invested ‘you; yet it seems to me that, 
ere entering on this perilous course, we should consult 
some of the Fathers of the Church.” 

‘‘ And how and where are we to find a faithful Bishop 
or Abbot at whom to ask counsel? The faithful Eusta- 
tius is no more—he is withdrawn from a world €f evil, 
and from the tyranny of heretics. May Heaven and our 
Lady assoilzie him of his sins, and abridge the penance 
of his mortal infirmities !s-Where shall we find another 
with whom to take counsel ?”’ 

‘Heaven will provide for the Church,” said the 
Abbess ; ‘‘and the faithful fathers who yet are suffered 
to remain in the house of Kennaquhair, will procéed to 
elect an Abbot. They will not suffer the staff to fall 
down, or the mitre to be unfilled, for the threats of 
heresy.”’ 

‘*That will I learn to-morrow,” said Magdalen 
Greeme; ‘‘ yet who now takes the office of an hour, save 
to partake with the spoilers in their work of plunder ?— 
to-morrow will tell us if one of the thousand saints who 
are sprung from the House of Saint Mary’s continues to 
look down on it in its misery.—Farewell, my sister—we 
meet at Edinburgh.” e 

‘‘ Benedicite !’" answered the Abbess, and they 


parted. 
‘‘To Kennaquhair and to Edinburgh we bend our 
way,” thought Roland Greme. ‘' That information 


have I purchased by a sleépless hour—it suits well with 
my purpose, At Kennaquhair I shall see Father Am-‘ 
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brose ;—at Edinburgh I shall find the means of shaping 
my own course through this bustling world, without 
burdening my affectionate relation—at [<dinburgh, too, 
I shall see again the witching novice, with her blue eyes 
and her provoking smile.’’"—He fell asleep, and it was to 
dream of Catherine Seyton, ¢ 
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What, Dagon up again !—I thought we had hurld him 
Down on the threshold, never more to rise. 
LrinPwedge and axe; and, neighbours, lend your hands 
alud rive the idol into winter fagots ! 

ATHELSTANE, OR THE CONVERTED DANE. 


| OLAND GRAME slept long and sound, and 

the sun was high over the horizon, when the 

| voice of his companion summoned him to re- 
sume their pilgrimage ; and when, hastily arranging his 
dress, he went to attend her call, the enthusiastic matron 
stood already at the threshold, prepared for her journey. 
There was in all the deportment of this remarkable 
woman a promptitude of execution, and a sternness of 
perseverance, founded on the fanaticism which she 
nursed so deeply, and which seemed to absorb all the 
ordinary purposes and feelings of mortality. One only 
human affection gleamed through her enthusiastic ener- 
gies, like the broken glimpses of the sun through the 
rising clouds of a‘storm. It was her maternal fondness 
for her grandson—a fandness carried almost to the verge 
of dotage, in circumstances where the Catholic religion 
was not concerned, but which gave way instantly when it 
chanced either to thwart or come in contact with the 
more settled purpose of her soul, and the more devoted 
duty of her life. Her life she would willingly have laid 
@own to save the earthly object cf her affection ; bit 
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that object itself she was ready to hazard, and would 
have been willing to sacrifice, could the restoration of 
the Church of Rome have been purchased with his blood. 
Her discourse by the way, excepting on the few occa- 
sions in which her extreme love of her grandson found 
opportunity to display itsclfin anxiety for his health and 
accommodation, turned entirely on the duty of raising 
up the fallen honours of the Church, and replacing a 
Catholic sovereign onfthe throne. ‘There were times at 
which she hinted, though very obscurely and distantly, 
that she herself was foredoomed by Heaven to perform a 
part in this important task ; and that she had more than 
mere human warranty for the zeal with which ffe en- 
gaged in it. Buton this subject she expressed herself 
in such general language, that it was not easy to decide 
whether she made any actual pretensions to a direct and 
supernatural call, like the celebrated Eilzabeth Barton, 
commonly called the Nun of Kent ;* or whether she only 
dwelt upon the general duty which was incumbent on 
all Catholics of the time, and the pressure of which she 
felt in an extraordinary degree. 

Yet though Magdalen Grzeme gave no direct intima- 
tion of her pretensions to be considered as something 
beyond the ordinary class of mortals, the demeanour of 
one or two persons amongst the travellers whom they 
occasionally met, as they entered the more fertile and 
populous part of the valley, seemed to indicate their 
belief in her superior attributes. It is true, that two 
clowns, who drove before them a herd of cattle—one or 
two village wenches, who seemed Bound for some merry- 
making—a strolling sold‘e:, in a rusted morion, and a 
wandering student, as his threadbare black cloak and his 
satchel of books proclaimed him—passed our travellers 
without observation, or with a look of contempt; and, . 
moreover, that two or three children, attracted by the 
appearance of a dress so nearly resembling that of 4 
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pilgrim, joined in hooting and calling ‘‘Out upon the 
old mass-monger!" But one or two, who nourished in 
their bosoms respect for the downfallen hierarchy—cast- 
ing first a timorous glance around, to see that no one ob- 
served them—hastily crossed themselves—bent their knee 
to Sister Magdalen, by whi¢éh name they saluted her— 
kissed her hand, or even the hem of her dalmatique— 
received with humility the Benedicite with which she re- 
paid their obeisance ; and then S¥arting up, and again 
looking timidly round to see that they had been unob- 
served, hastily resumed their journey. Even while 
withiy sight of persons of the prevailing faith, there were 
individuals bold enough, by folding their arms and bend- 
ing their head, to give distant and silent intimation that 
they recognised Sister Magdalen, and honoured alike 
her person and her purpose. 

She failed not to notice to her grandson these marks 
of honour and respect which from time to time she 
received. ‘‘ You see,’”’ she said, ‘‘ my son, that the 
enemies have been unable altogether to suppress the 
good spirit, or to- root out the tiue seed. Amid 
heretics and schismatics, spoilers of the church’s lands, 
and scoffer at saints and sacraments, there is left a 
remnant.” 

‘It is true, my mothcr,” said Roland Graeme; ‘‘but 
methinks they are of a quality which can help us but 
little. See you not all those who wear stcel at their side, 
and bear marks of better quality, ruffle past as they 
would past the meanest beggars? for those who give 
us any marks of sympathy are the poorest of the. poor, 
and most outcast of the neetl, who have neither bread 
to share with us, nor swords to defend us, nor skill to use 
them if they had. That poor wretch that last kneeled: 
to you with such deep devotion, and who seemed ema- 

,Ciated by the touch of some wasting disease within, 
and the grasp of poverty without—that pale, shivering, 
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miserable caitiff, how can he aid the great schemes 
you meditate ?”’ 

‘*Much, my son,” said the matron, with more mild- 
ness than the page perhaps expected. ‘‘When that 
pious son of the church returns from the shrine of Saint 
Ringan, whither he now tmwavels by my counsel, and by 
the aid of good Catholics,—when he returns, healed of 
his wasting malady, high in health, and strong in limb, 
will not the glory of hys faithfulness, and its miraculous 
reward, speak louder in the ears of this besotted people 
of Scotland, than the din which is weekly made in a 
thousand heretical pulpits ?”’ 

‘‘ Ay, but, mother, I fear the Saint’s hand is oft. It 
is long since we have heard of a miracle performed at 
Saint Ringan’s.” 

The matron made a dead pause, and, with a voice 
tremulous with emotion, asked, ‘‘ Art thou so unhappy 
as to doubt the power of the Blessed Saint?” 

‘‘ Nay, mother,” the youth hastened to reply, ‘‘ I be- 
lieve as the Holy Church commands, and doubt not Saint 
Ringan's power of healing ; but, be it said with reverence, 
he hath not of late showed the inclination.” 

‘And has this land deserved it?” said the Catholic 
matron, advancing hastily while she spoke, until she at- 
tained the summit of a rising ground, over which the 
path led, and then standing again still. ‘‘ Here,” she 
said, ‘‘stood the Cross,:the limits of the Halidome of 
Saint Mary’s—here—on this eminence—from which the 
eye of the holy pilgrim might first catch a view of that 
ancient monastery, the light of thé land, the abode of 
saints, and the grave of nywaarchs—Where is now that 
emblem of our faith? It lies on the earth a shapeless 
block, from which the broken fragments have been 
carried off, for the meanest uses, till now no semblance 
of its original form remains. Look towards the east, my . 
son, where the sun was wont to glitter on stately spires— 
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from which crosses and bells have now been hurled, as if 
the land had been invaded once more by barbarous 
heathens.—-Look at yonder battlements, of which we can, 
even at this distance, descry the partial demolition ; and 
ask if this land can expect from the blessed saints, whose 
shrines and whose images hate been profaned, any other 
miracles but those of vengeance? How long,’ she ex- 
claimed, looking upward, ‘‘ How long shall it be de- 
layed?" She paused, and then resi&med with enthusiastic 
rapidity, ‘‘ Yes, my son, all on earth is but for a period 
—joy and grief, triumph and desolation, succeed each 
other like cloud and sunshine ;—the vineyard shall not 
be for ever trodden down, the gaps shall be amended, 
and the fruitful branches once more dressed and trimmed. 
Even this day—ay, even this hour, I trust to hear news 
of importance. Dally not—let us on—time is brief, and 
judgment is certain.”’ 

' She resumed the path which led to the Abbey—a path 
which, in ancient times, was carefully marked out by posts 
and rails, to assist the pilgrim in his journey—these were 
now torn up and destroyed. A half-hour’s walk placed 
them in front of the once splendid Monastery, which, 
although the church was as yet entire, had not escaped 
the fury of the times. The long range of cells and of 
apartments for the use of the brethren, which occupied 
two sides of the great square, were almost entirely ruinous, 
the interior having been consumed by fire, which only the 
massive architecture of the outward walls had enabled 
them toresist. The Abbot's house, which formed the third 
side of the square, was, though injured, still inhabited, 
and afforded refuge to the few ®rethren, who yet, rather 
by connivance than by actual authority, were permitted 
to remain at Kennaquhair. Their stately offices—their 
pleasant gardens—the magnificent cloisters constructed 
for their recreation, were all dilapidated and ruinous ; 
and some of the building materials had apparently been 
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put into requisition by persons in the village and in the 
vicinity, who, formerly vassals of the Monastery, had not 
hesitated to appropriate to themselves a part of the spoils. 
Roland saw fragments of Gothic pillars, richly carved, 
occupying the place of door-posts to the meanest huts ; 
and here and there a mufflated statue, inverted or laid 
on its side, made the door-post, or threshold, of a 
wretched cow-house. The church itself was less injured 
than the other buildings of the Monastery. But the 
images which had been placed in the numerous niches of 
its columns and buttresses, having all fallen under the 
charge of idolatry, to which the superstitious devotion 
of the Papists had justly exposed them, had been ten 
and thrown down, without much regard to the preserva- 
tion of the rich and airy canopies and pedestals on which 
they were placed ; nor, if the devastation had stopped 
short at this point, could we have considered the pre- 
servation of these monuments of antiquity as an object 
to be put in the balance with the introduction of the 
reformed worship. 

Our pilgrims saw the demolition of these sacred and 
venerable representations of saints and angels—for as 
sacred and venerable they had been taught to consider 
them—with very different feelings. The antiquary may 
be permitted to regret the necessity of the action, but to 
Magdalen Graeme it seemed a deed of impiety, deserving 
the instant vengeance of heaven,—a sentiment in which 
her relative joined for the moment as cordially as herself. 
Neither, however, gave vent to their feelings in words, 
and uplifted hands and eyes formed their only mode of 
expressing them. The plife was about to approach the 
great eastern gate of the church, but was prevented by 
his guide. ‘‘That gate,’ she said, ‘‘has long been 
blockaded, that the heretical rabble may not know there 
still exist among the brethren of Saint Mary’s men whq 
dare worship where their predecessors prayed while alive 
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and were interred when dead—follow me this way, my 
son.” 

Roland Grzeme followed accordingly ; and Magdalen, 
casting a hasty glance to see whether they were observed 
(for she had learned caution from the danger of the 
times), commanded her grapdson to knock at a little 
wicket which she pointed out to him. ‘‘ But knock 
gently,” she added, with a motion expressive of cdution. 
After a little space, during which no answer was re- 
turned, she signed to Roland to repeat his summons for 
admission ; and the door at length partially opening, 
discovered a glimpse of the thin and timid porter, by 
whomthe duty was performed, skulking from the obser- 
vation of those who stood without ; but endeavouring at 
the same time to gain a sight of them without being 
himself seen. How different from the proud conscious- 
ness of dignity with which the porter of ancient days 
offered his important brow, and his goodly person, to 
the pilgrims who repaired to Kennaquhair! His solemn 
“Intrate, met feliz,” was exchanged for a tremulous 
**You cannot enter now— the brethren are in their cham- 
bers.” But, when Magdalen Graeme asked, in an under 
tone of voice, ‘‘ Hast thou forgotten me, my brother ?” 
he changed his apologetic refusal to ‘‘ enter, my honoured 
sister, enter speedily, for evil eyes are upon us.” 

They entered accordingly, and having waited until the 
porter had, with jealous haste, barred and bolted the 
wicket, were conducted by him through several dark 
and winding passages. As they walked slowly on, he 
spoke to the matronin a subdued voice, as if he feared 
to trust the very walls with the avowal which he commu- 
nicated. 

‘‘Our Fathers are assembled in the Chapter-house, 
worthy sister—yes, in the Chapter-house—for the election 
of an Abbot.—Ah, Benedicite ! there must be no ringing 

“of bells—no high mass—no opening of the great gates 
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now, that the people might see and venerate their spiri- 
tual Father! Our Fathers must hide themselves rather 
like robbers who choose a leader, than godly priests who 
elect a mitred Abbot.” 

‘‘ Regard not that, my brother,” answered Magdalen 
Greeme ; ‘‘the first succesgors of Saint Peter himself 
were elected, not in sunshine, but in tempests—not in 
the halls of the Vatican, but in the subterranean vaults 
and dungeons of heathen Rome—they were not gratu- 
lated with shouts and salvos of cannon-shot and of mus- 
ketry, and the display of artificial fire—no, my brother— 
but by the hoarse summons of Lictors and Przetors, who 
came to drag the Fathers of the Church to martytdom. 
From such adversity was the Church once raised, and by 
such will it now be purified.—And mark me, brother ! 
not in the proudest days of the mitred Abbey, wasa 
Superior ever chosen, whom his office shall so much 
honour, as Ac shall be honoured, who now takes it upon 
him in these days of tribulation. On whom, my brother, 
will the choice fall?”’ 

‘*On whom can it fall—or, alas! who would dare to 
reply to the call, save the worthy pupil of the Sainted 
Eustatius—the good and valiant Father Ambrose ?” 

‘‘T know it,” said Magdalen ; ‘‘ my heart told me long 
ere your lips had uttered his name. Stand forth, coura- 
geous champion, and man the fatal breach "—Rise, bold 
and experienced pilot, and seize the helm while the tem- 
pest rages !—Turn back the battle, brave raiser of the 
fallen standard !—Wield crook and sling, noble shepherd 
of a scattcred flock!” ‘ 

‘*T pray you, hush, my ister !’" said the porter, open- 
ing a door which led into the great church, ‘‘ the brethren 
will be presently here to celebrate their election with a 
solemn mass—I must marshal them the way to the high 
altar—all the offices of this venerable house have now 
devolved on one poor decrepit old man.” 
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He left the church, and Magdalen and Roland re- 
mained alone in that great vaulted space, whose style of 
rich, yet chaste architecture, referred its origin to the 
early part of the fourteenth century, the best period of 
Gothic building. Byt the niches were stripped of their 
images in the inside as well a the outside of the church ; 
and in the pell-mcll havoc, the tombs of warriors and of 
princes had been included in the demolition of the idola- 
trous shrines. Lances and sword¥of antique size, which 
‘had hung over the tombs of mighty warriors of former 
days, lay now strewed among relics, with which the de- 
votion_ of pilgrims had graced those of their peculiar 
saints; and the fragments of the knights and dames, 
which had once lain recumbent, or knceled in an attitude 
of devotion, where their mortal relics were reposed, were 
mingled with those of the saints and angels of the Gothic 
chisel, which the hand of violence had sent headlong 
from their stations. 

The most fatal symptom of the whole appeared to be. 
that, though this violence had now been committed for 
many months, the Fathers had lost so totally all heart 
and resolution, that they had not adventured even upon 
clearing away the rubbish, or restoring the church to 
some decent degree of order. This might have been 
done without much labour. But terror had overpowered 
the scanty remains of a body once so powerful, and, 
sensible they were only suffered to remain in this ancient 
seat by connivance and froim compassion, they did not 
venture upon taking any step which might be construed 
into an assertion oi’ their ancient rights, contenting 
themselves with the secret ard obscure exercise of their 
religious ceremonial, in as unostentatious a manner as 
was possible. 

Two or three of the more aged brethren had sunk 
under the pressure of the times, and the ruins had been 
partly cleared away to permit theirinterment, One stone 
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had been laid over Father Nicolas, which recorded of 
him in special, that he had taken the vows during the 
incumbency of Abbot Ingelram, the period to which his 
memory so frequently recurred. Another flag-stone, yet 
more recently deposited, covered the body of Philip the 
Sacristan, eminent for h® aquatic excursion with the 
phantom of Avenel; and a third, the most recent of all, 
bore the outline of a mitre, and the words Aze facet 
Lustatius Abbas ; {&r no one dared to add a word of 
commendation in favour of his Jearning, and strenuous 
zeal for the Roman Catholic faith. 

Magdalen Grzeme looked at and perused the brief 
records of these monuments successively, and“paused 
over that of Father Eustace. ‘‘ In a good hour for thy- 
self,’ she said, '‘ but oh ! in an evil hour for the Church, 
wert thou called from us. Let thy spirit be with us, holy 
man—encourage thy successor to tread in thy footsteps 
—give him thy bold and inventive capacity, thy zeal 
and thy discretion—even zy piety exceeds not his.” 
As she spoke, a side door, which closed a passage 
from the Abbot's house into the church, was thrown 
open, that the Fathers might enter the choir, and 
conduct to the high altar the Supcrior whom they had 
elected. 

In former times, this was one of the most splendid of 
the many pageants which the hicrarchy of Rome had 
-devised to attract the veneration of the faithful. The 
period during which the Abbacy remained Vacant, was a 
state of mourning, or, as their emblematical phrase ex- 
pressed it, of widowhood ; a melaficholy term, which was 
changed into rejoicing atié triumph when a new Superior 
was chosen. When the folding doors were on such 
solemn occasions thrown open, and the new Abbot ap- 
peared on the threshold in full-blown dignity, with ring 
-and initre, and dalmatique and crosicr, his hoary stan- 
-dard-bearers and his juvenile dispensers of incense pte- 
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ceding him, and the venerable train of monks behind 
him, with all besides which could announce the supreme 
authority to which he was now raised, his appearance 
was a signal for the magnificent ¥ué7/a¢e to rise from the 
organ and music-loft, and to be joined by the correspond- 
ing bursts of Alleluiah from, the whole assembled con- 
gregation. Now all was changed. In the midst of 
rubbish and desolation, seven or eight old men, bent 
and shaken as much by grief ,and fear as by age, 
shrouded hastily in the proscribed dress of their order, 
wandered like a procession of spectres, from the door 
which had been thrown open, up through the encum- 
bered ypassage, to the high altar, there to instal their 
elected Superior a chief of ruins. It was like a band 
of bewildered travellers choosing a chief in the wilder- 
ness of Arabia; or a shipwrecked crew electing a 
captain upon the barren island on which fate has 
thrown them. 

They who, in peaceful times, are most ambitious of 
authority among others, shrink from the competition at 
such eventful periods, when neither ease nor parade 
attend the possessidn of it, and when it gives only a 
painful pre-eminence both in danger and in labour, and 
‘exposes the ill-fated chieftain to the murmurs of his dis- 
contented associates, as well as to the first assault of the 
common enemy. But he on whom the office of the 
Abbot of Saint Mary's was now conferred, had a mind 
fitted for the situation to which he was called. Bold and 
enthusiastic, yet generous and forgiving—wise and skil- 
ful, yet zealous and prompt—he wanted but a better 
cause than the support of a decaying superstition, to 
have raised him to the rank of a truly great man. But 
as the end crowns the work, it also forms the rule by 
which it must be ultimately judged ; and those .who, 
with sincerity and generosity, fight and fall in an evil 
cause, posterity can only compassionate as victims of a 
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generous but fatal error. Amongst these, we must rank 
Ambrosius, the last Abbot of Kennaquhair, whose de- 
signs must be condemned, as their success would have 
riveted on Scotland the chains of antiquated superstition 
and spiritual tyranny; but whose talents commanded 
respect, and whose virtues, even from the enemies of his 
faith, extorted esteem. 

The bearing of the new Abbot served of itself to dignify 
g ceremonial which wes deprived of all other attributes 
of grandeur. Conscious of the perilin which they stood, 
and recalling, doubtless, the better days they had seen, 
there hung over his brethren an appearance of mingled 
terror, and grief, and shame, which induced t#em to 
hurry over the office in which they were engaged, as 
something at once degrading and dangerous. 

But not so Father Ambrose. His features, indeed, 
expressed a deep melancholy, as he walked up the centre 
aisle, amid the ruin of things which he considered as 
holy, but his brew was undejected, and his step firm and 
solemn. He seemed to think that the dominion which 
he was about to receive, depended in no sort upon the 
external circumstances under which it was conferred ; 
and if a mind so firm was accessible to sorrow or fear, it, 
was not on his own account, but on that of the Church 
to which he had devoted himself. 

At length he stood on the broken steps of the high 
altar, barefooted, as was the rule, and holding in his 
hand his pastoral staff, for the gemmed ring and jewelled 
mitre had become secular spoils. No obedient vassals 
came, man after man, to make their homage, and to 
offer the tribute which should provide their spiritual 
Superior with palfrey ‘wha trappings. No Bishop 
assisted at the solemnity, to receive into the higher ranks 
of the Church nobility a dignitary whose voice in the 
legislature was as potential as his own. With hasty 
and maimed rites, the few remaining brethren stepped 
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forward alternately to give their new Abbot the kiss of 
peace, in token of fraternal affection and_ spiritual 
homage. Mass was then hastily performed, but in 
such precipitation as if it had been hurried over rather 
to satisfy the scruples of a few youths, who were im- 
patient to set out on a Tenting party, than as if it 
made the most solemn part of a solemn ordination. 
The officiating priest faltered as he spoke the service, 
and often looked around as if h¥&expected to be inter- 
rupted in the midst of his office; and the brethren 
listened as to that which, short as it was, they wished 
yet more abridged. 

Thése symptoms of alarm increased as the ceremony 
proceeded, and, as it seemed, were not caused by mere 
apprehension alone ; for, amid the pauses of the hymn 
there were heard without sounds of a very different sort, 
beginning faintly, and at a distance, but at length 
approaching close to the exterior of the church, and 
stunning with dissonant clamour those engaged in the 
Service. 

The winding of horns, blown with no regard to harmony 
or concert ; the jangling of bells, the thumping of drums, 
the squeaking of bagpipes, and the clash of cymbals— 
the shouts of a multitude, now as in laughter, now as in 
anger—the shrill tones of female voices, and of those of 
children, mingling with the deeper clamours of men, 
formed a Babel of sounds, which first drowned, and then 
awed into utter silence, the official hymns of the Convent. 
The cause and result of this extraordinary interruption 
will be explained in fhe next chapter. 
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CHAP. XIV. 


Not the wild billow, when it breaks tts barrier — 
Not the wild wind, eseaping from tts cavern— 
Not the wild fiend, thaa@ mingles both together, 
And pours their rage upon the ripening harvest, 
Can match the wild freaks of this mirthful meeting — 
Comic, yet fearfugg-droll, and yet dvstructive. 
THE CONSPIRACY. 


HI monks ceased their song, which, like that of 

the choristers in the legend of the Witch of 

Berkcley, died away in a quaver of conSterna- 
tion ; and, like a flock of chickens disturbed by the 
presence of the kite, they at first made a movement to 
disperse and fly in different directions, and then, with 
despair, rather than hope, huddled themselves around 
their new Abbot; who, retaining the lofty and undis- 
mayed look which had dignified him through the whole 
ceremony, stood on the higher step of the altar as if 
desirous to be the most conspicuous mark on which 
danger might discharge itself, and to save his com- 
panions by his self-devotion, sinee he could afford them 
no other protection. 

Involuntarily, as it were, Magdalen Grieme and the 
page stepped from the station which hitherto they had 
occupied unnoticed, and approached to the altar, as 
desirous of sharing the fate which approached the monks, 
whatever that might be. Both bowed reverently low to 
the Abbot ; and while Magdalen s&med about to speak, 
the youth, looking towardgethe main entrance, at which 
the noise now roared most loudly, and which was at the 
same time assailed with much knocking, laid his hand 
upon his dagger. 

The Abbot motioned to both to forbear: ‘‘ Peace, my. 
sister,’ he said in a low tone, but which, being in a 
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different key from the tumultuary sounds without, could 
be distinctly heard, even amidst-the tumult ;—‘‘ Peace,” 
he said, ‘‘my sister; let the new Superior of Saint 
Mary's himself receive and reply to the grateful acclama- 
tions of the vassals, who come to celebrate his installa- 
tion.—And thou, my son, forbear, I charge thee, to 
touch thy earthly weapon ;—if it is the pleasure of our 
protectress, that her shrine be this day desecrated by 
decds of violence, and polluted H&L lood- shedding, let it 
not, I charge thee, happen through the dced of a 
Catholic son of the church.” 

Ths noise and knocking at the outer gate became 
now every moment louder; and voices were heard im- 
patiently demanding admittance. ‘The Abbot, with 
dignity, and with a step which even the emergency of 
danger rendered neither faltering nor precipitate, moved 
towards the portal, and demanded to know, in a tone of 
authority, ‘‘ who it was that disturbed their worship, and 
what they desired ?” 

There was a moment's silence, and then a loud laugh 
trom without. At Jength a voice replied, ‘‘ We desire 
entrance into the church ; and when the door is opened 
you will soon see who we are.” 

‘* By whose authority do you require entrance?” said 
the Father. 

‘' By the authority of the right reverend Lord Abbot 
of Unreason,"’* replied the voice from without; and, 
from the laugh which followed, it seemed as if there 
was something highly ludicrous couched under this 
reply. 

‘‘T know not, ia seek nateto know, your meaning,” 
replied the Abbot, ‘‘sinceitis probably arudeone. But 
begone, in the name of God, and leave his servants in 
peace. I speak this, as having lawful authority to com- 
mand here.” 

‘Open the door,” said another rude voice, ‘(and we 
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will try titles with you, Sir Monk, and show you a 
Superior we must all obey.” 

‘‘ Break open the doors if he dallies any longer,” said 
a third, ‘‘and down with the carrion monks who would 
bar us of our privilege!" A general shout followed. 
‘Ay, ay, our privilege ! mur privilege! down with the 
doors, and with the lurdane monks, if they make opposi- 
tion!" 

The knocking was @iow exchanged for blows with great 
hammers, to which the doors, strong as they were, must 
soon have given way. But the Abbot, who saw resist- 
ance would be vain, and who did not wish to incense 
the assailants by an attempt at offering it, b&ought 
silence earnestly, and with difficulty obtained a hearing. 
** My children,” said he, ‘‘I will save you from com- 
mitting a great sin. The porter will presently undo the 
gate—he is gone to fetch the keys—meantime I pray you 
to consider with yourselves, if you are ina state of mind 
to cross the holy threshold.” 

‘*Villyvally for your papistry !’’ was answered trom 
without ; ‘‘ we are in te mood of the monks when they 
are merriest, and that is when they sup beef-brewis for 
lenten-kail. So, if your porter hath not the gout, let him 
come specdily, or we heave away readily.—Said I well, 
comrades?” 

‘‘ Bravely said, and it shall be as bravely done,” said 
the multitude; and had not the keys arrived at that 
moment, and the porter in hasty terror performed his 
office, throwing open the great door, the populace would 
have saved him the trouble. Tie instant he had done 
so, the affrighted janitar fied, like one who has drawn 
the bolts of a flood-gate, and expects to be overwhelmed 
by the rushing inundation. -The monks, with one con- 
sent, had withdrawn themselves behind the Abbot, who 
alone kept his station, about three yards from the 
entrance, showing no signs of fear or perturbation. Hf 
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brethren—partly encouraged by his devotion, partly 
ashamed to desert him, and partly animated by a sense of 
duty—remained huddled close together, at the back of 
their superior. There was aloud laugh and huzza when 
the doors were opened ; but, contrary to what might have 
been expected, no crowd of genraged assailants rushed 
into the church. On the contrary, there was a cry of 
‘‘A halt !—a halt—to order, my masters! and let the 
two reverend fathers greet eac& other, as beseems 
them.” 

The appearance of the crowd who were thus called to 
order, was grotesque in the extreme. It was composed 
of méh, women, and children, ludicrously disguised in 
various habits, and presenting groups equally diversified 
and grotesque. Here one fellow with a horse’s head 
painted before him, and a tail behind, and the whole 
covered with a long foot-cloth, which was supposed to 
hide the body of the animal, ambled, caracoled, pranced, 
and plunged, as he performed the celebrated part of the 
hobby-horse,* so often alluded to in our ancient drama ; 
and which still flourishes on the stage in the battle that 
concludes Bayes’s tragedy. To rival the address and 
agility displayed by this character, another personage 
advanced, in the more formidable character of a huge 
dragon, with gilded wings, open jaws, and a scarlet 
tongue, cloven at the end, which made various efforts to 
overtake and devour a lad, dressed as the lovely Sabza, 
daughtex of the King of Egypt, who Jed before him ; 
while a martial Saint George, grotesquely armed with a 
goblet for a helmet, amd a spit for a lance, ever and anon 
interfered, and compelled thp gmonster to relinquish his 
prey. A bear, a wolf, and one or two other wild animals, 
played their parts with the discretion of Snug the joiner ; 
for the decided preference which they gave to the use of 
their hind legs, was sufficient, without any formal an- 
finnciation, to assure the most timorous spectators that 
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they had to do with habitual bipeds. There was a group 
of outlaws with .Robin Hood and Little John at their 
head—the best representation exhibited at the time ; and 
no great wonder, since most of the actors were, by pro- 
fession, the banished men and thieves whom they pre- 
sented. Other masqueragers there were, of a less 
marked description. Men were disguised as women, 
and women as men—children wore the dress of aged 
people, and tottered e#ith crutch-sticks in their hands, 
furred gowns on their little backs, and caps on their round 
heads—while grandsires assumed the infantine tone as 
well as the dress of children. Besides these, many had their 
faces painted, and wore their shirts over the rest of their 
dress ; while coloured pasteboard and ribbons furnished 
out decorations for others. Those who wanted all these 
properties, blacked their faces, and turned their jackets 
inside out; and thus the’ transmutation of the whole 
assembly into a set of mad ep eegte mummers was at 
once completed. 

The pause which the iussqueraders made, waiting 
apparently for some person of the highest authority 
amongst them, gave those within the Abbey Church full 
time to observe all these absurdities. They were at no 
loss to comprehend their purpose and meaning. 

Few readers can be ignorant, that at an early period, 
and during the plenitude of her power, the Church of 
Rome not only connived at, but even encouraged, such 
saturnalian licenses as the inhabitants of Kenyaquhair 
and the neighbourhood had now in hand, and that the 
vulgar, on such occasions, were net only permitted but 
encouraged by a number gf gambols, sometimes puerile 
and ludicrous, sometimes immoral and profane, to in- 
demnify themselves for the privations and penances im- 
posed on them at other seasons. But of all other topics 
for burlesque and ridicule, the rites and ceremonial of 
the church itself were most frequently resorted to ; and,* 
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strange to say, with the approbation of the clergy them- 
selves. 

While the hierarchy flourished in full glory, they do 
not appear to have dreaded the consequences of suffering 
the people to become so irreverently familiar with things 
sacred ; they then imagined the laity to be much in the 
condition of a labourer’s horse, which does not submit 
to tne bridle and the whip with greater reluctance, 
because, at rare intervals, he is aNgwed to frolic at large 
in his pasture, and fling out his heels in clumsy gambols 
at the master who usually drives him. But, when times 
changed—when doubt of the Roman Catholic doctrine, 
and Matred of their priesthood, had possessed the re- 
formed party, the clergy discovered, too late, that no 
small inconvenience arose from the established practice 
of games and merry-makings, in wHich they themselves, 
and all they held most sacred, were made the subject . 
of ridicule. It then became obvious to duller politicians 
than the Romish churchmen, that the same actions have 
a very different tendency whcn done in the spirit of sar~ 
castic insolence and hatred, than when acted merely in 
exuberance of rude and uncontrollable spirits. They, 
therefore, though of the latest, endeavoured, where they 
had any remaining influence, to discourage the renewal 
of these indecorous festivities. In this particular, the 
Catholic clergy were joined by most of the reformed 
preachers, who were more shocked at the profanity and 
immorality of many of these exhibitions, than disposed 
to profit by the ridiculous light in which they placed the 
Church of Rome and,gher observances. But it was long 
ere these scandalous and immoral sports could be abro- 
gated ;—the rude multitude*cOntinued attached to their 
favourite pastimes, and, both in England and Scotland, 
the mitre of the Catholic—the rochet of the reformed 
bishop—and the cloak and band of the Calvinistic divine 
e—were, in turn, compelled to give place to those jocular 
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personages, the Pope of Fools, the Boy-Bishop, and the 
Abbot of Unreason. 

It was the latter personage who now, in full costume, 
made his approach to the great door of the church of 
Saint Mary's, accoutred in such a manner as to form a 
caricature, or practical pgrody, on the costume and 
attendants of the real Superior, whom he came to beard 
on the very day of his installation, in the presence of his 
clergy, and in the cktincel of his church. The mock 
dignitary was a stout-made under-sized fellow, whose 
thick squab form had been rendered grotesque by a sup- 
plemental paunch, well stuffed. -He wore a mitre of 
leather, with the front like a grenadier’s cap, aforned 
with mock embroidery, and trinkets of tin. This sur- 
mounted a visage, the nose of which was the most pro- 
minent feature, being of unusual size, and at least as 
richly gemmed as his head gear. His robe was of buck- 
ram, and his cope of canvas, curiously painted, and cut 
into open work. On one shoulder was fixed the painted 
figure of an owl; and he bore in the right hand his 
pastoral staff, and in the left a small mirror having a 
handle to it, thus resembling a celebrated jester, whose 
adventures, translated into English, were whilom ex- 
tremely popular, and’ which may still be procured in 
black letter, for about one sterling pound per leaf. 

The attendants of this mock dignitary had their proper 
dresses and equipage, bearing the same burlesque re- 
semblance to the officers of the Convent which their 
leader did to the Superior. They followed their leader 
in regular procession, and the motley characters, which 
had waited his arrival, nqw, crowded into the church in 
his train, shouting ‘as they came,—‘‘ A hall, a hall! for 
the venerable Father Howleglas, the learned Monk of 
Misrule, and the Right Reverend Abbot of Unreason!’ 

The discordant minstrelsy of every kind renewed its 
din ; the boys shrieked and howled, and the men laughed* 
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and hallooed, and the women giggled and screamed, and 
the beasts roared, and the dragon walloped and hissed, 
and the hobby-horse neighed, pranced, and capered, 
and the rest frisked and frolicked, clashing their hob- 
nailed shoes against the pavement, till it sparkled with 
the marks of their energetic qaprioles. 

It was, in fine, a scene of ridiculous confusion, that _ 
deafened the ear, made the eyes giddy, and must have 
altogether stunned any indifferenNespectator ; the monks, 
whom personal apprehension and a consciousness that 
much of the popular enjoyment arose from the ridicule 
being directed against them, were, moreover, little com- 
forted’ by the reflection, that, bold in their disguise, the 
mummers who whooped and capered around them, 
might, on slight provocation, turn their jest into earnest, 
or at least proceed to those practical pleasantries, which 
at all times arise so naturally out of the frolicsome and 
mischievous disposition of the populace. They looked 
to their Abbot amid the tumult, with such looks as lands- 
men cast upon the pilot when the storm is at the highest 
—looks which express that they are devoid of all hope 
arising from their own exertions, and not very confident 
in any success likely to attend those of their Palinurus, 

The Abbot himself seemed at a stand; he felt no 
fear, but he was sensible of the danger of expressing his 
rising indignation, which he was scarcely able to sup- 
press. He made a gesture with his hand as if command- 
ing silence, which was at first only replied to by redoubled 
shouts, and peals of wild laughter. When. however, 
the same motion, and as nearly in the same manner, had 
been made by\Howleglas, it args immediately obeyed by 
his riotous companions, who expected fresh food for 
mirth in the conversation betwixt the real and mock 
Abbot, having no smal! confidence in the vulgar wit and 
impudence of their leader. Accordingly, they began to 
Shout, ‘To it, fathers—to it!'"—‘' Fight monk, fight 
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madcap—Abbot against Abbot is fair play, ane so is 
reason against unreason, and malice against monkery !" 

‘Silence, my matcs !" said Howleglas; ‘‘ cannot two 
learned Fathers of the Church hold communion together, 
but you must come here with your bear-garden whoop 
and hollo, as if you were hounding forth a mastiff upon 
a mad bull? I say silencé! and Ict this learned Father 
and myself confer, touching matters affecting our mutual 
State and authority.” |. 

‘* My children "—-sa d Father Ambrose. 

‘' My children, too,—and happy children they are!" 
said his burlesque counterpart; ‘‘many a wise child 
knows not its own father, and it is well they have gg to 
choose betwixt.” 

‘‘If thou hast aught in thee, save scoffing and ribaldry," 
said the real Abbot, ‘‘ permit me, for thine own soul’s 
sake, to speak a few words to these misguided men.”’ 

‘*Aught in me but scoffing, say’st thou?” retorted 
the Abbot of Unrceason; ‘‘why, reverend brother, I 
have all that becomes mine office at this time a-day—I 
have beef, ale, and brandy-wine, with other condiments 
not worth mentioning ; and for speaking, man—why 
speak away, and we will have turn about like honest 
fellows.” 

During this discussion the wrath of Magdalen Graeme 
had risen to the uttermost ; she approached the Abbot, 
and placing herself by his side, said in a low and yet 
distinct tone —‘‘ Wake and arouse thee, Father—the 
sword of Saint Peter is in thy hand—strike and avenge 
Saint Peter's patrimony! — Bind them in the chains 
which, being riveted by the church on earth, are riveted 
in Heaven” ws 

‘** Peace, sister !"" said the Abbot ; ‘‘let not their mad- 
ness destroy our discretion—I pray thee, peace, and Ict 
me do mine office. It is the first, peradventure it may 
be the last time I shall be called on to discharge it.” « 
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‘* Nay, my holy brother !’’ said Howleglas, ‘'I rede 
you, take the holy sister’s advice—never throve convent 
without woman’s counsel.’ 

‘‘ Peace, vain man!” said the Abbot; ‘‘and you my 
brethren '’—— 

‘‘Nay, nay!" said the Abbot of Unreason, ‘‘no 
speaking to the lay people, until you have conferred with 
your brother of the cowl. I swear by bell, book, and 
candle, that none of my cong gation shall listen to 
one word you have to sav; so you had as well address 
yourself to me who will.” 

To escape a.conference so ludicrous, the Abbot again 
attemted an appeal to what respectful feelings might 
yet remain amongst the inhabitants of the Halidome, 
once so devoted to their spiritual Superiors. Alas! the 
Abbot of Unreason had only to flourish his mock crosicr, 
and the whooping, tht hallooing, and the dancing, were 
renewed with a vehemence which would have defied the 
lungs of Stentor, 

‘‘And now, my mates,” said the Abbot of Unreason, 
‘fonce again dight your gabs and be hushed—let us sce 
if the Cock of Kennaquhair will fight or flee the pit.” 

There was again a dead silence of expectation, of 
which, Father Ambrose availed himself to address his 
antagonist, seeing plainly that he could gain an audience 
on no other terms. ‘‘Wretched man!” said he, ‘‘ hast 
thou no better employment for thy carnal wit, than to 
employ it in leading these blind and helpless creatures 
into the pit of utter darkness?” 

‘* Truly, my brother,” replied Howleglas, ‘‘I can see 
little difference betwixt your employment and mine, save 
that you make a sermon of aj st, and 1 make a jest of a 
sermon.” 

‘*Unhappy being,” said the Abbot, ‘‘who hast no 
better subject of pleasantry than that which should make 
thee tremble—no sounder jest than thine own sins, and 
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no better objects for laughter than those who can absolve 
thee from the guilt of them!” 

‘‘Verily, my reverend brother,” said the'mock Abbot, 
‘what you sey might be true, if in laughing at hypo- 
crites, I meant to laugh at religion.—Oh, it is a precious 
thing to wear a long dress, with a girdle and a cowl—we 
become a holy pillar of Mother Church, and a boy must 
not play at ball against the walls for fear of breaking a 
painted window !" 

‘‘ And will you, my friends,” said the Abbot, looking 
round and speaking with a vehemence which secured 
him a tranquil audience for some time,—"‘ will you suffer 
a profane buffoon, within the very church of G&d, to 
insult his ministers? Many of you—all of you, perhaps 
—have lived under my holy predecessors, who were 
called upon to rule in this church where I am called 
upon to suffer. If you have worfdly goods, they are 
their gift; and, when you scorned not to accept better 
gifts—the mercy and forgiveness of the Church—were 
they not ever at your command ?—did we not pray while 
you were jovial—wake while you slept?” 

‘*Some of the good wives of the Halidome were wont 
to say so,” said the Abbot of Unreason ; but his jest 
met in this instance but slight applause, and Father 
Ambrose, having gained a moment's attention, hastened 
to improve it. 

‘‘What !"" said he; ‘‘and is this grateful—is it seemly 
—is it honest—to assail with scorn a few old men, from 
whose predecessors you hold all, and whose only wish is 
to die in peace among these fragmeftts of what was once 
the light of the land, ang,whose daily prayer is, that 
they may be removed ere that hour comes when the last 
spark shall be extinguished, and the land left in the 
darkness which it has chosen rather than light? We 
have not turned against you the edge of the spiritual 
sword, to revenge our temporal persecution; the tempest 
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of your wrath hath despoiled us of land, and deprived 
us almost of our daily food, but we have not repaid it 
with the thunders of excommunication—we only pray 
your leave to live and die within the church which is our 
own, invoking God, our Lady, and the Holy Saints to 
pardon your sins, and our pwn, undisturbed by scurril 
buffoonery and blasphemy.” 

This speech, so different in tope and termination from 
that which the crowd had pn, produced an effect 
upon their feelings unfavourable to the prosecution of 
their frolic. The morris-dancers stood still—the hobby- 
horsg surceased his capering—pipe and tabor were mute, 
and “silence, like a heavy cloud,’ seemed to descend on 
the once noisy rabble. Several] of the beasts were ob- 
viously moved to compunction ; the bear could not re- 
strain his sobs, and a huge fox was observed to wipe his 
eyes with his tail. But in especial the dragon, lately so 
tormidably rampant, now relaxed the terror of his*claws, 
uncoiled his tremendous rings, and grumbled out of his 
fiery throat, in a repentant tone, ‘‘By the mass, I 
thought no harm in exercising our old pastime, but an 
I had thought the good Father would have taken it so to 
heart, I would as soon have played your devil, as your 
dragon.” 

In this momentary pause, the Abbot stood amongst 
the miscellaneous and grotesque forms by which he was 
surrounded, triumphant as Saint Anthony, in Callot’s 
Temptations ; but Howleglas would not so resign his 
purpose. 

‘‘And how now, my masters!” said he, ‘‘is this fair 
play or no? “Have you nog ghosen me Abbot of Un- 
reason, and is it lawful for any of you to listen to common 
sense to-day? Was I not formally elected by you in 

solemn chapter, held in Luckie Martin's change-house, 
and will you now desert me, and give up your old pastime 
‘ privilege? Play out the play—and he that speaks 
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the next word of sense or reason, or bids us think or 
consider, or the like of that, which befits not the day, I 
will have him solemnly ducked in the mill-dam !” 

The rabble, mutable as usual, huzzaed, the pipe and 
tabor struck up, the hobby-horse pranced, the beasts 
roared, and even the repentant dragon began again to 
coil up his spires, and prepare himself for fresh gambols. 
But the Abbot might sti'l have overcome, by his eloquence 
and his entreaties, th@malicious designs of the revellers, 
had not Dame Magdalen Greeme given loose to the in- 
dignation which she had long suppressed. 

‘‘ Scoffers,"" she said, ‘‘and men of Belial5.-Blas- 
phemous heretics, and truculent tyrants ”’ 

‘Your patience, my sister, I entreat and I command 
you!’ said the Abbot; ‘‘let me do my duty—disturb 
me not in mine office !” 

But Dame Magdalen continued to thunder forth her 
threnis in the name of Popes and Councils, and in the 
name of every Saint, from St. Michael downward. ; 

‘“My comrades!” said the Abbot of Unreason, ‘‘this 
good dame hath not spoken a single word of reason, and 
therein may esteem herself free from the law. But what 
she spoke was meant for reason, and, therefore, unless 
she confesses and avouches all which she has said to be 
nonsense, it shall pass for such, so far as to incur the 
penalty of our statutes. Wherefore, holy dame, pilgrim, 
or abbess, be mute with thy mummery, or beware the 
mill-dam. We will have neither spiritual nor temporal 
scolds in our Diocese of Unreason !"’ 

As he spoke thus, he extended “his hand towards the 
old woman, while his fqllgwers shouted, ‘‘A doom—a 
doom !"’ and prepared to second his purpose, when lo! 
it was suddenly frustrated. Roland Grzme had wit- 
nessed with indignation thé insults offered to his old 
spiritual preceptor, but yet had wit enough to reflect he 
could render him no assistance, but might well, by in- 
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effective interference, make matters worse. But when he 
saw his aged relative in danger of personal violence, he 
gave way to the natural impetuosity of his temper, and, 
stepping forward, struck his poniard into the body of the 
Abbot of Unreason, whom the blow instantly prostrated 
on the pavement. ® 


CHAP. xv® 


As when in tumults rise the izgnoble crowd, 
Mad are their motions, and their tongues arc loud, 
nd stones and brands in rattling furies fry, 
And all the rustic arms which fury can supply— 
Then tf some grave and pious man appear, 
They hush their noise and lend a listening var, 
Dryven’s Virgil. 


DREADFUL shout of vengeance was raised by 

the revellers, whose sport was thus so fearfully 

interrupted ; but for an instant, the want of 
weapons amongst the multitude, as well as the inflamed 
features and brandished poniard of Roland Grzeme, kept 
them at bay, while the Abbot, horror-struck at the vio- 
lence, implored with uplifted hands pardon for blood- 
shed committed within the sanctuary. Magdalen Graeme 
alone expressed triumph in the blow her descendant had 
dealt to the scoffer, mixed, however, with a wild and 
anxious expression of terror for her grandson's safety. 
‘‘Let him perish,” she said, ‘‘in his blasphemy—let him 
die on the holy pavement which he has insulted !” 

But the rage of the multitude, the gricf of the Abbot, 
the exultation of the enthueigstic Magdalen, were all 
mistimed and unnecessary. Howleglas, mortally wounded 
as he was supposed to be, sprung alertly up from the 
floor, calling aloud, ‘‘ A miracle, a miracle, my masters ! 

‘brave a miracle as ever was wrought in the kirk of 

ennaquhair, And I chafge you, my masters, as your 
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lawfully chosen Abbot, that you touch no one without 
my command — You, wolf and bear, will guard this 
pragmatic youth, but without hurting him—And you, 
reverend brother, will, with your comrades, withdraw to 
your cells ; for our conference has ended like all confer- 
ences, leaving each of his,own mind as before ; and if 
we fight, both you, and your brethren, and the Kirk, will 
have the worst on't—Wherefore pack up your pipes and 
begone.”’ 

The hubbub was Gesining again to awaken, but still 
Father Ambrose hesitated, as uncertain to what path his 
duty called him, whether to face out the present storm, 
or to reserve himself for a better moment. His Brother 
of Unreason observed his difficulty, and said, in a tone 
more natural and less affected than that with which he 
had hitherto sustained his character, ‘‘ We came hither, 
my good sir, more in mirth than in mischief—our bark 
is woise than our bite—and, especially, we mean you no 
personal harm—wherefore, draw off while the play is 
good ; for it is ill whistling for a hawk when she is once 
on the soar, and worse to snatch the quarry from the 
ban-dog—Let these fellows once begin their brawl, and 
it will be too much for madness itself, let alone the 
Abbot of Unreason, to bring them back to the lure.” 

The brethren crowded around Father Ambrosius, and 
joined in urging him to give place to the torrent. The 
present revel was, they said, an ancient custom which his 
predecessors had permitted, and old Father Nicolas 
himself had played the dragon in ae days of the Abbot 
Ingelram. 

‘And we now reap the, fruit of the seed which they 
have so unadvisedly sown,” said Ambrosius; ‘‘ they 
taught men to make a mock of what is holy, what 
wonder that the descendants of scoffers become robbers 
and plunderers? But be it as you list, my brethren— 
move towards the dortorr-—-And you, dame, I commantl 
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you, by the authority which I have over you, and by 
your respect for that youth’s safety, that you go with us 
without farther speech—Yet, stay—what are your inten- 
tions towards that youth whom you detain prisoner ?— 
Wot ye,” he continued, addressing Howleglas in a stern 
tone of voice, ‘‘ that he bears#the livery of the House of 
Avenel? They who fear not the anger of Heaven, may 
at least dread the wrath of man\ 

‘‘Cumber not yourself concefhing him,” answered 
Howleglas, ‘‘ we know right well who and what he is.”’ 

‘« Let me pray,” said the Abbot, in a tone of entreaty, 
‘< thaggyou do him no wrong for the rash deed which he 
attempted in his imprudent zeal.” 

‘‘T say, trouble not yourself about it, father,’’ an- 
swered Howleglas, ‘‘ but move off with your train, male 
and female, or I will not undertake to save yonder she- 
saint from the ducking-stool—And as for bearing of 
malice, my stomach has no room for it ; it is, he added, 
clapping his hand on his portly belly, ‘‘ too well bum- 
basted out with straw and buckram—gramercy to them 
both—-they kept out that madcap’s dagger as well as a 
Milan corselet could have done.” 

In fact, the home-driven poniard of Roland Graeme 
had lighted upon the stuffing of the fictitious paunch, 
which the Abbot of Unreason wore as a part of his 
characteristic dress, and it was only the force of the blow 
which had prostrated that reverend person on the ground 
for a moment. . 

Satisfied in some degree by this man’s assurances, and 
compelled to give way to superior force, the Abbot Am- 
brosius retired from the churehmt the head of the monks- 
and left the court frec for the revellers to work their will. 
But, wild and wilful as these rioters were, they accom- 
panied the retreat of the religionists with none of those 
ghouts of contempt and derision with which they had at 
first hailed them. The Abbot's discourse had affected 
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some of them with remorse, others with shame, and all 
with a transient degree of respect. They remained silent 
until the last monk had disappeared through the side- 
door which communicated with their dwelling-place, and 
even then it cost some exhortations on the part of Howle- 
glas, some caprioles of the hobby-horse, and some 
wallops of the dragon, to rouse once more the rebuked 
spirit of revelry. 

‘“‘And how now, my saaeierse said the Abbot of 
Unreason ; ‘‘and whercfore look on me with such blank 
Jack-a-Lent visages? Will you lose your old pastime 
for an old wife's tale of saints and purgatory? Why, I 
thought you would have made all split long siice— 
Come, strike up, tabor and harp, strike up, fiddle and 
rebeck—dance and be merry to-day, and let care come 
to-morrow. Bear and wolf, look to your prisoner— 
prance, hobby—hiss, dragon, and halloo, boys—we grow 
older every moment we stand idle, and life is too short 
to be spent in playing mumchance.”’ 

This pithy exhortation was attended with the effect 
desired. They fumigated the church with burnt wool 
and feathers instead of incense, put foul water into the 
holy-water basins, and celebrated a parody on the church- 
service, the mock Abbot officiating at the altar; they 
sung ludicrous and indecent parodies, to the tunes of 
church hymns; they violated whatever vestments or 
vessels belonging to the Abbey they could lay their hands 
upon ; and, playing every freak which the whim of the 
moment could suggest to their wild caprice, at length 
they fell to more lasting deeds o: demolition, pulled 
down and destroyed som¢ -carved wood-work, dashed 
out the painted windows which had escaped former vio- 
lence, and in their rigorous search after sculpture dedi- 
cated to idolatry, began to destroy what ornaments yet 
remained entire upon the tombs, and around the cornices 
of the pillars. 
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The spirit of demolition, like other tastes, increases by 
indulgence ; from these lighter attempts at mischief, the 
more tumultuous part of the meeting began to meditate 
destruction on a more extended scale—‘‘ Let us. heave 
it down altogether, the old crow’s nest,” became a general 
cry among them; ‘‘it has served the Pope and his rooks 
too long;” and up they struek a ballad which was then 
popular among the lower classes 


“The Paip, that pagan full of pride, 
Hath blinded us ower lang, 
For where the blind the blind doth lead, 
® No marvel baith gae wrang. 
Like prince and king, 
He led the ring 
Of all iniquity. 
Sing hay trix, trim-go-trix, 
Under the greenwood tree. 


‘‘The Bishop rich, he could not preach : 
For sporting with the lasses ; 
The silly friar behoved to fleech 
For awmous as he passes ; 
The curate his creed 
He could not read,— 
Shame fa’ the company ! 
Sing hay trix, trim-go-trix, 
Under the greenwood tree.” 


Thundering out this chorus of a notable hunting song, 
which had been pressed into the service of some polemical 
poet, the followers of the Abbot of Unreason were turn- 
ing every moment mere tumultuous, and getting beyond 
the management even of that reverend prelate himself, 
when a knight in full armoifr? followed by two or three 
men-at-arms, entered the church, and in a stern voice 
commanded them to forbear their riotous mummery. 

His visor was up, but if it had been lowcred, the 
tognisance of the holly-branch sufficiently distinguished 
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Sir Halbert Glendinning, who, on his homeward road, 
was passing through the village of Kennaquhair; and 
moved, perhaps, by anxiety for his brother’s safety, had 
come directly to the church on hearing of the uproar. 

‘‘What is the meaning of this,’’ he said, ‘‘ my masters ? 
are yé Christian men, and the King’s subjects, and yet 
waste and destroy church and chancel like so many 
heathens?” 

All stood silent, heugh doubtless there were several 
disappointed and surprised at receiving chiding instead of 
thanks from so zealous a Protestant. 

The dragon, indeed, did at length take upon him to 
be spokesman, and growled from the depth of his painted 
maw, that they did but sweep Popery out of tne church 
with the besom of destruction. 

‘What! my friends,” replied Sir Halbert Glendinning, 
“‘think you this mumming and masking has not more of 
Popery in it than have these stone walls? Take the 
leprosy out of your flesh, before you speak of purifying 
stone walls—abate your insolent license, which leads but 
to idle vanity and sinful excess ; and know, that what 
you now practise, is one of the profane and unseemly 
sports introduced by the priests of Rome themselves, to 
mislead and to brutify the souls which fell into their 
net.” 

‘‘Marry come up—are you there with your bears?” 
muttered the dragon, with a draconic sullenness, which 
was in good keeping with his character; ‘‘we had as 
good have been Romans still, if Wwe are to have no free- 
dom in our pastimes !' 

‘Dost thou reply to m@¢go?” said Sir Halbert Glen- 
dinning ; ‘‘or is there any pastime in grovelling on the 
ground there like a gigantic kail-worm ?—Get out of thy 
painted case, or by my knighthood, I will treat you like 
the beast and reptile you have made yourself.” 

‘‘ Beast and reptile?” retorted the offended dragon, 
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“setting aside your knighthood, I hold myself as well a 
born man as thyself.” 

The Knight made no answer in words, but bestowed 
two such blows with the butt of his lance on the petulant 
dragon, that had not the hoops which constituted the 
ribs of the machine been pretwy strong, they would hardly 
have saved those of the actor from being broken. In all 
haste the masker crept out of hyg disguise, unwilling to 
abide a third buffet fram the lance'8f the enraged Knight. 
And when the ex-dragon stood on the floor of the church, 
he presented to Halbert Glendinning the well-known 
countenance of Dan of the Howle-thirst, an ancient com- 
rade oY his own, ere fate had raised him so high above 
the rank to which he was born. The clown looked 
sulkily upon the knight, as if to upbraid him for his 
violence towards an old acquaintance, and Glendinning’s 
own good-nature reproached him for the violence he had 
acted upon him. 

‘‘T did wrong to strike thee, Dan,” he said ; ‘‘but in 
truth I knew thee not—thou wert ever a mad fellow— 
come to Avenel Castle, and we shall see how my hawks 
fly.”” 
‘* And if we show him not falcons that will mount as 
merrily as rockets,” said the Abbot of Unreason, ‘I 
would your honour laid as hard on my bones as you did 
on his even now.” 

‘‘ How now, Sir Knave,” said the Knight, ‘‘and what 
has brought you hither ?”’ 

The Abbot, hastily ridding himself of the false nose 
which mystified his pAysiognomy, and the supplementary 
belly which made up his disgyige, stood before his master 
in his real character, of Adam Woodcock, the falconer of 
Avenel. 

‘* How, varlet !" said the Knight ; ‘‘ hast thou dared 
to come here and disturb the very house my brother was 
dwelling in ?”’ 
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‘“‘And fit was even for that reason, craving your 
honour’s pardon, that I came hither—for I heard the 
country was to be up to choose an Abbot of Unreason, 
and sure, thought I, I that can sing, dance, leap back- 
wards over a broadsword, and am as good a fool as ever 
sought promotion, have al® chance of carrying the office ; 
and if I gain my election, I may stand his honour’s 
brother in some stead. supposing things fall roughly out 
at the Kirk of Saint Mary's.” 

‘‘Thou art but a cogging knave,”’ said Sir Halbert, 
‘‘and well I wot, that love of ale and brandy, besides 
the humour of riot and frolic, would draw thee «" mile, 
when love of my house would not bring thee a yard. 
But, go to—carry thy roisterers elsewhere—to the ale- 
house if they list, and there are crowns to pay your 
charges—make out the day’s madness without doing 
more mischief, and be wise men to-morrow—and here- 
after learn to serve a good cause better than by acting 
like buffoons or ruffians.”’ 

Obedient to his master’s mandate, the falconer was 
collecting his discouraged followers, and whispering into 
their ears—‘‘ Away, away—tace is Latin for a candle— 
never mind the good Knight's puritanism—we will play 
the frolic out over a stand of double ale in Dame Martin 
the Brewster’s barn-yard—draw off, harp and tabor— 
bagpipe and drum—mum till you are out of the church- 
yard, then let the welkin ring again—move on, wolf and 
bear—keep the hind legs till you cross the kirk-stile, and 
then show yoursclves beasts of mettle—what devil sent 
him here to spoil our holiday !—but anger him not, my 
hearts ; his lance is no g#obse-feather, as Dan’s ribs can 
tell.”’ 

‘‘ By my soul,” said Dan, ‘‘ had it been another than 
my ancient comrade, I would have made my father's old 
fox fly about his ears !”’ : 

‘‘ Hush ! hush! man,” replied Adam Woodcock, ‘‘not 
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a word that way, as you value the safety of your bones— 
what, man? we must take a clink as it passes, so it is 
not bestowed in downright ill-will.” 

‘But I will take no such thing,” said Dan of the 
Howle-thirst, suddenly resisting the efforts of Woodcock, 
who was dragging him out of the church ; when the quick 
military eye of Sir Halbert Glendinning detecting Roland 
Greeme betwixt his two guardy the Knight exclaimed, 
‘So ho ! falconer—Woodcock—igiave, hast thou brought 
my Lady's page in mine own livery, to assist at this hope- 
ful revel of thine, with your wolves and bears? Since 

youre re at such mummings, you might, if you would, 

t least saved the credit of my household, by dress- 
ing him up as a jackanapes—bring him hither, fellows!” 

Adam Woodcock was too honest and downright to 
permit blame to light upon the youth, when it was un- 
deserved. ‘‘I swear,’ he said, ‘‘by Saint Martin of 
Bullions '""—— ° 

‘‘ And what hast thou to do with Saint Martin?” 

‘‘ Nay, little enough, sir, unless when he sends such 
rainy days that we cannot fly a hawk—but I say to your 
worshipful knighthood, that as I am a true man ""—— 

‘‘As you are a false varlet, had been the better 
obtestation.”’ 

‘* Nay, if your knighthood allows me not to speak,”’ 
said Adam, ‘‘I can hold my tongue—but the boy came 
not hither by my bidding, for all that.” 

‘* But to gratify his own malapert pleasure, I warrant 
me,” said Sir Halbert Glendinning—‘‘ Come hither, 
young springald, and tell me whether you have your 
mistress'’s license to be so far absent from the castle, or 
to dishonour my livery by* mingling in such a May- 
game?” 

‘*Sir Halbert Glendinning,” answered Roland Graeme 
with steadiness, ‘‘I have obtained the permission, or 

* rather the commands, of your lady, to dispose of my time 
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hereafter according to my own pleasure. I have been 2 
most unwilling spectator of this May-game, since it is 
your pleasure so to call it; and I only wear your livery 
until I can obtain clothes which bear no such badge of 
servitude.” 

‘‘How am I to understand this, young man?” said 
Sir Halbert Glendinning ; *‘ speak plainly, for I am no 
reader of riddles.—That my lady favoured thee, I know. 
What hast thou done {4 disoblige her, and occasion thy 
dismissal ?"’ 

‘‘ Nothing to speak of,’’ said Adam Woodcock, an- 
swering for the boy—‘‘a foolish quarrel with me, which 
was more foolishly told over again to my honoured tady, 
cost the poor boy his place. For my part, I will say 
freely, that I was wrong from beginning to end, except 
about the washing of the eyas’s meat. ‘There I stand to 
it that I was right.”’ 

With that the good-natured falconer repeated to his 
master the whole history of the squabble which had 
brought Roland Grzme into disgrace with his mistress, 
but in a manner so favourable for the page, that Sir 
Halbert could not but suspect his generous motive. 

‘Thou art a good-natured fellow,’ he said, ‘‘ Adam 
Woodcock.” 

‘‘As ever had falcon upon fst,’’-said Adam; ‘‘ and, 
for that matter so is Master Roland ; but, being half a 
gentleman by his office, his blood is soon up, and so is 
mine.” 

‘‘ Well,” said Sir Halbert, ‘‘ be it as it will, my lady 
has acted hastily, for this was no great matter of offence 
to discard the lad whom she had trained up for years ; 
but he, I doubt not, made“it worse by his prating—it 
jumps well with a purpose, however, which I had in my 
mind. Draw off these people, Woodcock, and you, 
Roland Graeme, attend me.” 

The page followed him in silence into the Abbot's: 

168 


THE ABBOT. 

house, where, stepping into the first apartment which he 
found open, he commanded one of his attendants to let 
his brother, Master Edward Glendinning, know that he 
desired to speak with him. The men-at-arms went 
gladly off to join their comrade, Adam Woodcock, and 
the jolly crew whom he had assembled at Dame Martin’s, 
the hostler’s wife, and the Page and Knight were left 
alone in the apartment. Sir Halbert Glendinning paced 
the floor for a moment in silege, and then thus ad- 
dressed his attendant— 

‘Thou mayst have remarked, stripling, that I have 
but seldom distinguished thee by much notice ;—I see 
thy Wlour rises, but do not speak till thou hearest me 
out. I say I have never much distinguished thee, not 
because I did not see that in thee which I might well 
have praised, but because I saw something blameable, 
which such praises might have made worse. Thy mis- 
tress, dealing according to her pleasure in her own douse- 
hold, as no one had better reason or title, had picked 
thee from the rest, and treated thee more like a relation 
than a domestic; and if thou didst show some vanity 
and petulance under such distinction, it were injustice 
not to say that thou hast profited both in thy exercises 
and in thy breeding, and hast shown many sparkles of a 
gentle and manly spirit. Moreover, it were ungenerous, 
having bred thee up freakish and fiery, to dismiss thee 
to want or wandering, for showing that very peevishness 
and impatience of discipline which arose from thy too 
delicate nurture. Therefore, and for the credit of my 
own household, I ag determined to retain thee in my 
train, until I can honourably dispose of thee elsewhere, 
with a fair prospect of thy gofhg through the world with 
credit to the house that brought thee up.” 

If there was something in Sir Halbert Glendinning's 
speech which flattered Roland’s pride, there was also 
much that, according to his mode of thinking, was an 
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alloy to the compliment. And yet his conscience in- 
stantly told him that he ought to accept, with grateful 
deference, the offer which was made him by the husband 
of his kind protectress; and his prudence, however 
slender, could not but admit he should enter the world 
under very different auspices as a retainer of Sir Halbert 
Glendinning, so famed for‘ wisdom, courage, and influ- 
ence, from those under which he might partake the wan- 
derings, and become én agent in the visionary schemes, 
for such they appeared to him, of Magdalen his relative. 
Still, a strong reluctance to re-enter a service from which 
he had been dismissed with contempt, almost copnter- 
balanced these considerations. : 

Sir Halbert Jooked on the youth with surprise, and 
resumed—‘‘ You seem to hesitate, young man. Are 
your own prospects so inviting, that you should pause ere 
you accept those which I should offer to you? or, must 
I remind you, that although you have offended your 
benefactress, even to the point of her dismissing you, 
yet I am convinced, the knowledge that you have gone 
unguided on your own wild way, into a world so dis- 
turbed as ours of Scotland, cannot, in the upshot, but 
give her sorrow and pain ; from which it is, in gratitude, 
your duty to preserve her, no less than it is in common 
wisdom your duty to accept my offered protection, for 
your own sake, where body and soul are alike endan- 
gered, should you refuse it.”’ 

Roland Grzeme replied in a respectful tone, but at the 
same time with some spirit, ‘‘l am not ungrateful for 
such countenance as has been afforded me by the Lord 
of Avenel, and I am glad to learn, for the first time, that 
I have not had the misfortune to be utterly beneath his 
observation, as I had thought—And it is only needful to 
show me how I can testify my duty and my gratitude to-. 
wards my early and constant benefactress with my life’s 
hazard, and I would gladly peril it.” He stopped. ‘ 

170 ; 


THE ABBOT. 


‘*These are but words, young man,” answered Glen- 
dinning ; ‘‘ large protestations are often used to supply 
the place of effectual service. I know nothing in’which 
the peril of your life can serve the Lady of Avenel; I can 
only say, she will be pleased to learn you have adopted 
some course which may ensyre the safety of your person, 
and the weal of your soul—What ails you, that you 
accept not that safety when it's, offered you?” 

‘«My only relative who is allve,” answered Roland, 
‘‘at least the only relative whom I have ever seen, has 
rejoined me since I was dismissed from the castle of 
Avegel, and I must consult with her whether I can adopt 
the line to which you now call me, or whether her in- 
creasing infirmities, or the authority which she is entitled 
to exercise over me, may not require me to abide with 
her.” 

‘‘Where is this relation?” said Sir Halbert Glen- 
dinning. : 

‘‘ In this house,” answered the Page. 

‘‘Go then and seek her out,” said the Knight of 
Avenel ; ‘‘ more than meet it is that thou shouldst have 
her approbation, yet worse than foolish would she show 
herself in denying it.” 

Roland left the apartment to seek for his grandmother ; 
and, as he retreated, the Abbot entered. 

The two brothers met as brothers who love cach 
other fondly, yet meet rarely together. Such indeed was 
the case. Their mutual affection attached them to each 
other ; but in every pursuit, habit, or septiment, con- 
nected with the dfscords of the times, the friend and 
counsellor of Murray stgog@ opposed to the Roman 
Catholic priest ; nor, indeed, could they have held very 
much society together, without giving cauge of offence 
and suspicion to their confederates on each side. After 

«a close embrace on the part of both, and a welcome on 
that of the Abbot, Sir Halbert Glendinning expressed his 
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satisfaction that he had come in time to appease the riot 
raised by Howleglas and his tumultuous followers. 

‘* And yet,” he said, ‘‘ when I look on your garments, 
brother Edward, I cannot hefp thinking there still re- 
mains an Abbot of Unreason within the bounds of the 
Monastery." 

‘‘And wherefore carp at my garments, brother Hal- 
bert ?"’ said the Abbot ; ‘‘éc is the spiritual armour of my 
calling, and, as such, Js:seems me as well as breastplate 
and baldric become your own bosom,” 

‘Ay, but there were small wisdom, methinks, in 
putting on armour where we have no power to fight; it 
is but a dangerous temerity to defy the foe whdm we 
cannot resist.” 

‘For that, my brother, no one can answer,” said the 
Abbot, ‘‘until the battle be fought ; and, were it even 
as you say, methinks a brave man, though desperate of 
victory, would rather desire to fight and fall, than to re- 
sign sword and shield on some mean and dishonourable 
composition with his insulting antagonist. But let us not, 
dear Halbert, make discord of a theme on which we cannot 
agree, but rather stay and partake, though a heretic, of 
my admission feast. You need not fear, my brother, that 
your zeal for restoring the primitive discipline of the 
Church will, on this occasion, be offended with the rich 
profusion of a conventual banquet. The days of our old 
friend Abbot Boniface are over; and the Superior of 
Saint Mary’s has neither forests nor fishings, woods nor 
pastures, nor ‘corn-fields ;—neither flocks nor herds, 
bucks nor wild-fowl—granaries of wheat, nor storehouses 
of oil and wine, of ale and of mead. The refectioner's 
office is ended ; and such a meal as a hermit in romance 
can offer to a wandering knight, is all we have to set 
before you.” But, if you will share it with us, we shall 
eat it with a cheerful heart, and thank you, my brother, 
for your timely protection against these rude scoffers.” 
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‘‘ My dearest Edward,” said the Knight, ‘‘it grieves 
me deeply I cannot abide with you; but it would sound 
ill for us both were one of the reformed congregation 
to sit down at your admission feast; and, if I can 
ever have the satisfaction of affording you effectual pro- 
tection, it will be much owigg to my remaining unsus- 
pected of countenancing or approving your religious rites 
und ceremonies. It will demar& whatever consideration 
I can acquire among my own frierfis, to shelter the bold 
man, who, contrary to law and the edicts of parliament, 
has dared to take up the office of Abbot of Saint Mary’s,” 

“@Qyouble not yourself with the task, my brother,” 
replied Father Ambrosius. ‘‘I would lay down my 
dearest blood to know that you defended the Church for 
the church’s sake ; but, while you remain unhappily her 
enemy, I would not that you endangered your own 
safety, or diminished your own comforts, for the sake of 

ae ‘ en. 
my individual protection—But who comes hither to dis- 
turb the few minutes of fraternal communication which 
our evil fate allows us?” 

The door of the apartment opened as the Abbot spoke, 
and Dame Magdalen entered. 

‘* Who is this woman ?” said Sir Hatbert Glendinning, 
somewhat sternly, ‘‘and what does she want ?”’ 

‘‘That you know me pot,” said the matron, “signifies 
little ; I come by your own order, to give my free consent 
that the stripling, Roland Grzeme, return to your ser- 
vice ; and, having said so, I cumber you no longer with 
my presence. Peace be with you!’ She turned to go 
away, but was stopped by the inquiries of Sir Halbert 
Glendinning. 

‘*Who are you ?—what ae you ?—and why do you 
not await to make me answer ?” 

**T was,’ she replied, ‘‘ while yet I belonged to the 
world, a matron of no vulgar name ; now I am Magdalen, 
a poor pilgrimer, for the sake of Holy Kirk,” 
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**Yea," said Sir Halbert, ‘‘art thou a Catholic? I 
thought my dame said that Roland Graeme came of 
reformed kin.” 

‘His father,”’ said the matron, ‘‘was a heretic, or 
rather one who regarded ncither orthodoxy nor heresy— 
neither the temple of the chyrch or of antichrist. I, too, 
for the sins of the times make sinners, have seemed to 
conform to your unhalloyéd rites—but I had my dispen- 
sation and my absolutrdn.” 

‘You see, brother,” said Sir Halbert, with a smile of 
meaning towards the Abbot, ‘‘that we accuse you not 
altogether without grounds, of mental equivocation,” 

‘« My brother, you do us injustice,” replicd the AGbot ; 
“‘this woman, as her bearing may of itself warrant you, 
is not in her perfect mind. ‘Thanks, I must needs say, 
to the persecution of your marauding barons, and of 
your latitudinarian clergy.” 

‘*T Will not dispute the point,’ said Sir Halbert ; ‘‘the 
evils of the time are unhappily so nymerous, that both 
churches may divide them, and have enow to spare.”” So 
saying, he leaned from the window of the apartment, 
and winded his bugle. 

‘“Why do you sound your horn, my brother?” 
said the Abbot ; ‘‘we have spent but few minutes to- 
gether.” 

“ Alas!” said the elder brothef, ‘(and even these few 
have been sullied by disagreement. I sound to horse, 
my brother—the rather that, to avert the consequences 
of this day's rashness on your part, requires hasty efforts 
on mine—Dame, you will oblige me oy letting your young 
relative know that we mount instantly. I intend not that 
he shall return to Avenel With me—it would lead to new 
quarrels betwixt him and my household; at least to 
taunts which his proud heart could ill brook, and my 
wish is to do him kindness. He shall, therefore, go for- 
ward to Edinburgh with one of my retinue, whom I shah 
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send back to say what has chanced here.—You seem re- 
joiced at this?” -he added, fixing his eyes keenly on 
Magdalen Grzme, who returned his gaze with calm 
indifference. 

‘‘T would rather,”’ she said, ‘‘that Roland, a poor and 
friendless orphan, were the jest of the world at large, 
than of the menials at Avenct 

‘‘ Fear not, dame—he shall 
answered the Knight. ® 

‘“‘I¢ may be,” she replied—‘‘ It may well be—but I 
will trust more to his own bearing than to your countc- 
nang,” She left the room as she spoke. 

The Knight looked after her as she departed, but 
turned instantly to his brother, and expressing, in the 
most affectionate terms, his wishes for his welfare and 
happiness, craved his leave to depart. ‘‘ My knaves,”’ 
he said, ‘‘are too busy at the ale-stand, to leave their 
revelry for the empty breath of a bugle horn." . 

“You have freed them from higher restraint, Hal- 
bert,” answered the Abbot, ‘‘and thercin taught them to 
rebel against your own.”’ 

‘‘Fear not*that, Idward,” exclaimed Halbert, who 
never gave his brother his monastic name of Ambrosius ; 
‘‘none obey the command of real duty so well as those 
who are free from the observance of slavish bondage.” 

He was turning to depart, when the Abbot said— 
‘‘Let us not yet part, my brother—here comes some 
light refreshment. Leave not the house which I must 
now call mine, till force expel me from it, until you have 
at least broken bread®with me.” 

The poor lay brother, the game who acted as porter, 
now entered the apartment, bearing some simple refresh- 
ment, and a flask of wine. ‘‘ He had found it,” he said, 
with officious humility, ‘‘by rummaging through every 
nook of the cellar.” 

*The Knight filled a small silver cup, and, quaffing it 


scorned by neither,’* 
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off, asked his brother to pledge him, observing, the wine 
was Bacharac, of the first vintage, and great age. 

‘‘ Ay,” said the poor lay brother, ‘' it came out of the 
nook which old brother Nicolas (may his soul be 
happy !) was wont to call Abbot Ingelram's corner ! and 
Abbot Ingelram was bred at the Convent of Wurtz- 
burg, which I understand ‘o be near where that choice 
wine grows.” 

' “True, my reverertd ‘sir,” said Sir Halbert; ‘‘and 
therefore I entreat my brother and you to pledge me in 
a cup of this orthodox vintage.” 

The thin old porter looked with a wishful g*.nce 
towards the Abbot. ‘‘ Do veniam,” said his Superior ; 
and the old man seized, with a trembling hand, a 
beverage to which he had been long unaccustdmed ; 
drained the cup with protracted delight, as if dwelling 
on the flavour and perfume, and sct it down with a 
melancholy smile and shake of the head, as if bidding 
adieu in future to such delicious potations. ‘The brothers 
smiled. But when Sir Halbert motioned to the Abbot 
to take up his cup and do him reason, the Abbot, in 
turn, shook his head, and replied—'‘ This is no day for 
the Abbot of Saint Mary’s to eat the fat and drink the 
sweet. In water from our Lady’s well,” he added, filling 
a cup with the limpid element, ‘‘I wish you, my brother, 
all happiness, and above all, a true sight of your spiritual 
errors. 

‘‘And to you, my beloved Edward,” replied Glen- 
dinning, ‘‘I wish the free exercise of your own free 
reason, and the discharge of more important duties than 
are connected with the icl. mame which you have so 
rashly assumed.” 

The brothers parted with deep regret ; and yet, each 
confident in his opinion, felt somewhat relieved by the 
absence of one whom he respected so much, and with 
whom he could agree so little. 
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Soon afterwards the sound of the Knight of Avenel’s 
trumpets was heard, and the Abbot went to the top of 
the tower, from whose dismantled battlements he could 
soon see the horsemen ascending the rising ground in 
the direction of the drawbridge. As he gazed, Magdalen 
Grzeme came to his side. 

‘« Thou art come,” he saic\ ‘‘ to catch the last glimpse 
of thy grandson, my sister. NYonder he wends, under 
the ¢harge of the best knight i pcotland, his faith ever 
excepted.” 

‘‘Thou canst bear witness, my father, that it was no 
wisp either of mine or of Roland's,” replied the matron, 
‘*whtch induced the Knight of Avenel, as he is called, 
again to entertain my grandson in his household— 
Heaven, which confounds the wise with their own wis- 
dom, and the wicked with their own policy, hath placed 
him where, for the service of the Church, I would most 
wish him to be.” ‘ 

‘‘T know not what you mean, my sister,” said the 
Abbot. 

‘‘ Reverend father,” replied Magdalen, ‘‘ hast thou 
never heard that there are spirits powerful to rend the 
walls of a castle asunder when once admitted, which yet 
cannot enter the house unless they are invited, nay, 
dragged over the threshold?* Twice hath Roland 
Graeme been thus drawn into the household of Avenel 
by those who now hold the title. Let them look to the 
issue.” 

So saying, she left the turret; and the Abbot, after 
pausing a moment qn her words, which he imputed to 
the unsettled state of her mind, followed down the wind- 
ing stair to celebrate his admission to his high office by 
fast and prayer, instead of revelling and thanksgiving. 
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CHAP. XVI. 


Youth ! thou wear'st to manhood now, 

Darker lip and darker brow, 

Statelier step, more pensive inien, 

In thy Jace and gazt are seen; 

Thou must now btook midnight watches, 

Take thy food géd sport by snatches ; 

For the gantlyl and the jest, 

Thou wert wont to love the best, 

Graver follies must thou follow, 

But as senseless, fulse, and hollow. 
LirE—A Porn’: 


OUNG Roland Grzme now trotted gaily for- 
ward in the train of Sir Halbert Glendinning. 
He was relieved from his most galling appre- 
hension,—the encounter of the scorn and taunt which 
mighy possibly hail his immediate return to the Castle of 
Avenel. ‘‘ There will be a change ere they see me 
again,” he thought to himself; ‘(1 shall wear the coat 
of plate, instead of the green jerkin, and the steel morion 
for the bonnet and feather. They will be bold that may 
venture to break a gibe on the man-at-arms for the follies 
of the page ; and I trust, that ere we return I shall have 
done somethiug more worthy of note than hallooing a 
hound after a deer, or scrambling a crag for a kite’s 
nest." He could not, indeed, help marvelling that his 
grandmother, with all her religious prejudices, leaning, 
it would seem, to the other side, had consented So readily 
to his re-entering the service of tke House of Avenel ; 
and yet more, at the mysterious joy with which she took 
leave of him at the Abbey: © 
‘‘ Heaven,” said the dame, as she kissed’ her young 
relation, and bade him farewell, ‘‘ works its own work, 
even by the hands of those of our enemies who think 
themselves the strongest and the wisest. Thou, my 
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child, be ready to act upon the call of thy religion and 
country ; and remember, each earthly bond which thou 
canst form, is, compared to the ties which bind thee to 
them, like the loose flax to the twisted cable.—Thou 
hast not forgot the face or form of the damsel Catherine 


Seyton?” 

Roland would have replich in the ncgative, but the 
word, seemed to stick in his tiRmat, and Magdalen con- 
tinued her exhortations. : 

‘‘Thou must not forget her, my son; and here I 
intrust thee with a token, which I trust thou wilt speedily 
find@gn opportunity of delivering with care and secrecy 
into her own hand.” 

She put here into Roland’s hand a very small packet, 
of which she again enjoined him to take the strictest 
care, and to suffer it to be seen by no onc save Catherine 
Seyton, who, she again (very unnecessarily) reminded 
him, was the young maiden he had met on the pre- 
ceding day. She then bestowed on him her solemn 
benediction, and bade God speed him. 

There was something in her manner and her conduct 
which impliéd mystery ; but Roland Graeme was not of 
an age or temper to waste much time in endeavouring to 
decipher her meaning. All that was obvious to his per- 
ception in the present journey, promised pleasure and 
novelty. He rejoiced that he was travelling towards 
Edinburgh, in order to assume the character of a man, 
and lay aside that of a boy. He was delighted to think 
that he would have an opportunity of rejoining Catherine 
Seyton, whose bright*eyes and lively manners had made 
so favourable an impression en, his imagination ; and, as 
an inexperienced, yet high-spirited youth, entering for 
the first time upon active life, his heart bounded at the 
thought, that he was about to see all those scenes of 
courtly splendour and warlike adventures, of which the 
followers of Sir Halbert used to boast on their occasional 
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‘visits to Avenel, to the wonderment and envy of those who, 
like Roland, knew courts and camps only by hearsay, 
‘and were condemned to the solitary sports and almost 
monastic seclusion of Avenel, surrounded by its lonely 
lake, and embosomed among its pathless mountains. 
‘‘They shall mention my name,’ he said to himself, ‘‘ if 
the risk of my life can puéchase me opportuniffes of dis- 
tinction, and Catheringéseyton’s saucy eye shall rest with 
more respect on the distinguished soldicr, than that 
with which she laughed to scorn the raw and inexpe- 
rienced page.’’—There was wanting but one accessory 
to complete the sense of rapturous excitation, gnd he 
possessed it by being once more mounted on the back 
of a fiery and active horse, instead of plodding along on 
foot, as had been the case during the preceding days. 

Impelled by the liveliness of his own spirits, which so 
many circumstances tended naturally to exalt, Roland 
Graime's voice and his laughter were soon distinguished 
amid the trampling of the horses of the retinue, and 
more than once attracted the attention of their leader, 
who remarked with satisfaction, that the youth replied 
with good-humoured raillery to such of the train as jested 
with him on his dismissal and return to the service of 
the House of Avenel. 

‘*]T thought the holly-branch in your bonnet had been 
blighted, Master Roland?” said one of the men-at-arms. 

‘‘QOnly pinched with half-an-hour’s frost; you see it 
flourishes as green as ever.” 

‘‘It is too grave a plant to flourish on so hot a soil as 
that head-piece of thine, Master Raland Grzeme,” retorted 
the other, who was an old equerry of Sir Halbert Glen- 
dinning. os 

‘‘If it will not flourish alone,” said Roland, ‘“‘I will 
mix it with the laurel and the myrtle—and I will carry 
them so near the sky, that it shall make amends for their 
stinted growth.” . 
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Thus speaking, he dashed his spurs into his horse's 
sides, and, checking him at the same time, compelled 
him to execute a lofty caracole. Sir Halbert Glendin- 
ning looked at the demeanour of his new attendant with 
that sort of melancholy pleasure with which those who 
have long followed the pursuigs of life, and are sensible 
of their vanity, regard the hy. young, and buoyant 
spirit» to whom existence, as “wet, is only hope and 
promise. Md 

In the meanwhile, Adam Woodcock, the falconer, 
stripped of his masquing habit, and attired, according to 
his r@qk and calling, in a green jerkin, with a hawking- 
bag on the one side, and a short hanger on the other, a 
glove on his left hand which reached half-way up his arm, 
and a bonnet and feather upon his head, came after the 
party as fast as his active little galloway-nag could 
trot, and immediately entered into parley with Roland 
Graeme. 

‘‘So, my youngster, you are once more under shadow 
of the holly-branch . 

‘* And in case to repay you, my good friend,” answered 
Roland, ‘‘ yeur ten groats of silver.” 

** Which, but an hour since,” said the falconer, ‘‘ you 
had nearly paid me with ten inches of steel. On my 
1aith, it is written in the book of our ey that I must 
brook your dagger after all.” 

‘‘Nay, speak not of that, my good friend,” said the 
vouth, ‘‘I would rather have broached my own bosom 
than yours ; but who could have known you in the mum- 
ming dress you wore?” 

‘*Yes,”’ the falconer resumgeg—for both as a poet and 
actor he had _ his own professional share of self-conceit— 
‘‘Y think I was as good a Howleglas as ever played part 
at a Shrovetide revelry, and not a much worse Abbot of 
books I defy the Old Enemy to unmask me when 

choose to keep my vizard on. What the devil brought 
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the Knight on us before we had the game out? You 
would have heard me hollo my own new ballad with a 
voice should have reached to Berwick. But I pray you, 
Master Roland, be less free of cold steel on slight occa- 
sions ; since, but for the stuffing of my reverend doublet, 
I had only left the kirk ? take my place in the kirk- 
yard.” ! 

‘* Nay, spare me that séad,” said Roland Greeme,, ‘‘ we 
shall have no time te fight it out; for, by our lord’s 
command, I am bound for Edinburgh.” 

‘I know it,” said Adam Woodcock, ‘‘and even there- 
fore we shall have time to solder up this rent by the ‘ay, 
for Sir Halbert has appointed mc your companion and 
guide.” 

‘* Ay ? and with what purpose ?” said the page. 

‘‘ That,” said the falconer, ‘' is a question I cannot 
answer; but I know, that be the food of the eyases 
washeti or unwashed, and, indeed, whatever becomes of 
perch and mew, I am to go with you to Edinburgh, and 
see you Safely delivered to the. Regent at Holyrood.” 

‘‘ How, to the Regent ?"’ said Roland, in surprise. 

‘‘ Ay, by my faith, to the Regent,’ replied Woodcock; 
‘‘I promise you, that if you are not to enter his service, 
at least you are to wait upon him in the character of a 
retainer of our Knight of Avenel.” 

‘‘T know no right,” said the youth, ‘‘which the 
Knight of Avenel hath to transfer my scrvice, supposing 
that I owe it to himself.” 

‘‘ Hush, hush !” said the falconer ; ‘‘ that is a question 
T advise no one to stir in until he Kas the mountain or 
the lake, or the march of gnother kingdom, which is 
better than either, betwixt him and his feudal superior.” 

‘‘But Sir Halbert Glendinning,” said the youth, 
*‘is not my feudal superior; nor has he aught of au- 
thority "——. 

‘7 pray you, my son, to rein your tongue,” answered’ 
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Adam Woodcock ; ‘‘my lord’s displeasure, if you pro- 
voke it, will be worse to appease than my lady's. The 
touch of his least finger were heavier than her hardest 
blow. And, by my faith, he’is a man of steel, as true 
and as pure, but as hard and as pitiless. You remember 
the Cock of Capperlaw, wham he hanged over his gate 
for a mere mistake—a poor Ne of oxen taken in Scot- 
land, when he thought he wasstaking them in English 
land? I loved the Cock of Capperlaw ; the Kerrs had 
not an honester man in their clan, and they have had 
men that might have been a pattern to the Border—men 
thaSyvould not have lifted under twenty cows at once, 
and would have held themselves dishonoured if they had 
taken a drift of sheep, or the like, but always managed 
their raids in full credit and honour.—-But see, his wor- 
ship halts, and we are close by the bridge. Ride up— 
ride up—we must have his last instructions.” 

It was as Adam Woodcock said. In the hollo& way 
descending towards the bridge, which was still in the 
guardianship of Peter Bridgeward, as he was called, 
though he was now very old, Sir Halbert Glendinning 
halted his. retinue, and beckoned to Woodcock and 
Grzeme to advance to the head of the train. 

‘‘ Woodcock,” said he, ‘‘ thou knowest to whom thou 
art to conduct this youth. And thou, young man, obey 
discreetly and with diligence the orders that shall be 
given thee. Curb thy vain and peevish temper. Be just, 
true, and faithful ; and there is in thee that which may 
raise thee many a degree above thy present Station. 
Nei ‘always supposing thine efforts to be 
fair and honest—want the pgotection and countenance of 
Avenel.” 

Leaving them in front of the bridge, the centre tower 
of which now began to cast a prolonged shade upon the 
river, the Knight of Avenel turned to the left, without 
Crossing the river, and pursued his way towards the chain 
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of hills within whose recesses are situated the Lake and 
Castle of Avenel. ‘There remained behind, the falconer, 
Roland Greeme, and a domestic of the Knight, of inferior 
rank, who was left with them to look after their horses 
while on the road, to carry their baggage, and to attend 


to their convenience 

So soon as the more c Zamerons body of riders had 
turned off to pursue thei journey westward, those whose 
route lay across the river, and was directed towards the 
north, summoned the Bridgeward, and demanded a free 


passage. i 
‘‘T will not lower the bridge,” answered Peter,4A a 
voice querulous with age and_ ill-humour.—'‘‘ Come 


Papist, come Protestant, ye are all the same. The 
Papists threatened us with Purgatory, and fleeched us 
with pardons—the Protestant mints at us with his sword, 
and cyjttles us with the liberty of conscience ; but never 
a one of either says, ‘ Peter, there is your penny.’ I am 
well tired of all this, and for no man shall the bridge fall 
that pays me not ready money; and I would have you 
know I care as little for Geneva as for Rome—as little 
for homilies as for pardons; and the silver pennies are 
the only passports I will hear of.” 

‘* Here is a proper old chuff !"’ said Woodcock to his 
companion ; then raising his voice, he exclaimed, ‘‘ Hark 
thee, dog—Bridgeward, villain, dost thou think we have 
refused thy namesake Peter’s pence to Rome, to pay 
thine at the Bridge of Kennaquhair? Let thy bridge 
down instantly to the followers of the house of Avenel, 
or by the hand of my father, and that handled many a 
bridle rein, for he was a blutf Yorkshireman—lI say, by 
my father's hand, our Knight will blow thee out of thy 
solan-goose’s nest there in the middle of the water, with 
the light falconet which we are bringing southward from 
Edinburgh to-morrow.’ 

The Bridgeward heard, and muttered, ‘‘A plague on. 
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falcon and falconet, on cannon and demi-cannon, and all 
the barking bull-dogs whom they halloo against stone 
and lime in these our days! It was a merry time when 
there was little besides handy blows, and it may bea 
flight of arrows that harmed an ashlar wall as little as so 
many hailstones. But we raust jouk and let the jaw 
gang by.”” Comforting himse¥ in his state of diminished 
conséquence with this pithy ol4 proverb, Peter Bridge- 
ward lowered the drawbridge, and permitted them to 
pass over. At the sight of his white hair, albeit it dis- 
covered a visage equally peevish through age and mis- 
fortuke, Roland was inclined to give him an alms, but 
Adam Woodcock prevented him. ‘‘ E’en let him pay 
the penalty of his former churlishness and greed,” he 
said ; ‘‘the wolf, when he has lost his teeth, should be 
treated no better than a cur.”’ 

Leaving the Bridgeward to lament the alteratjon of 
times, which sent domineering soldiers and feudal re- 
tainers to his place of passage, instead of peaceful pil- 
grims, and reduced him to become the oppressed, instead 
of playing the extortionet, the travellers turned them 
northward ; and Adam Woodcock, well acquainted with 
that part of the country, proposed to cut short a con- 
siderable portion of the road, by traversing the little vale 
of Glendearg, so famous for the adventures which befell 
therein during the earlier part of the Benedictine’s manu- 
script. With these, and with the thousand commentaries, 
representations, and misrepresentations, to which they 
had given rise, Roland Grzeme was, of course, well ac- 
quainted ; for, in the Castle of Avenel, as well as in 
other great establishments, #4 inmates talked of nothing 
so often, or with such pleasure, as of the private affairs 
of their lord and lady. But while Roland was viewing 
with interest these haunted scenes, in which things were 
gaid to have passed beyond the ordinary laws of nature, 
Adam Woodcock was still regretting in his secret soul 
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the unfinished revel and the unsung balled, and kept 
every now and then breaking out with some such verses 
as these :— 
“* The Friars of Fail drank berry-brown ale, 
The best that e’re was tasted ; 
The Monks of Melypse made gude kale 
On Fridays, vif sie fasted, 
Saint Mogfince’ sister, se 
The gray priest kist her— 
Fiend save the company ! 
Sing hay trix, trim-go-trix, 
Under the greenwood tree !” 


‘*By my hand, friend Woodcock,” said the coe 
‘“‘though I know you fora hardy gospeller, that fear 
neither saint nor devil, yet, if I were you, I would not 
sing your profane songs in this valley of Glendearg, con- 
sidering what has happened here before our time.”’ 

‘‘A "straw for your wandering spirits!" said Adam 
Woodcock ; ‘‘I mind them no more than an erne cares 
for a string of wild-geese—they have all fled since the 
pulpits were filled with honest men, and the people's ears 
with sound doctrine. Nay, I have a touch at them in my 
ballad, an I had but had the good luck to have it sung to 
end ;" and again he set off in the same key :— 


‘* From haunted spring and grassy ring, 
Troop goblin, elf, and fairy ; 
And the kelpie must flit from the black bog-pit, 
And the brownie must not tarry ; 
To Limbo-lake, 
Their way they take, a 
With scarce the pith to flee. 
Sing hay-trix, tfirf go-trix, 
Under the greenwood tree ! 


T think,” he added, ‘‘ that could Sir Halbert’s patience 

have stretched till we came that length, he would have 

had a hearty laugh, and that is what he seldom enjoys.” 
TRA 
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*‘ Tf it be all true that men tell of his early life,”’ said 
Roland, ‘‘he has less right to laugh at goblins than most 
men. 

‘‘Ay, zf it be all true,” answered Adam Woodcock ; 
‘* but who can ensure us of that? Moreover, these were 
but tales the monks used to gull us simple laymen 
withal ; they knew that fairit‘ and hobgoblins brought 
aves, and paternosters into resute ; but, now we have 
given up worship of images in woad and stone, methinks 
it were no time to be afraid of bubbles in the water, or 
shadows in the air.”” 

“fiowever,” said Roland Graeme, ‘‘as the Catholics 
say they do not worship wood or stone, but only as em- 
blems of the holy saints, and not as things holy in them- 
selves " 

‘‘Pshaw ! pshaw !" answered the falconer ; ‘‘a rush 
for their prating. They told us another story when these 
baptized idols of theirs brought pike-staves and sarfdalled 
shoon from all the four winds, and whillied the old women 
out of their corn and their candle-ends, and their butter, 
bacon, wool, and cheese, and when not so much as a grey 
groat escaped tithing.” 

Roland Grzeme had been long taught, by necessity, to 
consider his form of religion as a profound secret, and to 
say nothing whatever in its defence when assailed, lest he 
should draw on himself the suspicion of belonging to the 
unpopular and exploded church. He therefore suffered 
Adam Woodcock to triumph without farther opposition, 
marvelling in his own mind whether any of the goblins, 
formerly such actife® agents, would avenge his rude 
raillery before they left the yalley of Glendearg. But no 
such consequences followed. They passed the night quietly 
in a cottage in the glen, and the next day resumed their 
route to Edinburgh. 
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CHAP. XVII. 


Edina! Scotia's darling seat, 
All hail thy palaces and towers, 
Where once, beneath a monarchs feet, 
Sate legislation’ ysovereiyn powers !—PBuRNS. 


HIS, then, is Edig4urgh ?” said the youth, as the 
fellow-travellers, arrived at one of the heights to 
the southward, which commanded a view of the 
great northern capital—‘‘ This is that Edinburgh of which 
we have heard so much !"’ 

‘Even so," said the falconer ; ‘‘ yonder stands & 
Reekie—you may see the smoke hover over her at twenty 
miles’ distance, as the goss-hawk hangs over a plump of 
young wild-ducks—ay, yonder is the heart of Scotland, 
and each throb that she gives is felt from the edge of 
Solway*to Duncan’s-bay-head. See, yonder is the old 
Castle ; and see to the right, on yon rising ground, that 
is the Castle of Craigmillar, which I have known a merry 
place in my time.” 

‘‘Was it not there,”’said the page in a low voice, ‘‘ that 
the Queen held her court ?” 

‘* Ay, ay," replied the falconer, ‘‘ Queen she was then, 
though you must not call her so now.—Well, they may 
say what they will—many a true heart will be sad for 
Mary Stuart, e’en if all be true men say of her; for, 
look you, Master Roland—she was the loveliest creature 
to look upon that I ever saw with eye, and no lady in the 
land liked better the fair flight of a falcon. I was at the 
great match on Roslin Moor betwixt Bothwell—he was a 
black sight to her that Bothell—and the Baron of Roslin, 
who could judge a hawk’s flight as well as any man in 
Scotland—ez butt of Rhenish and a ring of gold was the 
wager, and it was flown as fairly for as ever was red gold 
and bright wine. And to see her there on her whitee 
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palfrey, that flew as if it scorned to touch more than the 
heather blossom ; and to hear her voice, as clear and 
Sweet as the mavis's whistle, mix among our jolly 
whooping and whistling ; and to mark all the nobles 
dashing round her; happiest he who got a word ora 
look—tearing through moss and hagg, and venturing 
neck and limb to gain the }vaise of a bold rider, and the 
blink of a bonny Queen's brijsht eye ;—she will see little 
hawking where she lies now—ay; ay, pomp and pleasure 
pass away as speedily as the wap of a falcon’s wing.” 

‘* And where is this poor Queen now confined ?” said 
R&Jjand Grzme, interested in the fate of a woman whose 
beauty and grace had made so strong an impression 
even on the blunt and careless character of Adam Wood- 
cock. 

‘‘ Where is she now imprisoned ?” said honest Adam ; 
‘‘why, in some castle in the north, they say—I know not 
where, for my part, nor is it worth while to vex one’s self 
anent what cannot be mended—An she had guided her 
power well whilst she had it, she had not come to so evil 
a pass. Men say she must resign her crown to this little 
baby ofa prince, for that they will trust her with it no 
longer. Our master has been as busy as his neighbours 
in all this work. If the Queen should come to her own 
again, Avenel Castle is like to smoke for it, unless he 
makes his bargain all the better.” 

‘‘In a castle in the north Queen Mary is confined?” 
said the page. 

‘* Why, ay—they say so, at least—In a castle beyond 
that great river which comes down yonder, and looks 
like a river, but it isa branch of the sea, and as bitter as 
brine.” ; 

‘“‘And amongst all her subjects,” said the page, with 
some emotion, ‘‘is there none that will adventure anything 
for her relief ?’’ 

‘‘ That is a kittle question,” said the falconer ; ‘‘and if 
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you ask it often, Master Roland, I am fain to tell you 
that you will be mewed up yourself in some of those 
castles, if they do not prefer twisting your head off, to 
save farther trouble with you—Adventure anything ? 
Lord, why Murray has the wind in his poop now, man, 
and flies so high and strong, that the devil a wing of them 
can match him—wNo, no > there she is, and there she 
must lie, till Heaven sen@her deliverance, or till her son 
has the management «of all—But Murray will never let 
her loose again, he knows her too well.—And _ hark thee, 
we are now bound for Holyrood, where thou wilt find 
plenty of news, and of courtiers to tell it—But, takgy .ny 
counsel, and keep a calm sough, as the Scots say—hear 
every man’s counsel, and keep yourown. And if you 
hap to learn any news you like, leap not up as if you were 
to put on armour direct in the cause—Our old Mr. 
Wingate says—and he knows court-cattle well—that if 
you afe told old King Coul is come alive again, you 
should turn it off with, ‘And is he in truth?—TI heard not 
of it,’ and should seem no more moved, than if one told 
you, by way of novelty, that old King Coul was dead and 
buried. Wherefore, look well to your bearing, Master 
Roland, for, 1 promise you, you come among a genera- 
tion that are keen as a hungry hawk—And never be 
dagger out of sheath at every wry word you hear 
spoken ; for you will find as hot blades as yourself, and 
then will be letting of blood without advice either of leech 
or almanac.” 

‘* You shall see how staid I will be, and how cautious, 
my good friend,” said Graeme; ‘‘‘but, blessed Lady, 
what goodly house is that which is lying all in ruins so 
close to the city? Have they been playing at the Abbot 
of Unreason here, and ended the gambol by burning the 
church?” 

‘« There again now,” replied his companion, ‘‘ you go 
down the wind like a-wild haggard, that minds neither 
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lure nor beck—that is a question you should have asked 
in as low a tone as I shall answer it." 

‘*If I stay here long,” said Roland Grzeme, ‘‘it is like I 
shall lose the natural use of my voice—but what are the 
ruins then ?”’ 

‘‘The Kirk of Field,”’ said the falconer, in a low and 
impressive whisper, laying av\the same time his finger on 
his lip ; ‘‘ask no more about ’—somebody got foul play, 
and somebody got the blame of it ; and the game began 
there which perhaps may not be played out in our time. 
—Poor Henry Darniey ! to be an ass, he understood 
somewhat of a hawk ; but they sent him on the wing 
through the air himself one bright moonlight night.” 

‘The memory of this catastrophe was sorecent, that the 
page averted his eyes with horror from the scathed ruins 
in which it had taken place ; and the accusations against 
the Queen, to which it had given rise, came over his 
mind with such strength as to balance the compassion he 
had begun to entertain for her present forlorn situation. 

It was, indeed, with that agitating state of mind which 
arises partly from horror, but more from anxious 
interest and curiosity, that young Graeme found him- 
self actually traversing the scene of those tremendous 
events, the report of which had disturbed the most dis- 
tant solitudes in Scotland, like the echoes of distant 
thunder rolling among the mountains. 

‘‘ Now,” he thought, ‘‘ now or never shall I become a 
man, and bear my part in those deeds which the simple 
inhabitants of our hamlets repeat to each other as if they 
were wrought by beings of a superior order to their own. 
I will know now, wherefore the Knight of Avenel carries 
his crest so much above those of the neighbouring baron- 
age, and how it is that men, by valour and wisdom, 
work their way from the hoddin-grey coat to the cloak of 
scarlet and gold. Men say I have not much wisdom to 
gecommend me; and if that be true, courage must do 
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it; for I will be a man amongst living men, or a dead 
corpse amongst the dead.” 

From thes? dreams of ambition he turned his thoughts 
to those of pleasure, and began to form many conjec- 
tures, when and where he should sce Catherine Seyton, 
and in what manner their acquaintance was to be re- 
newed. With such conjegtures he was amusing himself, 
when he found that thoy bad. entered the city, and all 
ther feelings were suspended in the sensation of giddy 
astonishment with which an inhabitant of the country 
is affected, when, for the first time, he finds himself in 
the strects of a large and populous city, a unit in the 
midst of thousands. aa 

The principal street of Edinburgh was then, as now, 
one of the most spacious in Europe. The extreme 
height of the houses, and the varicty of Gothic gables 
and battlements, and balconies, by which the sky-line on 
each gide was crowned and terminated, together with 
the width of the street itself, might have struck with sur- 
prise a more practised eye than that of young Graeme. 
The population close packed within the walls of the city, 
and at this time increased by the number of the lords of the 
King's party who had thronged to Edinburgh to wait 
upon the Regent Murray, absolutely swarmed like bees 
on the wide and stately street. Instead of the shop- 
windows, which are now calculated for the display of 
goods, the traders had their open booths projecting onthe 
strect, in which, as in the fashion of the modern bazaars, 
all was exposed which they had upon sale. And though 
the commodities were not of the richest kinds, yet Graeme 
thought he beheld the wealth of the whole world in the 
various bales of Flandcrs,cisths, and the specimens of 
tapestry ; and, at other places, the display of domestic 
utensils and pieces of plate struck him with wonder. The 
sight of cutlers’ booths, furnished with swords and. 
poniards which were manufactured in Scotland, and 
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with pieces of defensive armour, imported from Ilanders, 
added to his surprise ; and, at every step, he found so 
much to admire and to gaze upon, that Adam Wood- 
cock had no little difficulty in prevailing on him to 
advance through such a scene of enchantment. 

The sight of the crowds which filled the streets was 
equally a subject of wonder‘ Here a gay lady, in her 
muffler or silken veil, traced htt way dclicately, a gentle- 
man-usher making way for her, .. page bearing up her 
train, and a waiting-gentlewoman carrying her Bible, thus 
intimating that her purpose was towards the church— 
The he might see a group of citizens bending the same 
way, with their short Flemish cloaks, wide trousers, and 
high-caped doublets, a fashion to which, as well as to 
their bonnet and feather, the Scots were long faithful. 
Then, again, came the clergyman himself, in his black 
Geneva cloak and band, lending a grave and attentive 
ear to the discourse of several persons who accompanied 
him, and who were doubtless holding serious converse 
on the religious subject he was about to treat of. Nor 
did there lack passengers of a different class and 
appearance. 

At every turn, Roland Graeme might see a_ gallant 
ruffle along in the newer or French mode, his doublet 
slashed, and his points of the same colours with the lining, 
his long sword on one side, and his poniard on the 
other, behind him a body of stout serving-men, propor- 
tioned to his estate and quality, all of whom walked with 
the air of military retainers, and were armed with sword 
and buckler, the ladier being a small round shield, not 
unlike the Highland target. having a steel spike in the 
centre. Two of these parties, each headed by a person 
of importance, chanced to meet in the very centre of the 
street, or as it was called, ‘‘ the crown of the causeway,” 
a post of ‘honour as tenaciously asserted in Scotland as 
that of giving or taking the wall used to be in the more 
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southern pert of the island. The two leaders being of 
equal rank, and most probably, either animated by 
political dislike, or by recollection of some feudal enmity, 
marched close up to each other, without yiclding an inch 
to the right or the left; and neither showing the least pur- 
pose of giving way, thcy stopped for an instant, and 
then drew their swords. weir followers imitated their 
example ; about a score @ weapons at once flashed in 
the sun, and there was an immediate clatter of swords 
and bucklers, while the followers on cither side cried 
their master’s name ; the onc shouting ‘‘ Help, a Leslie ! 
a Leslie !"’ while the others answered with shouty.of 
‘“‘Seyton! Seyton!’’ with the additional punning 
slogan, ‘‘Set oun, Set on — bear the knaves to the 
ground !”’ 

If the falconer found difficulty in getting the page to 
go forward before, it was now perfectly impossible. He 
reined ‘up his horse, clapped his hands, and, delighted 
with the fray, cried and shouted as fast as any of those 
who were actually engaged in it. 

The noise and cries thus arising on the Iligh-gate, as 
it was called, drew into the quarrel two or three other 
parties of gentlemen and their servants, besides some 
single passengers, who, hearing a fray betwixt these two 
distinguished names, took part in it either for love or 
hatred. 

‘The combat became now very sharp, and although the 
sword-and-buckler men made more clatter and noise 
than they did real damage, yet scveral good cuts were 
dealt among them ; and those who Wore rapiers, a more 
formidable weapon than the ordinary Scottish swora, 
gave and reccived dangerous wounds. Two men were 
already stretched on the causeway, and the party of 
Seyton began to give ground, being much inferior in 
number to the other, with which several of the citizens 
had united themscives, when young Roland Greeme, 
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beholding their leader, a noble gentleman, fighting 
bravely, and hard pressed with numbers, could withhold 
no longer. ‘‘Adam Woodcock,” he said, ‘' an you be 
a man, draw, and let us take part with the Seyton.” 
Aud without waiting a reply, or listening to the falconer’s 
earnest entreaty that he would leave alonc a strife in 
which he had no concern, the fiery youth sprung from 
his horse, drew his short swe¢d, and shouting like the 
rest, “A Scyton ! a Seyton ! Sct, on! Set on!” thrust 
forward into the throng, and struck down one of those 
who was pressing hardest upon the gentleman whose 
came: he espouscd. This sudden rcinforcement gave 
spirit to the weaker party, who began to renew the 
combat with much alacrity, when four of the magis- 
trates of the city, distinguished by their velvet cloaks 
and gold chains, came up witha guard of halberdiers 
and citizens, armed with long weapons, and, well accus- 
tomed to such service, thrust boldly forward, an@ com- 
pelled the swordsmen to separate, who immediately re- 
treated in different directions, Icaving such of the 
wounded on both sides as had been disabled in the fray 
lying on the street. 

The falconer, who had been tearing his beard for 
anger at his comrade’s rashness, now rode up to him 
with the horse which he had caught by the bridle, and 
.ccosted him with—‘‘ Mastcr Roland—master goose 
—imaster madcap—will it please you to get on horse, 
and budge? or will you remain here to be carried to 
prison, and made to answer for this pretty day’s work ?” 

The Page, who hai begun his retreat along with the 
Seytons, just as if be had begn one of their natural allies, 
was by this unceremonious application made sensible 
that he was acting a foolish part; and obeying Adam 
Woodcock with some sense of shame, he sprung actively 
on horseback, and upsetting with the shoulder of the 
Mimal a city-officer who was making towards him, 
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he began to ride smartly down the street along with his 
companion, and was quickly out of the reach of the hue 
andcry. In fact, rencounters of the kind were so common 
in Edinburgh at that period, that the disturbance seldom 
excited much attention after the affray was over, unJess 
some person of consequence chanced to have fallen, an 
incident which imposed ae friends the duty of aveng- 
ing his death on the firg#convenient opportunity, | De 
feeble, indecd, was thegarm of the police, that it was not 
unusual for such skirmishes to last for hours where the 
parties were numerous and well matched. But at this 
time the Regent, a man of great strength of charay.-r, 
aware of the mischief which usually arose from such acts 
of violence, had prevailed with the magistrates to kecp 
aconstant guard on foot for preventing or separating such 
affrays as had happened in the present case. 

The falconer and his young companion were now 
riding down the Canongate, and had slackened their pace 
to avoid attracting attention, the rather that there seemed 
to be no appearance of pursuit. Roland hung his head 
as one who was conscious his conduct had been none of 
the wisest, whilst his companion thus addressed him : 

‘‘Will you be pleased to tell me one thing, Master 
Roland Greme, and that is, whether there be a devil 
incarnate in you or no?” 

‘““Truly, Master Adam Woodcock," answered the 
Page, ‘‘1 would fain hope there is not.” 

‘*Then,” said Adam, ‘‘I would fain know by what 
other influence or instigation you are perpetually at one 
end or the other of some bloody brawl? What, | pray, 
nad you to do with these Seytons and Leslies, that you 
never heard the names of iA your life before ?”’ 

‘You are out there, my friend,’ said Roland Grzme, 
“I have my own reasons for being a friend to the 
Seytons.”’ 

‘‘They must have been very secret reasons, then, * 
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answered Adam Woodcock, ‘‘for I think I could have 
wagered you had never known one of the name; and I 
am apt to believe still that it was your unhallowed 
passion for that clashing of cold iron, which has as much 
charm for you as the clatter of a brass pan hath for a 
hive of bees, rather than any care cither for Scyton or for 
Leslie, that persuaded you tothrust your fool's head into 
a querrel that nowise concernetl you. But take this for 
a warning, my young master, tMat if you are to draw 
sword with every man who draws sword on the High-gate 
here, it will be scarce worth your while to sheathe bilbo 
age@a for the rest of your life, since, if I guess rightly, it 
will scarce endure on such terms for many hours—all 
which I leave to your serious consideration.” 

‘By my word, Adain, I honour your advice; and I 
promise you, that I will practise by it as faithfully as if I 
were sworn apprentice to you, to the trade and inystery 
of bearing myself with all wisdom and safety through the 
new paths of life that I am about to be engaged in.” 

‘‘And therein you will do well,” said the falconer ; 
‘fand I do not quarrel with you, Master Roland, for 
having @ grain over much spirit, because I know one 
may bring to the hand a wild hawk which one never can 
a dunghill hen—and so betwixt two faults you have the 
best on't. But besides your peculiar genius for quar- 
relling and lugging out your side companion, my dear 
Master Roland, you have also the gift of peering under 
every woman’s muffler and screen, as if you expected to 
find an old acquaintance. Though were you to spy one, 
I should be as muth surprised at it, well wotting how 
few you have seen of thesg same wild-fowl, as I was at 
your taking so deep an interest even now in the Seyton.” 

‘‘ Tush, man! nonsense and folly,” answered Roland 
Graeme; ‘‘I but sought to see what eyes these gentle 
hawks have got under their hood.” 

* « Ay, but it’s a dangerous subject of inquiry,” said the 
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falconer ; ‘‘ you had better hold out your bare wrist for 
an cagle to perch upon.—Look you, Master Roland, 
these pretty wild-geese cannot be hawked at without risk 
—they have as many divings, boltings, and volleyings, as 
the most gamesome quarry that falcon ever flew at—And 
besides, every woman of them is manned with her hus- 
band, or her kind friend, Pi her brother, or her cousin, 
or her sworn servant at the lcast—But you heed me not, 
Master Roland, though I know the game so well—your 
eye is all on that pretty damsel who trips down the gate 
before us-~by my certes, I will warrant her a blithe 
dancer either in reel or revel—a pair of silver mofisco 
bells would become these pretty ankles as well as the 
jesses would suit the fairest Norway hawk.” 

‘« Thou art a fool, Adam,” said the Page, ‘‘ and I care 
not a button about the git] or her ankles—But, what the 
foul fignd, one must look at something !" 

‘*Very true, Master Roland Greeme,” said his guide, 
‘‘but let me pray you to choose your objects better. 
Look you, there is scarce a woman walks this High-gate 
with a silk screen or a pearlin muffler, but, as I said 
before, she has either gentleman-usher before her, or 
kinsman, or lover, or husband, at her elbow, or it may 
be a brace of stout fellows with sword and buckler, not 
so far behind but what they can follow cldse—But you 
heed me no more than a goss-hawk minds.a yellow 
yoldring.” 

‘*O yes, Ido—I do mind you indeed,” said Roland 
Greeme ; ‘‘but hold my nag a bit—] will be with you in 
the exchange of a whistle.” So saying, and ere Adam 
Woodcock could finish the gérmon which was dying oa 
his tongue, Roland Graeme, to the falconer’s utter as- 
tonishment, threw him the bridle of his jennet, jumped 
off horseback, and pursued down one of the closes or 
narrow lanes, which, opening under a vault, terminate 


upon the main street, the very maiden to whom his friend 
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had accused him of showing so much attention, and’who 
had turned down the pass in question. 

‘‘Saint Mary, Saint Magdalen, Saint Bencdict, Saint 
Barnabas !" said the poor falconer, when he found him- 
self thus suddenly brought to a pausc in the midst of the 
Canongate, and saw his young charge start off like a 
madman in quest of a darysel whom he had never, as 
Adgm supposed, seen in his‘tife before,—‘* Saint Satan 
and Saint Beelzebub—for this would make one swear 
saint and devil—what can have come over the lad, with 
a wanion! And what shall I do the whilst?—he will 
1&e his throat cut, the poor lad, as sure as I was Worn 
at the foot of Roseberry-Topping. Could I find some 
one to hold the horses ! but they are as sharp here north- 
away as in canny Yorkshire hersclf, and quit bridle, quit 
titt, as we say. An I could but see one of our folks 
now, a holly-sprig were worth a gold tassel ; or could 1 
but see one of the Regent’s men—but to leave thé horses 
to a stranger, that I cannot—and to leave the place 
while the lad is in jeopardy, that I wonot.” 

We must leave the falconer, however, in the midst of 
his distress, and follow the hot-heacecd youth who was 
the cause of his perplexity. 

The latter part of Adam Woodcock’s sage remon- 
strances had becn in a great measure lost upon Roland, 
for whose benefit it was intended ; because, in one of the 
female forms which tripped along the street, muffled in 
a veil of striped silk, like the women of Brussels at this 
day, his eye had discerned something which closely re- 
sembled the exqflisite shape and spirited bearing of 
Catherine Seyton.—Durigg all the grave advice which 
the falconer was dinning in his ears, his eye continued 
intent upon so interesting an object of observation ; and 
at length, as the damsel, just about to dive under one of 
» the arched passages which afforded an outlet to the 
Canongate from the houses beneath (a passage, graced 
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by a projecting shield of arms, supported by two huge 
foxes of stone), had lifted her veil for the purpose per- 
haps of descrying who the horseman was who for some 
time had eyed her so closely, young Roland saw, under 
the shade of the silken plaid, enough of the bright azure 
eyes, fair locks, and blithe features, to induce him, like 
an inexperienced and ras¥ madcap, whose wilful ways 
never had been traverse4 by contradiction, nor much 
subjected to consideration, to throw the bridle of his 
horse into Adam Woodcock’s hand, and leave him to 
play the waiting gentleman, while he dashed down the 
paved court after Catherine Seyton—all as aforesaid g* 

Women's wits are proverbially quick, but apparently 
those of Catherine suggested no better expedient than 
fairly to betake herself to speed of foot, in hopes of 
baffling the page’s vivacity, by getting safely lodged before 
he could discover where. But a youth of eighteen, in 
pursuit of a mistress, is not so easily outstripped. Cathe- 
rine fled across a paved court, decorated with large for- 
mal vases of stone, in which yews, cypresses, and other 
evergreens, vegetated in sombre sullenness, and gave a 
correspondent degree of solemnity to the high and heavy 
building in front of which they were placed as orna- 
ments, aspiring towards a square portion of the blue 
hemisphere, corresponding exactly in extent to the quad- 
rangle in which they were stationed, and all around 
which rose huge black walls, exhibiting windows in rows 
of five storeys, with heavy architraves over each, bearing 
armorial and religious devices. 

Through this court Catherine Se$ton flashed like a 
hunted doe, making the begt use of those pretty legs 
which had attracted the commendation even of the re- 
flective and cautious Adam Woodcock. She hastened 
towards a large door in the centre of the lower front of 
the court, pulled the bobbin till the latch flew up, and 
ensconced herself in the ancient mansion. But, if shé 
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fled like a doe, Roland Graeme followed with the speed 
and ardour of a youthful staghound, loosed for the first 
time on his prey. He kept her in view in spite of her 
efforts ; for it is remarkable what an advantage, in such 
a race, the gallant who desires to sce, possesses over the 
maiden who wishes not to be seen—an advantage which 
I have known counterbalance a great start in point of 
distance. In short, he saw the,waving of her screen, or 
veil, at one corner, heard the tap of her foot, light as 
that was, as it crossed the court, and caught a glimpse 
of her figure just as she entered the door of the mansion. 

Peland Graeme, inconsiderate and headlong as we 
have described him, having no knowledge of real life 
but from the romances which he had read, and not an 
idea of checking himself in the midst of any cager im- 
pulse, possessed, besides, of much courage and readi- 
ness, never hesitated for a moment to approach the door 
through which the object of his search had disappeared. 
He, too, pulled the bobbin, and the latch, though heavy 
and massive, answered to the summons, and arose. The 
page entered with the same precipitation which had 
marked, his whole proceeding, and found himself ina 
large gloomy hall, or vestibule, dimly lighted by latticed 
casements of painted glass, and rendered yet dimmer 
through the exclusion of the sunbeams, owing to the 
height of the walls of those buildings by which the 
courtyard was enclosed. The walls of the hall were sur- 
rounded with suits of ancient and rusted armour, inter- 
changed with huge and massive stone-scutcheons, bearing 
double tressures, fleured and counter-fleured, wheat- 
sheaves, coronets, and so forth, things to which Roland 
Graeme gave not a moment's attention. 

In fact, he only deigned to observe the figure of 
Catherine Seyton, who, deeming herself safe in the hall, 
had stopped to take breath after her course, and was 
reposing herself for a moment on a large oaken settle 
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which stood at the upper end of the hall. The noise of 
Roland's entrance at once disturbed her; she started up 
with a faint scream of surprise, and escaped through one 
of the several folding-doors which opened into this 
apartment as a common centre. This door, whish 
Roland Greeme instantly approached, opened on a large 
and well-lighted gallery, /at the upper end of which he 
could hear several voicés, and the noise of hasty steps 
approaching towards the hall or vestibule. A little re- 
called to sober thought by an appearance of serious 
danger, he was deliberating whether he should stand fast 
or retire, when Cathcrine Seyton re-entered from g*ide- 
door, running towards him with as much speed as a few 
minutes since she had fied from him. 

‘‘Oh, what mischicf brought you hither?” she said ; 
‘‘fly—fly, or you are a dead man,—or stay—they come—. 
flight is impossible—say voucame to ask for Lord Seyton.” 

She sprung from him and disappeared through the 
door by which she had made her second appearance ; 
and at the same instant, a pair of large folding-doors at 
the upper end of the gallery flew open with vehemence, 
and six or seven young gentlemen, richly dressed, pressed 
forward into the apartment, having for the greater part 
their swords drawn. 

‘‘Who is it,’ said one, ‘‘ dare intrude on us in our 
own mansion?” 

‘* Cut him to pieces,’’ said another; ‘let him pay for 
this day's insolence and violence—-he is some follower of 
the Rothes.” 

‘No, by Saint Mary,” said anofner ; ‘‘ he isa follower 
of the arch-fiend and enngpled clown Halbert Giendin- 
ning, who takes the style of Avenel—once a church- 
vassal, now a pillager of the church.” 

‘*It is so,” said a fourth ; ‘‘ 1 know him by the holly- 
sprig, which is their cognisance. Secure the door, he 
must answer for this insolence." . 
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Two of the gallants, hastily drawing their weapons, 
passed on to the door by which Roland had entered the 
hall, and stationed themselves there as if to prevent his 
escape. The others advanced on Graeme, who had just 
sonse enough to perceive that any attempt at resistance 
would be alike fruitless and imprudent. At once, and by 
various voices, none of which sounded amicably, the 
page svas required to say who he was, whence he came, 
his name, his errand, and who Xent him hither. The 
number of the questions demanded of him at once, 
afforded a2 momentary apology for his remaining silent, 
andre that brief truce had elapsed, a personage entered 
the hall, at whose appearance those who had gathered 
ticreely around Roland, fell back with respect. : 

This was a tall man, whose dark hair was already 
grizzled, though his eye and haughty featurcs retained 
ull the animation of youth. The upper part of his per- 
son was undressed to his Holland shirt, whose ample 
folds were stained with blood. But he wore a mantle of 
crimson, lined with rich fur, cast around hirn, which sup- 
plied the deficiency of his dress. On his head he hada 
crimsor velvet bonnet, looped up on one side with a 
small golden chain of many links, which, going thrice 
round the hat, was fastened by a medal, agrceably to 
the fashion amongst the grandees of the time. 

‘* Whom have you here, sons and kinsmen,” said he, 
‘faround whom you crowd thus roughly ?—Know you not 
that the shelter of this roof should secure every one fair 
treatment, who shall come hither either in fair peace, or 
in open and manly ffostility 2?” 

‘* But here, my lord,’’ answered one of the youths, ‘‘is 
a knave who comes on treacherous espial !”’ 

‘‘I deny the charge!" said Roland Graeme, boldly, 
“* I came to inquire after my Lord Seyton.” 

** A likely tale,” answered this accusers, ‘‘ in the mouth 
df « follower of Glendinning." 
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**Stay, young men,” said the Lord Seyton, for it was 
that nobleman himself, ‘‘let me look at this youth—By 
Heaven, it is the very same who came so boldly to my 
side not very many minutes since, when some of my own 
knaves bore themselves with more respect to their own 
worshipful safety than to mine! Stand back from him, 
for he well deserves honour and a friendly welcome at 

our hands, instead of this rough treatment.’ 

They fell back on al: sides, obedient to Lord Seyton’ Ss 
commands, who, taking Roland Graeme by the hand, 
thanked him for his prompt and gallant assistance, add- 
ing, that he nothing doubted, ‘‘the same interest wich 
he had taken in his cause in the affray, brought him 
hither to inquire after his hurt.” 

Roland bowed low in acquiescence. 

‘‘Or is there anything in which I can serve you, to 
show my sense of your ready gallantry?” 

But’ ‘the Page, thinking it best to abide by the apology 
for his visit which the Lord Seyton had so aptly himself 
suggested, replied, ‘‘ that to be assured of his lordship's 
safety, had been the only cause of his intrusion. He 
judged,” he added, ‘‘he had seen him receive some hurt 
in the affray.”’ 

‘(A trifle,” said Lord Seyton; ‘‘I had but stripped 
my doublet, that the chirurgeon might put some dressing 
on the paltry scratch, when these rash boys interrupted 
us with their clamour."’ 

Roland Graeme, making a low obeisance, was now 
about to depart, for, relieved from the danger of being 
treated as a spy, he began next to‘fear, that his com- 
panion, Adam Woodcock, whom he had so unceremo- 
niously quitted, would either bring him into some further 
dilemma, by venturing into the hotel in quest of him, or 
ride off and leave him behind ditogether. But Lord 
Seyton did not permit him to escape so easily.—‘‘ Tarry,” 
he said, ‘‘voung man, and let me know thy rank art 
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name. The Seyton has of late been more wont to see 
friends and followers shrink from his side, than to receive 
aid from strangers—but 2 new world may come round, 
in which he may have the chance of rewarding his well- 
wishers,”’ 

‘My name is Roland Greme, my lord,” answered the 
youth, ‘‘ a page, who, for the present, is in the service of 
Sir Halbert Glendinning.” 

‘‘T said so from the first,” said ane of the young men ; 
‘‘my life I will wager, that this is a shaft out of the here- 
tic’s quiver—a stratagem from first to last, to ingyre into 
yo@® confidence some espial of his own. They know 
how to teach both boys and women to play the intelli- 
gencers.” 

‘That is false, if it be spoken of me,” said Roland; 
‘*no man in Scotland should teac'’: me such a foul part !” 

‘‘I believe thee, boy,” said Lord Seyton, ‘‘ for thy 
strokes were too fair to be dealt upon an understwnding 
with those that were to receive them. Credit me, how- 
ever, I little expected to have help at need from one of 
your master’s household ; and I would know what moved 
thee in my quarrel, to thine own endangering !"’ 

‘*So please you, my lord,” said Roland, ‘‘I think my 
master himself would not have stood by, and seen an 
honourable man borne to earth by odds, if his single arm 
could help him. Such at least, is the lesson we were 
taught in chivalry at the Castle of Avenel.” | 

‘‘ The good seed hath fallen into good ground, young 
man,” said Seyton; ‘‘ but alas! if thou practise such 
honourable war in tkese dishonourable days, when right 
is everywhere borne down by mastery, thy life, my poor 
boy, will be but a short one.” 

‘* Let it be short, so it be honourable,” said Roland 
Greeme ; ‘‘and permit me now, my lord, to commend 
me to your grace, and to take my leave. A comrade 
waits with my horse in the street.” . 
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** Take this, however, young man,” said Lord Seyton,* 
undoing from his bonnet the golden chain and medal, 
“‘and wear it for my sake.” 

With no little pride Roland Greme accepted the gift, 
which he hastily fastened around his bonnet, as he had 
seen gallants wear such an ornament, and renewing his 
obeisance to the Baron, left the hall, traversed the court, 
and appeared in the street, just as Adam Woodcock, 
vexed and anxious at kis delay, had determined to leave 
the horses to their fate, and goin quest of his youthful 
comrade. ‘’ Whose barn hast thou broken next?” he 
exclaimed, greatly relieved by his appearance, althgizh 
his countenance indicated that he had passed through an 
agitating scene. 

‘‘Ask me no questions,” said Roland, leaping gaily 
on his horse ; ‘‘ but see how short time it takes to win a 
chain of gold,” pointing to that which he now wore. 

‘““Now, God forbid that thou hast either stolen it, or 
reft it by violence,” said the falconer ; ‘' for, otherwise, I 
wot not how the devil thou couldst compassit. I have 
been often here, ay, for months at an end, and no one 
gave me either chain or medal.” 

‘* Thou seest I have got one on shorter acquaintance 
with the city,” answered the Page, ‘‘ but set thine honest 
heart at rest ; that which is fairly won and freely given, is 
neither reft nor stolen.” 

‘Marry, hang thee, with thy fanfarona about thy 
neck!" said the falconer; ‘‘I think water will not 
drown, nor hemp strangle thee. Thou hast been dis- 
carded as my lady’s page, to come ia again as my lord’s 
squire, and for following a noble young damsel into some 
great household, thou gette€t a chain and medal, where 
another would have had the baton across his shoulders, 
if he missed having the dirk in his body. —But here we 
come in front of the old Abbey. Bear thy good luck 
with you when you cross these paved stones, and, by 
Our Lady, you may brag Scotland.’ 
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Ag he spoke, they checked their horses, where the huge 
old vaulted entrance to the Abbey or Palace of Holyrood 
crossed the termination of the street down which they 
had proceeded. The courtyard of the palace apened 
within this gloomy porch, showing @he front of an irre- 
gular pile of monastic buildings, one wing of which is 
still extant, forming a part of the modern palace, erected 
in the days of Charles II. 

At the gate of the porch the flconer and page re- 
signed their horses to the serving-man in attendance ; 
the ari commanding him, with an air of authority,. 
to them safely to the stables.—‘‘ We follow,” he 
said, ‘‘the Knight of Avenel.—We must bear ourselves 
for what we are here,” said he, in a whisper to Roland, 
‘* for every one here is looked on as they demean them- 
selves ; and he that is too modest must to the wall, as 
the proverb says ; therefore, cock thy bonnet, man. and 
let us brook the causeway bravely.” 

Assuming, therefore, an air of consequence, corre~ 
sponding to what he supposed to be his master’s import- 
ance and quality, Adam: Woodcock Jed the way into the 
courtyard of the Palace of Holyrood. 


CHAP. XVIII. 


The sky ts clouded, Gaspard, 
And the vex'd occan sleeps a troubled sieep, 
BSencath a lurid gleam Of parting sunshine. 
Such slumber Rangs o'er discontented lands, 
While factions doubt, ag yet, if they have strength 
To front the open battle. —ALBION, A Porm. 


HE youthful page paused on the entrance of the 
courtyard, and implored his guide to give him a 
moment's breathing space. ‘‘ Let me but look 


around me, man,” said he; ‘‘you consider not I have 
‘y 
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never seen such a scene as this before.—And this is 
Holyrood—the resort of the gallant and gay, and the 
fair, and the wise, and the powerful!” 

‘‘ Ay, marry, is it !’’ said Woodcock ; ‘' but I wish I 
could hood thee as they do the hawks, for thou starest 
as wildly as if you sought another fray or another fanfa- 
rona. I would I had thee safely housed, for thou lookest 
wild as a goss-hawk.” 

It was indeed no cbmmon sight to Roland, the vesti- 
bule of a palace, traversed by its various groups,—some 
radiant with gaiety—some pensive, and apparently 
weighed down by affairs concerning the state, or 
cerning themselves. Here the hoary statesman, with his 
cautious yet commanding look, his furred cloak and 
sable pantoufies ; there the soldier in buff and steel, his 
long sword jarring against the pavement, and his whis- 
kered | upper lip and frowning brow, looking an habitual 
defiance of danger, which perhaps was not always made 
good ; there again passed my lord’s serving-man, high 
of heart, and bloody of hand, humble to his master and 
his master's equals, insolent to all others. To these 
might be added, the poor suitor, with his anxious look 
and depressed micn—the officer, full of his brief au- 
thority, elbowing his betters, and possibly his bene- 
factors, out of the road—the proud pricst who sought a 
better benefice—the proud baron who sought a grant of 
church lands—the robber chief, who came to solicit a 
pardon for the injuries he had inflicted on his neighbours 
—the plundered franklin, who came to seek vengeance 
for that which he had himself rec€ived. Besides there 
was the mustering and dispesition of guards and soldiers 
—the dispatching of messengers, and the receiving them 
—the trampling and neighing of horses without the a 
—the flashing of arms, and rustling of plumes, and 
jingling of spurs, within it. In short, it was that 
and irae confusion, in which the eye of oe - 
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all that is brave and brilliant, and that of experience 
much that is doubtful, deceitful, false, and hollow—hopes 
that will never be gratified—promises which will never be 
fulfilled—pride i in the disguise of humility—and insolence 
in that of frank and generous bounty. 

As, tired of the eager and enraptured attention which 
the page gave toa scene so new to him, Adam Wood- 
cock yendeavoured to get him to move forward, before 
his exuberance of astonishment should attract the obser- 
vation of the sharp-witted denizens of the court, the 
falconer himself became an object of attention to a gay 

m@Mal in a dark-green bonnet and feather, with a cloak 
of a corresponding colour, laid down, as the phrase then 
went, by six broad bars of silver lace, and welted with 
violet and silver. ‘The words of recognition burst from 
both at once. ‘‘ What! Adam Woodcock at Court!" 
and ‘‘What! Michael Wing-the-wind—and how runs 
the hackit greyhound bitch now?” 

‘‘ The waur for the wear, like ourselves, ree 
years this grass—no four legs will carry a dog for ever ; 
but we keep her for the breed, and so she ‘scapes Border 
doom.—But why stand you gazing there? I promise 
you my lord has wished for you and asked for 
you.” 

**My Lord of Murray asked for me, and he event 
of the kingdom too!” said Adam. ‘‘] hunger and 
thirst to pay my duty to my good lord ;—but I fancy his 
good lordship remembers the day's sport on Carnwath 
moor ; and my Drummelzier falcon that beat the hawks 
from the Isle of Mam, and won his lordship a hundred 
crowns ‘irom the Southern baron whom they called 
Stanley. ' 

“ Nay, not to flatter thee, Adam,” said his court- 
friend, ‘‘he remembers nought of thee, or of thy falcon 
either. He hath flown many a higher flight since that, 
afi struck his quarry too. But come, come ~ 
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away; I trust we are to be good comrades on the old 
Score.” . 

" “What!” said Adam, ‘‘you would have me crush a 
pot with you; but I must first dispose of my eyas 
where he will neither have girl to chase, nor lad to draw 
sword upon.” 

**Ts the youngster such a one?” said Michael. 

“Ay, by my hood, he flies at all game,” replied 
Woodcock. 

“Vhen had he better come with us,’ said Michael 
Wing-the-wind ; ‘‘ for we cannot have a proper carouse 
just now, only I would wet my lips, and so must yo I 
want to hear the news from Saint Mary’s before you see 
my lord, and [ will Ict you know how the wind sits up 
yonder." 

While he thus spoke, he led the way to a side-door 
which, opened into the court ; and threading several dark 
passages with thc air of one who knew the most secret 
recesses of the palace, conducted them to a small matted 
chamber, where he placed bread and cheese and a foam- 
ing flagon of ale before the falconer and his young com- 
panion, who immediately did justice to the latter in a 
hearty draught, which nearly emptied the measure. 
Having drawn his breath, and dashed the froth from his 
whiskers, he observed, that his anxiety for the boy had 
made him deadly dry. 

‘*Mend your draught,” said his hospitable friend, 
again supplying the flagon froma pitcher which stood 
beside. ‘‘I know the way to the buttery-bar. And 
now mind what I say—this mornin& the Earl of Morton 
came to my lord in a mighty chafe.” 

‘What! they keep the old friendship, then?” said 
Woodcock. 

Ay, ay, man, what else?” said Michael; ‘* one hand 
must scratch’ the other. But in a mighty chafe was my 
Lord of Morton, who, to say truth, looketh on sith 
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occasions altogether uncanny, and, as it were, fiendish’; 
and he says to my lord,—for I was in the chamber taking 
orders about a cast of hawks that are to be fetched’ from 
Darnaway—they match your long-winged falcons, friend 
Adam.” 

‘‘T will believe that when I see them flv as high a 
pitch,” replied Woodcock, this professional observation 
forming a sort of parenthesis. 

‘‘ However,” said Michael, piftsuing his tale, ‘‘ my 
Lord of Morton, in a mighty chafe, asked my Lord 

egent whether he was well dealt with-—‘ for my brother,’ 

he, ‘should have had a gift to be Commendator of 
Kennaquhair, and to have all the temporalities erected 
into a lordship of regality for his bencfit; and here,’ said 
he, ‘the false monks have had the insolence to choose a 
new Abbot to put his claim in my brother’s way; and 
moreover, the rascality of the neighbourhood have, burnt 
and plundered all that was left in the Abbey, so that my 
brother will not have a house to dwell in, when he hath 
ousted the lazy hounds of priests.’ And my lord, seeing 
him chafed, said mildly to him, ‘These are shrewd 
tidings, Douglas, but I trust they be not true; for 
Halbert Glendinning went southward yesterday, with a 
band of spears, and assuredly, had cither of these 
chances happened, that’the monks had presumed to 
choose an Abbot, or that the Abbey had been burnt, as 
you say, he had taken order on the spot for the punish- 
ment of such insolence, and had dispatched us a 
messenger.” And the Earl of Morton replied—now I 
pray you, Adam, to‘hotice that I say this out of love to 
you and your lord, and alsg for old comradeship, and 
also because Sir Halbert hath done me good, and may 
again—and also because I love not the Earl of Morton, 
as indeed more fear than like him—so then it were a 
deed in you to betray me.—‘ But,’ said the Earl to 
Regent, ‘take heed, my lord, you trust not this 
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Glendinning too far-——he comes of churl’s blood, which 
was never true to the nobles '—by Saint Andrew these 
were his very words.—‘ And besides,’ he said, ‘he hath 
a brother, a monk in Saint Mary's, and walks all by his 
guidance, and is making friends on the Border with 
Buccleuch and with Fernieherst, and will join hand 
with them, were there likclihood of a new world.’ And 
my lord answered, like a free noble lord as he is: ‘Tush! 
my Lord of Morton, k will be warrant for Glendinning’s 
faith ; and for his brother, he is a dreamer, that thinks 
of nought but book and breviary—and if such hap have 
chanced as you tell of, I look to receive from Giendingiig 
the cowl of a hanged monk, and the head of a riotous 
ehurl, by way of sharp and sudden justice.'—And my 
Lord of Morton left the place, and, as it seemed to me, 
somewhat malcontent. But since that time, my Lord 
has asked me more than once whether there has arrived 
no méssenger from the Knight of Avenel. And all this 
I have told you, that you may frame your discourse to 
the best purpose, for it seems to me that my lord will 
not be well pleased, if aught has happened like what my 
Lord of Morton said, and if your lord hath not ta’en 
strict orders with it.” 

There was something in this communication which 
fairly blanked the bold visage.of Adam Woodcock, in 
spite of the reinforcement which his natural hardihood 
had received from the berry-brown ale of Holyrood. 

‘‘What was it he said about a churl's head, that grim 
Lord of Morton?” said the discontented falconer to his 
friend. e 

“Nay, it was my Lord Regent, who said that he ex- 
pected, if the Abbcy was injured, your Knight would 
send him the head of the ringleader among the rioters.” 

‘‘ Nay, but is this done like a good Protestant,” said 
Adam Woodcock, ‘‘or a true Lord of the Congrega- 
tion? We used to be their white-boys and darlings 
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when we pulled down the convents in Fife and Perth- 
shire.” 

** Ay, but that,” said Michael, ‘‘was when old mother 
Rome held her own, and her great folks were determined 
she should have no shelter for her head in Scotland. 
But, now that the priests are fled in all quarters, and 
their houses and lands are given to our grandees, they 
canmot see that we are working the work of reformation 
in destroying the palaces of zealdus Protestants.” 

‘' But I tell you Saint Mary's is not destroyed!" said 

odcock, in increasing agitation; ‘‘some trash of 
painted windows there were broken —things that no 
nobleman could have brooked in his house—some stone 
saints were brought on their marrow-bones, like old 
Widdrington at Chevy-Chase; but as for fire-raising, 
there was not so much as a lighted lunt amongst us, save 
the match which the dragon had to light the burning 
tow withal, which he was to spit against Saint George ; 
nay, I had caution of that.” 

‘“*How! Adam Woodcock,” said his comrade, ‘I 
trust, thou hadst no hand in such a fair work? Look 
you, Adam, I were loth to terrify you, and you just come 
from a journey; but I promise you, Earl Morton hath 
brought you down a Maiden from Halifax, you never 
saw the like of her—and she'll clasp you round the neck, 
and your head will remain in her arms.”’ 

‘** Pshaw !”” answered Adam, ‘‘I am too old to have 
my head turned by any maiden of them all. I know my 
Lord of Morton will go as far for a buxom lass as any 
one; but what the devil took him to Halifax, all the 
way? and if he has got « gamester there, what hath she 
to do with my head ?”’ 

‘*Much, much!” answered Michael. ‘“ Herod's 
daughter, who did such execution with her foot and 
gukle, danced not men’s heads off more cleanly than this 
maiden of Morton.* “Tis an aze, man,—an axe which 
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falls of itself like a sash window, and never gives the 
headsman the trouble to wield it."’ 

‘‘By my faith a shrewd device,” said Woodcock ; 
‘‘ heaven keep us free on't!"’ 

‘The page, sceing no end to the conversation betwixt 
these two old comrades, and anxious, from what he had 
heard, concerning the fate of the Abbot, now interrupted 
their conference. 

‘* Methinks,” he said, ‘‘ Adam Woodcock, thou hadst 
better deliver thy master's letter to the Regent ; ques- 
tionless he hath thercin stated what has chanced gt 
Kennaquhair, in the way most advantageous for all &h- 
cerned." 

‘“‘The boy is right,”” said Michael Wing-the-wind, 
** my lord will be very impatient.”’ 

‘‘The child hath wit enough to keep himself warm," 
said Adam Woodcock, producing from his hawking-bag 
his lorll’s letter, addressed to the Earl of Murray, ‘‘and 
for that matter so have I. So, Master Roland, you will 
e’en please to present this yourself to the Lord Regent ; 
his presence will be better aie by a young page than 
by an old falconer.” 

‘* Well said, canny Yorkshire !” replied his friend ; 
‘‘and but now you were so earnest to see our good lord ! 
—Why, wouldst thou put the lad into the noose that 
thou mayest slip tether thyself ?—or dost thou think the 
maiden will clasp his fair young neck more willingly than 
thy old sunburnt weasand ?” 

‘‘Go to,” answered the falconer; ‘‘thy wit towers 
high an it could strike the quarryt I tell thee, the 
youth has nought to fear—hg had nothing to do with the 
gambol—a rare gambol it was, Michael, as madcaps 
ever played ; and I had made as rare a balled, if we had © 
had the luck to get it sung to an end. But mum for 
that—sace, as I said before, is Latin for a-candle. C 
the youth to the presence, and 1 will remain here, wi 
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bridle in hand, ready to strike the spurs up to the rowel- 
heads, in case the hawk flies my way.—-I will soon. put 
Souter-Edge, I trow, betwixt the Regent and me, if he 
ineans me less than fair play.” 

‘Come on, then, my lad,’’ said Michael, ‘‘ since thou 
must needs take the spring before canny Yorkshire.” 
So saying, he led the way through winding passages, 
closely followed by Roland Grzeme, until they arrived at 
a large winding stone stair, thegsteps of which were so 
long and broad, and at the same time so low, as to 

ender the ascent uncommonly easy. When they had 
Seended about the height of one storey, the guide 
stepped aside, and pushed open the door of a dark and 
gloomy antechamber ; so dark, indeed, that his youthful 
companion stumbled, and nearly fell down upon a low 
‘step, which was awkwardly placed on the very threshold. 

‘* Take heed,” said Michael Wing-the-wind, in a very 
low tone of voice, and first glancing cautiously reund to 
see if any one listened—‘‘ Take heed, my young friend, 
for those who fall on these boards seldom rise again— 
Seest thou that,” he added, in a still lower voice, point- 
ing to some dark crimson stains on the floor, on which a 
ray of light, shot through a small aperture, and travers- 
ing the general gloom of the apartment, fcll with mottled 
radiance—‘‘Seest thou that, youth ?—walk warily, for 
mien have fallen here before you.” . 

“What mean you,”’ said the Page, his flesh creeping, 
though he scarce knew why ; ‘‘Is it blood?” 

‘* Ay, ay,” said the domestic, in the same whispering 
tone, and dragging the youth on by the arm—'' Bijood 
it is,—but this is no time to question or even to look at 
it. Blood it is, foully an fearfully shed, as foully and 
fearfully avenged. The blood,” he added, ina still mone 
cautious tone, ‘‘ of Seignior David.” 

Roland Grzeme'’s heart throbbed when he found him- 

cif so unexpectedly in the scene of Rizzio’s slaughter, a 
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catastrophe which had chilled with horror all even in 
that rude age, which had been the theme of wonder and 
pity through every cottage and castle in Scotland, and 
had not escaped that of Avenel. But his guide hurried 
him forward, permitting no further question, and with 
the manner of one who has already tampered too much 
with a dangerous subject. A tap which he made at a 
low door at one end of the vestibule, was answered, by a 

uissier or usher, whe, opening it cautiously, received 
Michael's intimation that a page waited the Regent's 
leisure, who brought letters from the Knight of Avenel. 

‘‘The Council is breaking up,” said the usher ; ‘‘@ut . 
give me the packet ; his Grace the Regent will presently 
see the messenger.’ 

‘‘ The packet,"’ replied the page, ‘‘must be delivered 
into the Regent's own hands ; such were the orders of 
my master.” 

Thewsher looked at him from head to foot, as if sur- 
prised at his boldness, and then replied with some 
asperity, ‘‘Say you so, my young master? Thou crowest 
loudly to be but a chicken, and from a country barn-yard 
too.” 

‘‘Were it a time or place,’ said Roland; ‘‘thou 
shouldst see I can do more than crow; but:do your 
duty, and let the Regent know | wait his pleasure.” 

‘‘ Thou art but a pert knave to tell me of my duty,” 
said the courtier in office ; ‘‘ but I will find a time to show 
you you are out of yours ; meanwhile, wait there till you 
are wanted.” So saying, he shut tne door in Roland's 
face. ‘ 

Michael Wing-the-wind, who had shrunk from his 
youthful companion during this altercation, according to 
the established maxim of courtiers of all ranks, and in 
all ages, now trangressed their prudential line of conduct 
so far as to come up to him once more, ‘‘ Thou art a 
hopeful young springald," said he, ‘‘ and I see right welt 
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old Yorkshire had reason in his caution. Thou hast 
been scarce five minutes in the court, and hast employed 
thy time so well, as to make a powerful and a mortal 
enemy of the usher of the council-chamber. Why, man, 
you might almost as well have offended the deputy 
butler!" 

‘* I care not what he is,” said Roland Greme; ‘‘ Iwill 
teach, whomever I speak with to speak civilly to me in 
return. I did not come from Avenel to be browbeaten 
in Holyrood.” 

‘ Bravo, my lad!" said Michael; ‘‘it is a fine spirit 

i can but hold it—but see, the door opens.” 

The usher appeared, and, in a more civil tone of voice 
and manner, said, that his Grace the Regent would 
receive the Knight of Avenel’s message ; and accordingly 
marshalled Roland Graeme the way into the apartment, 
from which the Council had been just dismissed, after 
finishing their consultations. ‘There was in the rvom a 
long oaken table, surrounded by stools of the same 
wood, with a large elbow-chair, covered with crimson 
velvet, at the head. Writing materials and papers were 
lying there in apparent disorder ; and one or two of the 
privy councillors who had lingered behind, assuming 
their cloaks, bonnets, and swords, and bidding farewell 
to the Regent, were departing slowly by a large ‘door, 
on the opposite side to that through which the page 
entered. Apparently the Earl of Murray had made 
some jest, for the smiling countenances of the statesmen 
expressed that sort of cordial reception which is paid by 
courtiers to the condescending pleasantries of a prince. 

The Regent himself was laughing heartily as he said, 
‘* Farewell, my lords, and hold me remembered to the 
Cock of the North.”’ 

- He then turned slowly round towards Roland Greeme, 
and the marks of gaiety, real or assumed, disappeared 
ffom his countenance, as compietely as the passing 
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bubbles leave the dark mirror of a still profound lake 
into which a traveller has cast a stone; in the course of 
a minute his noble features had assumed their natural 
expression of deep and even melancholy gravity. 

This distinguished statesman, for as such his worst 
enemies acknowledged him, possessed all the external 
dignity, as well as almost all the noble qualities, which 
could grace the power that he enjoyed; and hgd he 
succeeded to the throxe as his legitimate inheritance, it 
is probable he would have been recorded as one of Scot- 
land's wisest and greatest kings. But that he held his 
authority by the deposition and imprisonment of€iiis 
sister and benefactress, was a crime which those only 
can excuse who think ambition an apology for ingrati- 
tude. He was dressed plainly in black velvet, after the 
Flemish fashion, and wore in his high-crowned hat a 
jewelled clasp, which looped it up on one side, and 
forme#l the only ornament of his apparel. He had his 
poniard by his side, and his sword lay on the council 
table. 

Such was the personage before whom Roland Graeme 
now presented himself, with a feeling of breathless awe, 
very different from the usual boldness and vivacity of his 
temper. In fact, he was, from education and nature, 
forward, but not impudent, and was much more easily 
controlled by the moral superiority arising from the 
elevated talents and renown of those with whom he con- 
versed, than by pretensions founded only on rank or 
external show. He might have braved with indifference 
the presence of an earl, merely distfaguished by his belt 
and coronet ; but he felt overawed in that of the eminent 
soldier and statesman, the wielder of a nation’s power, 
and the leader of her armies.—The greatest and wisest 
are flattered by the deference of youth—so graceful and 
becoming in itself ; and Murray took, with much ; 
fhe letter from the hands of the abashed and blushifty 
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page, and answered with complaisance to the imperfect and 
half-muttered greeting, which he endeavoured to deliver 
to him on the part of Sir Halbert of Avenel. He even 
paused a moment, eré he broke the silk with which the 
letter was secured, to ask the page his namc—so much 
he was struck with his véfy handsome features and 
form. 

‘* Boland Graham,” he said, repeating the words after 
the hesitating page. ‘‘ What! ef the Grahams of the 
Lennox?” 

o, my lord,” replied Roland ; ‘‘ my parents dwelt 
> Debateable Land.” 

Murray made no further inquiry, but proceeded to 
read his despatches ; during the perusal of which his 
brow began to assume a Stern expression of displeasure, 
as that of one who found something which at once sur- 
prised and disturbed him. He sate down on the nearest 
seat, frowned till his eyebrows almost met togethef, read 
the letter twice over, and was then silent for several] 
minutes. At length, raising his head, his eye encountered 
that of the ugher, who in vain endeavoured to exchange 
the look of eager and curious observation with which he 
had been perusing the Regent's features, for that open 
and unnoticing expression of countenance, which, in 
looking at all, seems as if it saw and marked nothing—a 
cast of look which may be practised with advantage by 
ail those, of whatever degree, who are admitted to wit- 
ness the familiar and unguarded hours of their superiors. 
Great men are as jealous of their thoughts as the wife of 
King Candaules was of her charms, and will as readily 
punish those who have, however involuntarily, beheld 
them in mental deshabille and exposure. 

‘‘Leave the apartment, Hyndman,” said the Regent, 
sternly, ‘‘and carry your observation elsewhere. You 
are too knowing, sir, for your post, which, by special 
Stder, is destined for men of blunter capacity. So! now 
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you look more like a fool than you did "—-(for Hyndman, 
as may easily be supposed, was not a little disconcertect 
by this rebuke)—‘‘keep that confused stare, and it may 
keep your office. Begone, sir!” 

The usher departed in, dismay, not forgetting to 
register, amongst his other causes of dislike to Roland 
Grzeme, that he had been the witness of this disgraceful 
chiding. When he had left the apartment, the Regent 
again addressed the page. 

‘Your name, you say, is Armstrong ?”’ 

‘‘No,” replied Roland, ‘‘my name is Graemegy o 
please you—Roland Grzeme, whose forbears were desig- 
nated of Heathergill, in the Debateable Land.” 

‘* Ay, I knew it was a name from the Debateable Land. 
Hast thou any acquaintance here in Edinburgh ?” 

‘* My lord,” replied Roland, willing rather to evade 
this question than to answer it directly, for the prudence 
of being silent with respect to Lord Seytcn’s adventure 
immediately struck him, ‘‘I have been in Edinburgh 
scarce an hour, and that for the first time jn my life.” 

‘“What! and thou Sir Halbert Glendinning’s page?” 
said the Regent. 

‘*I was brought up as my Lady’s page,” said the 
youth, ‘‘and left Avenel Castle for the first time in 
my life—at least since my childhood—only three days 
since.”’ 

‘‘ My Lady's page!" repeated the Earl of Murray, as 
if speaking to himself: ‘‘it was strange to send his 
Lady’s page on a matter of such deep concernment— 
Morton will say it is of a piece with the nomination of 
his brother to be Abbot ;« and yet in some sort an 
inexperienced youth will best serve the turn.—What 
hast thou been taught, young man, in thy doughty 
apprenticeship ? " 

‘To hunt, my lord, and to hawk,” said Kolar 
Graeme. 
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**To hunt conies, and to hawx at ousels!" said the 
Regent, smiling ; ‘‘for such are the sports of ladies and 
their followers.” 

Grzeme’s cheek reddened deeply as he replied, not 
without some emphasis, ‘‘To hunt red-deer of the first 
head, and to strike down herons of the highest soar, my 
lord, which, in Lothian speech, may be termed, for 
aught I know, conies and ousels ;—also I can wield a 
bran@ and couch a lance, according to our Border 
meaning ;,in inland specch these may be termed water- 
flags and bulrushes.” 

“@Thy speech rings like metal,” said the Regent, 
‘‘and I pardon the sharpness of it for the truth.— 
Thou knowest, then, what belongs to the duty of a 
man-at-arms ?” 

‘‘So far as exercise can teach it without real seryice 
in the field,” answered Roland Greme; ‘‘but our 
Knight permitted none of his household to make,raids, 
and I never had the good fortune to see a stricken 
field.” 

‘‘The good fortune !"" repeated the Regent, smiling 
somewhat sorrowfully, ‘‘ take my word, young man, war 
is the only game from which both parties rise losers." 

‘‘ Not always, my lord!” answered the page, with his 
characteristic audacity, ‘‘if fame speaks truth."’ 

‘‘ How, sir?” said the Regent, colouring in his turn, 
and perhaps suspecting an indiscrect allusion to the 
height which he himself had attained by the hap of civil 
war. 

‘* Because, my Igrd,"’ said Roland Greme, without 
change of tone, ‘‘ he who fights well, must have fame in 
life, or honour in death ;¢and so war is a game from 
which no one can rise a loser.” 

The Regent smiled and shook his head, when at that 
moment the door opened, and the Earl of Morton pre- 
eented himself, 
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‘IT come somewhat hastily,’’ he said, ‘‘ and I enter 
unannounced because my news are of weight—It is 
as I said; Edward Glendinning is named Abbot, 
and "——— 

‘‘Hush, my lord!" said the Regent, ‘‘I know it, 
but ’”’-—— 

‘‘And perhaps you knew it before I did, my Lord of 
Murray," answered Morton, his dark red brow grqwing 
darker and redder as he spoke. 

‘* Morton,’ said Murray, ‘‘ suspect me not—touch not 
mine honour—I have to suffer enough from the calumni 
of foes, let me not Mave to contend with the un@&€&t 
suspicions. of my friends,—We are not alone,” said he, 
recollecting himself, ‘‘or I could tell thee morc.” 

He led Morton into one of the deep embrasures which 
the. windows formed in the massive wall, and which 
afforded a retiring place for their conversing apart. In 
this recess, Roland observed them speak together with 
much earnestness, Murray appearing to be grave and 
earnest, and Morton having a jealous and offended air, 
which seemed gradually to give way to the assurances of 
the Regent. 

As their conversation grew more earnest, they became 
gradually louder in speech, having perhaps forgotteh the 
presence of the page, the more readily as his position in 
the apartment placed him out of sight, so that he found 
himself unwillingly privy to more of their discourse than 
he cared to hear. For, page though he was, a mean 
curiosity after the secrets of others had never been 
numbered amongst Roland's failings ; and, morcover, 
with all his natural rashness, he could not but doubt the 
safety of becoming privy to fhe secret discourse of these 
powerful and dreaded men. Still he could neither stop 
his ears, nor with propriety leave the apartment ; and 
while he thought of some means of signifying his pre- 
sence, he had already heard so much, that, to have pr&® 
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duced himseif suddenly would have been as awkward, 
and perhaps as dangerous, as in quiet to abide the end 
of their conference. What he overheard, however, was 
but an imperfect part of.their communication; and 
although a more expert politician, acquainted with the 
circumstances of the times, would have had little diffi- 
culty in tracing the meaning, yet Roland Graeme could 
only form very general and vague conjectures as to the 
import of their discourse. e 

‘‘All is prepared,’ said Murray, ‘‘and Lindesay is 
ere forward—She must hesitate no longer—thou 

t I act. by thy counsel, and harden myself against 
softer considerations.” 

‘““True, my lord,”’ replied Morton, ‘‘in what is 
necessary to gain power, you do not hesitate, but go 
boldly to the mark. But are you as careful to defend 
and preserve what you have won ?~—Why this establish- 
ment of domestics around her ?—has not your sister men 
and maidens enough to attend her, but you must consent 
to this superfluous and dangerous retinue?” 

‘For shame, Morton !—a Princess, and my sister, 
could I do less than allow her due tendance ?”’ 

‘‘ Ay,” replied Morton, ‘‘even thus fly all your shafts 
—smartly enough loosened from the bow, and not un- 
skilfully aimed—but a breath of foolish affection ever 
crosses in the mid volley and sways the arrow from the 
mark.” 

“Say not so, Morton !” replied Murray ; ‘‘ I have nore 
dared and done ’— — 

‘‘Yes, enough fo gain, but not enough to ae. 
reckon not that she will think and act thus—you have 
wounded her deeply, both in pride and in power—it 
signifies nought, that you would tent now the wound 
with unavailing salves—as matters stand with you, you 
must forfeit the title of an affectionate brother, to hold 
that of a bold and determined statesman.” 
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‘Morton !"’ said Murray, with some impatience, “I 
brook not these tapnts—what I have done I have done— 
what I must farther do, I must and will—but I am not 
made of iron like thee, and I cannot but remember— 
Ienough of this—my purpose holds.” 

‘‘And I warrant me,” said Morton, ‘‘the choice of 
these domestic consolations will rest with ’"——— 

Here he whispered names which escaped Rpland 
Grzeme’s ear. Murray replied in a similar tone, but so 
much raised towards the conclusion of the sentence, 
that the. page heard these words—‘‘ And of him I ho 
anyself secure, by Glendinning’s recommendation.”’ 

‘* Ay, which may be as much trustworthy as his late 
conduct at the Abbey of Saint Mary’s—you have heard 
that his brother’s election has taken place. Your 
favourite Sir Halbert, my Lord of Murray, has as much 
fraternal] affection as yourself.” 

‘‘By Heaven, Morton, that taunt demanded an un- 
friendly answer, but I pardon it, for your brother also 
is concerned ; but this election shall be annulled. I tell 
you, Earl of Morton, while I hold the sword of state in 
my royal nephew's name, neither Lord nor Knight in 
Scotland shall dispute my authority ; and if I bear with 
insults from my friends, it is only while I know them to 
be such, and forgive their follies for their faithfulness.” 

Morton muttered what seemed to be some excuse, and 
the Regent answered him in a milder tone, and then 
subjoined, ‘‘ Besides, I have another pledge than Glen- 
dinning’s recommendation, for this youth's fidelity—his 
nearest relative has placed herself m my hands as his 
security, to be dealt withal as his doings shall deserve.” 

‘“‘ That is something,’ replied Morton ; ‘‘but yet in 
fair love and good-will, I must still pray you to keep on 
your guard. The foes are stirring again, as horse-flies 
and bornets become busy so soon as the storm-blast is 
over, Gcorge of Seyton was crossing the causeway ths 
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morning with a score of mien at his back, and had a ruffle 
with my friends of the house of Leslie—they met at the 
Tron, and were fighting hard, when the provost, with his 
guard of partisans, came in thirdsman, and staved thems 
asunder with their halberds, as men part dog and 
bear.” 

‘(He hath my order for such interference,” said the 
Regent—‘‘ Has oy one been hurt ?”’ 

‘‘ George of Seyton himself, bf? black Ralph Leslie 
the devil take the rapier that ran not through from side 

ide! Ralph has a bloody coxcomb, by a blow from 

essan-page whom nobody knew—Dick Seyton of 
Windygowl is run through the arm, and two gallants of 
the Leslies have suffered phlebotomy. ‘This is all the 
gentle blood which has been spilled in the revel; but a 
yeoman or two on both sides have had bones broken and 
ears cropped. The ostlere-wives, who are like to be the 
only losers by their miscarriage, have dragged the knaves 
off the street, and are crying a drunken coronach over 
them.” 

‘You take it lightly, Douglas,” said the Regent; 
‘‘these broils and feuds would shame the capital of the 
great Turk, let alone that of a Christian and reformed 
state. But, if I live, this gear shall be amended; and 
men shall say, when they read my story, that if it were 
my cruel hap to rise to power by the dethronement of a 
sister, I employed it, when gained, for the bencfit of the 
commonwea].”’ 

‘‘And of your friends,” replied Morton; ‘‘ wherefore 
I trust for your insfant order annulling the election of 
this lurdane Abbot, Edward Glendinning. ‘ 

“‘ You shall be presently satisfied,” said the Regent ; : 
and stepping forward, he began to call, ‘‘So ho, Hynd- 
man !”’ when suddenly his eye lighted on Roland Graeme 
*. By my faith, Dougias,” said he, turning to his friemd, 

‘here have been three at counsel!" 
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«* Ay, but only two can keep counsel,” said Morton ; 
*‘the galliard must be disposed of.” 

.‘*For shame, Morton—an orphan boy !— Hearken 
thee, my child—thou hast told me some of thy accom- 
plishments—canst thou speak truth ?”’ 

‘““Ay, my lord, when it serves my turn,” replied 
Graeme. 

‘It shall serve thy turn now,” said the Regent ; ‘‘and 
falsehood shall be thy uestruction. How much hast thou 
heard or understood of what we two have spoken to- 
gether?” 

‘ But little, my lord," replied Roland Grceme bolaty, 
“‘which met my apprehension, saving that it seemed to 
me as if in something you doubted the faith of the Knight 
of Avenel, under whose roof I was nurtured.” 

‘‘And what hast thou to say on that point, young 
man?’ continued the Regent, bending his eyes upon 
him with a keen and strong expression of observation. 

‘‘ That,” said the page, ‘‘depends on the quality of 
those who speak against his honour whose bread I have 
Jong eaten. If they be my inferiors, I say they lie, and 
will maintain what I say with my baton; if my equals, 
still I say they lie, and will do battle in the quarrel, if they 
list, with my sword ; if my superiors "’—he paused. 

‘* Proceed boldly,” said the Regent—‘' What if thy 
superiors said aught that nearly touched your master’s 
honour ?"’ 

‘‘T would say,’ replied Grzeme, ‘‘that he did ill to 
slander the absent, and that my master was a man who 
could render an account of his actions to any one who 
should manfully demand it of him to his face.”’ 

‘‘And it were manfully said,” replied the Regent— 
“‘what thinkest thou, my Lord of Morton?” 

‘1 think,” replied Morton, ‘‘ that if the young galliard 
resemble a certain ancient friend of ours, as much in the 
craft of his disposition as he does in eye and in brow, 
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there may be a wide difference betwixt what he means 
and what he speaks.”’ 

‘‘And whom meanest thou that he resembles so 
closely?” said Murray. 

‘Even the true and trusty Julian Avenel,” replied 
Morton. 

‘‘ But this youth belongs to the Debateable Land,” 
saideMurray. 

“It may be so; but Julian wa8 an outlying striker of 
venison, and madc many a far cast when he had a fair 
ee in chase." : 

Pshaw!"'said the Regent, ‘‘this is but idle talk— 
Here, thou Hyndman—thou curiosity,” calling to the 
usher, who now entered,—‘‘conduct this youth to his 
companion—You will both,’’ he said to Graeme, ‘‘ keep 
yourselves in readiness to travel on short notice.'"—And 
then, motioning to him courteously to withdraw, he 
broke up the interview. 


CHAP. XIX. 


It is and zs not—'tis the thing I sought for, 

Have knecld for, pray'a for, rish'ad uy fame ana life for, 
And yet it 1s not—no more than the shadow 

Upon the hard, cold, fiat, and polish'ad mirror, 

ts the warm, graceful, rounded, living substance 

Which it presents in fori and lincament.—OLv Pray. 


HE usher, with gravity which ill concealed a 

jealous scowl, conducted Roland Greme to a 

: lower apaftment, where he found his comrade 

the falconer. Tbe man of pffice then briefly acquainted 
them that this would be their residence till his Grace's 
further orders ; that they were to go to the pantry, to 
the buttery, to the cellar, and to the kitchen, at the 
ual hours, to receive the allowances becoming their 
station, — instructions which Adam Woodcock’s old 
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familiarity with the court made him perfectly under- 
stand—'‘' For your beds,” he said, ‘‘ you must go to the 
hostelrie of Saint Michael's, in respect the palace is now 
full of the domestics of the greater nobles.” 

No sooner was the usher’s back turned than Adam ex- 
claimed, with all the glee of eager curiosity, ‘‘ And now, 
Master Roland, the news—the news—come, unbutton 
thy pouch, and give us thy tidings—What says the 
Regent? asks he fort Adam Woodcock?—and is all 
soldered up, or must the Abbot of Unreason strap for 
it?” 

‘‘All is well in that quarter,” said the page; ‘‘and 
for the rest—But hey-day, what! have you taken the 
chain and medal off from my bonnet ?” 

‘‘And mect time it was, when yon usher, vinegar- 
faced rogue that he is, began to inquire what Popish 
trangam you werc wearing—By the mass, the metal 
would have been confiscated for conscience’ sakc, like 
your other rattle-trap yonder at Avenel, which Mistress 
Lilias bears about on her shoes in the guise of a pair 
of shoe buckles—this comes of carrying Popish nick- 
nackets about you.” 

‘‘The jade!” exclaimed Roland Graeme, ‘has she 
melted down my rosary into buckles for her clumsy 
hoofs, which will set off such a garnish nearly as well as 
a cow's might ?—But, hang her, let her keep them— 
many a dog's trick have I played old Lilias, for want of 
having something better to do, and the buckles will 
«serve for a remembrance. Do you remember the verjuicc 
I put into the comfits, when old Wingate and_ she were 
to breakfast together on Easter morning ?” 

‘‘In troth do I, Master Roland—the major-domo’s 
mouth was as crooked as a hawk's beak for the whole 
morning afterwards, and any other page in your room 
would have tasted the discipline of the porter’s lodge for 
§t.—But my Lady's favour stood between your skin and 
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many ajerking— Lord send you may be the better for her 
protection in such matters |" 

‘lam at least grateful for it, Adam; and I am glad 
you put me in mind of it.” 

‘‘Well, but the news, my young ‘master,’ ' said Wood- 
ccok, ‘‘spell me the tidings—what are we to fly at 
next ?—what did the Regent say to you?” 

‘‘ Nothing that I am to repcat again,” said Roland 
Graeme, shaking his head. ° 

‘*Why, hey-day,”” said Adam, ‘‘ how prudent we are 

come all of a sudden! You have advanced rarely in 

f space, Master Roland. You have well-nigh had 
your head broken, and you have gained your gold chain, 
and you have made an enemy, Master Usher to wit, 
with his two legs like hawks’ perches, and you have had 
audience of the first man in the realm, and bear as 
much mystery in your brow, as if you had flown in the 
court-sky ever since you were hatched. I believe, in my 
soul, you would run with a piece of the egg-shell on your 
head like the curlews, which (I would we were after them 
again) we used to call whaups in the Halidome and its 
neighbourhood. But sit thee down, boy ; Adam Wood- 
cock was never the lad to seek to enter into forbidden 
secrets—sit thee down, and I will go fetch the vivers—I 
know the butler and the pantler of old.” 

The good-natured falconer set forth upon his errand, 
busying himself about procuring their refreshment; and, 
during his absence, Roland Greme abandoned himself 
to the strange, complicated, and yet heart-stirring re- 
tlections, to whick» the events of the morning had given 
rise. Yesterday he was of neither mark nor likelihood, 
a vagrant boy, the attenddht on a relative of whose sane 
jadgment he himself had not the highest opinion ; but now 
he had become, he knew not why, or wherefore, or to what 
extent, the custodier, as the Scottish phrase went,. of 
Some important state secret, in the safe keeping of which 
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familiarity with the court made him perfectly under- 
stand—‘' For your beds,” he said, ‘‘ you must go to the 
hostelrie of Saint Michael’s, in respect the palace is now 
full of the domestics of the greater nobles.” 

No sooner was the usher’s back turned than Adam ex- 
claimed, with all the glee of eager curiosity, ‘‘ And now, 
Master Roland, the news—the news—come, unbutton 
thy pouch, and give us thy tidings—What says the 
Regent? asks he for*-Adam Woodcock?—-and is ail 
soldered up, or must the Abbot of Unreason strap for 
it?" 

‘All is well in that quarter,” said the page; ‘‘and 
for the rest—But hey-day, what! have you taken the 
chain and medal off from my bonnet ?”” 

‘‘And mect time it was, when yon usher, vinegar- 
faced rogue that he is, began to inquire what Popish 
trangam you were wearing—By the mass, the metal 
would have becn confiscated for conscience’ sakc, like 
your other rattle-trap yonder at Avenel, which Mistress 
Lilias bears about on her shoes in the guise of a pair 
of shoe buckles—this comes of carrying Popish nick- 
nackets about you.” 

‘‘The jade!" exclaimed Roland Greme, ‘‘ has she 
melted down my rosary into buckles for her clumsy 
hoofs, which will set off such a garnish nearly as well as 
a cow's might ?—But, hang her, let her keep them— 
many a dog's trick have I played old Vilias, for want of 
having something better to do, and the buckles will 
«eerve for a remembrance. Do you remember the verjuice 
I put into the comfits, when old Wingate and, she were 
to breakfast together on Easter morning ?” 

‘‘In troth do I, Master Roland—the major-domo’s 
mouth was as crooked as a hawk’s beak for the whole 
morning afterwards, and any other page in your room 
would have tasted the discipline of the porter's lodge for 
jt—But my Lady's favour stood between your skin and 
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many ajerking— Lord send you may be the better for her 
protection in such matters |” 

‘‘Tam at least grateful for it, Adam ; and I am glad 
you put me in mind of it.’ 

‘‘Weill, but the news, my young ‘master,’ said Wood- 
ccck, ‘‘spell me the tidings—what are we to fly at 
next ?—what did the Regent say to you ?”’ 

‘Nothing that I am to repeat again,” said Roland 
Graeme, shaking his head. e 

‘*Why, hey-day,” said Adam, ‘‘ how prudent we are 

come all of a sudden! You have advanced rarely in 

f space, Master Roland. You have well-nigh had 
your head broken, and you have gained your gold chain, 
and you have made an enemy, Master Usher to wit, 
with his two legs like hawks’ perches, and you have had 
audience of the first man in the realm, and bear as 
much mystery in your brow, as if you had flown in the 
court-sky ever since you were hatched. I believe, in my 
soul, you would run with a piece of the egg-shell on your 
head like the curlews, which (I would we were after them 
again) we used to call whaups in the Halidome and its 
neighbourhood. But sit thee down, boy ; Adam Wood- 
cock was never the lad to seek to enter into forbidden 
secrets—sit thee down, and I will go fetch the vivers—I 
know the butler and the pantler of old.” 

The good-natured falconer set forth upon his errand, 
busying himself about procuring their refreshment; and, 
during his absence, Roland Graeme abandoned himself 
to the strange, complicated, and yet heart-stirring re- 
tlections, to whicl» the events of the morning had givén 
rise. Yesterday he was of neither mark nor likelihood, 
a vagrant boy, the attenddht on a relative of whose 
jadgment he himself had not the highest opinion ; but now 
he had become, he knew not why, or wherefore, or to what 
extent, the custodier, as the Scottish phrase went, of 
Some important state secret, in the safe keeping of which 
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the Regent himself was concerned. It did not diminish 
from, but rather added to, the interest of a situation so 
unexpected, that Roland himself did not perfectly un- 
derstand wherein he gtood committed by the state secrets, 
in which he had unwittingly become participator. On 
the contrary, he felt like one who looks on a romantic 
landscape, of which he sees the features for the first 
time, and then obscured with mist and driving tempest. 
The imperfect glimpse which the eye catches of rocks, 
trees, and other objects around him, adds double dignity 
to these shrouded mountains and darkened abysses, of 
which the height, depth, and extent, are left to imagita- 
tion. 

But mortals, especially at the well-appetised age which 
precedes twenty years, are seldom so much engaged 
either by real or conjectural subjects of speculation, but 
that their earthly wants claim their hour of attention. 
And with many a smile did our hero, so the reader may 
term him if he will, hail the rc-appearance of his friend 
Adam Woodcock, benring on one wooden platter a 
tremendous portion of boiled beef, and on another a 
plentiful allowance of greens, or rather what the Scotch 
cali lang-kale. 

A groom followed with bread, salt, and the other means 
of setting forth a meal ; and when they had both placed 
on the oaken table what they bore m their hands, the 
falconer observed, that since he knew the court, it had 
got harder and harder every day td the poor gentlemen and 
yeoman retainers, but that now it was an absolute flaying 
of a flea for the hide and tallow. Suc thronging to the 
wicket, and such churlish answers, aud such bare beef- 
benes, such a shouldering ft the buitery-hatch and 
cellarage, and nought to be gained beyond small insuf- 
ficient single ale, or at best with a single straike of malt 
to counterbalance a double allowance of water—‘' By 
the:‘mass, though, my young friend," said. he, while hé 
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saw the food disappearing fast under Roland's active 
exertions, ‘‘it is not so well to lament for former tiines 
as to take the advantage of the present, else we are like 
to lose on both sides.” 

So saying, Adam Woodcock drew his chair towards 
the table, unsheathed his knife (for every’ one carried 
that minister of festive distribution for himself), and 
imitgted his young companion’s example, who for the 
moment had lost his anxiety forethe future in the eager 
satisfaction of an appetite sharpened by youth and ab- 

inence. 

truth, they made, though the materials were suf- 
ficiently simple, a very respectable meal, at the expense 
of the royal allowance ; and Adam Woodcock, notwith- 
Standing the deliberate censure which he had passed on 
the household beer of the palace, had taken the fourth 
deep draught of the black-jack ere he remembered him 
that he had spoken in its dispraise. Flinging @imself 
jollily and luxuriously back in an old danske elbow-chair, 
and looking with careless glee towards the page, extend- 
ing at. the same time his right leg, and stretching the 
other easily over it, he reminded his companion that he 
had not yet heard the ballad which he had made for the 
Abbot of Unreason’s revel. And accordingly he struck 
mnerrily up with 


“The Pope, that pagan full of pride, 
Has blinded us full lang ” —— 


Roland Graeme, who felt no great delight, as may be 
strpposed, in the fatconer’s satire, considering its subject, 
began to snatch up his mantle, and fling it around his 
shoulders, an acfion which‘instantly interrupted the ditty 
of Adam Woodcock. 

‘*Where the vengeance are you going now,” he said, 
“thou restless boy?—Thon hast quicksilver in the veins 
@ thee to a certainty, and canst no more abide ary 
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douce and sensible communing, than a hoodless hawk 
would keep perched on my wrist!” 

‘‘Why, Adam,” replied the page, ‘‘if you must needs 
know, I am about to take a walk and look at this fair 
city. One may as well be still mewed up in the old 
castle of the-lake, if one is to sit the live-long night be- 
tween four walls, and hearken to old ballads.” 

‘‘It is a new ballad—the Lord help thee!” replied 
Adam, ‘‘and that one of the best that ever was matched 
with a rousing chorus.” 

“* Be it so,” said the page, ‘‘I will hear it another day, 
when the rain is dashing against the windows, and thc 
is neither steed stamping, nor spur jingling, nor feather 
waving in the neighbourhood to mar my marking it well. 
But even now I want to be-in the world, and to look 
about me."’ 

“‘But the never a stride shall you go without me,” 
said the falconer, ‘‘until the Regent shall take you whole 
and sound off my hand ; and so, if you will, we may go 
to the hostelrie of Saint Michael s and there you will see 
company enough, but through the casement, mark you 
imxve;; for as to rambling through the street to seek 
Seytons and Leslies, and having a dozen holes drilled in 
yeur new jacket with rapier and poniard, I will yield no 
way to it.’ 

‘**To the hostelrie of Saint Michael’s, then, with all 
my heart,” said the page; and they left the palace 
accordingly, rendered to the sentinels at the gate, who 
had now taken their posts for the evening, a strict 
account of their names and businegs, were dismissed 
through a small wicket of the close-barred portal, and 
goon reached the inn or hbstelrie of Saint Michael, 
which stood in a large court-yard, off the main strest, 
close under the descent of the Calton-hill., The place, 
wide, waste, and uncomfortable, resembled rather. an 
Eastern caravansary, where men a: shelter indeed, 
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but were obliged to supply themselves with everything 
else, than one of our modern inns ; 


Where not one comfort shall to those be lost, 
‘Who never ask, or never feel, the cost. 


But still, to the inexperienced eye of Roland Graeme, 
the bustle and confusion of this place of public resort 
furnished excitement and amusement. In the large room 
into Which they had rather found their own way than been 
ushered by mine host, travellers and natives of the city 
entered and departed, met and greeted, gamed or drank 
t@ather, forming the strongest contrast to the stern and 
monotonous order and silence with which matters were 
conducted in the well-ordered household of the Knight 
of Avenel. Altercation of every kind, from brawling to 
jesting, was going on amongst the groups around them, 
and yet the noise and mingled voices seemed to disturb 
“no one, and indeed to be noticed by no others tan by 
those who composed the group to which the speaker 
belonged. 

The falconer passed through the apartment to a pro- 
jecting latticed window, which formed a sort of recess 
from the room itself ; and having here ensconced himself 
and his companion, he called for some refreshments ; 
and a tapster, after he had shouted for the twentieth 
time, accommodated Him with the remains of a cold 
capon and a neat’s tongue, together with a pewter stoup 
of weak French vin-de-pays. ‘‘Fetch a stoup of brandy- 
wine, thou knave—We will be jolly to-night, Master 
Roland,” said he, when he saw himself thus accommo- 
dated, '‘ and let care come to-morrow.” 

But Roland had eaten vo iately ts enjoy the good 
cheer; and feeling his curiosity much sharper than his 
appetite, he made it his chgice to look out of the lattice, 
which overhung a large yard, surrounded by the stables 
of the hostelrie, and fed his eyes on the busy sight 
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beneath, while Adam Woodcock, after he had compared 
his companion to the ‘‘ Laird of Macfarlane’s geese, who 
liked their play better than their meat,” disposed of his 
time with the aid of cup and trencher, occasionally hum- 
ming the burden of his birth-strangled ballad, and 
beating time to it with his fingers on the little round 
table. In this exercise he was frequently interrupted 
by the exclamations of his companion, as he saw some- 
thing new in the yard. beneath, to attract and interest 
him. 

i was a busy scene, for the number of gentlemen and 
nobles who werc now crowded into the city, had fillet all 
spare stables and places of public reception with their 
horses and military attendants. ‘There were some score 
of yeomen, dressing their own or their masters’ horses in 
the yard, whistling, singing, laughing, and upbraiding 
each other, in a style of wit which the good order of 
Avend Castle rendered strange to Roland Graeme'’s ears. 
Others were busy repairing their own arms, or cleaning 
those of their masters. One fellow, having just bought 
a bundle of twenty spears, was sitting in a corner, em- 
ployed in painting the white staves of the weapons with 
yellow and vermilion. Other lacqueys led large stag- 
hounds, or wolf-dogs, of noble race, carefully muzzled 
to prevent accidents to passengers. All came and went, 
mixed together and separated, under the delighted eye ef 
the page, whose imagination had not even conceived a 
scene so gaily diversified with the objects he had most 
pleasure in beholding ; so that he was perpetually break- 
ing the quiet reverie of honest Woodeock, and the mental 
progress which he was making in his ditty, by exclaim- 
ing, ‘‘ Look here, Adam—fook at thé bonny bay horse 
—Saint Anthony, what a gallant forehand he hath got! 
-—and see the goodly grey, which yonder fellow in the 
frieze-jacket is dressing as awkwardly as if he had never 
touched aught but a cow—I would I were nigh him ‘ro 
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teach him his trade !—~And lo you, Adam, the gay Milan 
armour that the yeoman is scouring, all steel and silver, 
like our Knight's prime suit, of which old Wingate 
makes such account—-And see to yonder pretty wench, 
Adam, who comes tripping through them all with her 
milk-pail—I warrant me she has hada long walk from 
the loaning; she has a stammel waistcoat, like your 
favoujte Cicely Sunderland, Master Adam !” 

‘‘ By my hood, lad,” answere@ the falconer, ‘‘it is 
well for thee thou wert brought up where grace grew. 
Eyen in the Castle of Avenel thou wert a wild-blood 
enotwh, but hadst thou been nurtured here, within a 
flight-shot of the Court, thou hadst been the veriest 
crack-hemp of a page that ever wore feather in thy 
bonnet or steel by thy side : truly, I wish it may end well 
with thee.” 

‘*Nay, but leave thy senseless humming and drum- 
ming, old Adam, and come to the window ere tho? hast 
drenched thy senses in the pint-pot there. See here 
comes a merry minstrel with his crowd, and a wench 
with him, that dances with bells at her ankles ; and see, 
the yeomen and pages leave their horses and the armour 
they were cleaning, and gather round, as is very natural, 
to hear the music. Come, old Adam, we will thither 
too.” - 

‘* You shall call me cutt if I do go down," said Adam ; 
**you are near as good minstrelsy as the stroller can 
miake, if you had but the grace to listen to it.” 

‘* But the wench in the stammel waistcoat is stopping 
too, Adam—by heaven, they are going to dance! Frieze- 
jacket wants to dance with stammel-waistcoat, but she is 
coy and recusant.’ 

Then suddenly changing his: tone of levity into onc 
of deep interest and surprise, he exclaimed, ‘‘ Queen 
of Heaven ! what is it that I see!” and then remained 
siléht, 
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The sage Adam Woodcock, who was in a sort of lan- 
guid degree amused with the page's exclamations, even 
while he professed to despise them, became at length 
rather desirous to set his tongue once more a-going, that 
he might enjoy the superiority afforded by his own inti- 
mate familiarity with all the circumstances which excited 
in his young companion’s mind so much wonderment. 

‘* Well, then,” he said at last, ‘‘ what is it you do see, 
Master Roland, that you have become mute all of a 
sudden ?” 

Roland returned no answer. ; 

‘I say, Master Roland Greme,” said the falcner, 
‘‘it is manners in my country for ». man to speak when 
he is spoken to.” 

Roland Graeme remained silent. 

‘* The murrain is in the boy,’”’ said Adam Woodcock, 
‘‘he has stared out his eyes, and talked his tongue to 
pieces, I think.” 

The falconer hastily drank off his can of wine, and 
came to Roland, who stood like a statue, with his eyes 
eagerly bent on the courtyard, though Adam Woodcock 
was unable to detect amongst the joyous scenes which 
it exhibited aught that could deserve such devoted 
attention. 

‘The fad is mazed,” said the falconer to himself. 

But “Roland Grzeme had good reasons for his surprise, 
though they were not such as he could communicate to 
bis companion. 

The touch of the old minstrel’s instrument, for he had 
already begun to play, had draww in several auditors 
from the street, when one entered the gate of the yard, 
whose appearance exclusively arrestéd the attention of 
Roland Greme. He was of his own age, or a good 
deal younger, and from his dress and bearing might be 
of the same rank and calling, having all the air of cox- 
combry and pretension, which accorded with a handséme 
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though slight and low figure, and an elegant dress, in 
part hid by a large purple cloak. As he entered, he cast 
a glance up towards the windows, and, to his extreme 
astonishment, under the purple velvet bonnet and white 
feather, Roland recognised the features so dceply im- 
pressed on his memory, the bright and clustered tresses, 
the laughing full blue eyes, the well-formed eyebrows, 
the ngse, with the slightest possible inclination to 
aquiline, the ruby lip, of which en arch and half-sup- 
pressed smile seemed the habitual expression—in short, 
hg yorm and face of Catherine Seyton ; in man’s attire, 
hoWeéver, and mimicking, as it seemed, not unsuccess- 
fully, the bearing of a youthful but forward page. 

‘‘Saint George and Saint Andrew !”’ exclaimed the 
amazed Roland Grzeme to himself, ‘‘ was there ever such 
an audacious quean !—she seems a little ashamed of her 
mummery too, for she holds the lap of her cloak to her 
face, and her colour is heightened—but, Santa Maria, 
how she threads the throng, with as firm and bold a step 
as if she had never tied petticoat round her waist !— 
Holy saints! she holds up her riding-rod as if she would 
lay it about some of their ears, that stand most in her 
way—by the hand of my father! she bears herself like 
the very model of pagehood.—Hey ! what ! sure she will 
not strike frieze-jacket in earnest?’’ But he was not long 
left in doubt ; for the lout whom he had before repeat- 
edly noticed, standing in the way of the bustling page, 
and maintaining his place with clownish obstinacy or 
stupidity, the advanced riding-rod was, without a mo- 
ment's hesitation, sRarply applied to his shoulders, in a 
manner which made him spring aside, rubbing the part 
of the body whicft had recefved so unceremonious a hint 
that it was in the way of his betters. The party injured 
growled forth an oath or two of indignation, and Rolgnd 
Greeme began to think of flying down stairs to the 
aStistance of the translated Catherine ; but the laugh of 
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the yard was against frieze-jacket, which indced had, in 
those days, small chance of fair play in a quarrel with 
velvet and embroidery; so that the fellow, who was a 
menial in the inn, slunk back to finish his task of dressing 
the bonny grey, laughed at by all, but most by the wench 
in the stammel waistcoat, his fellow-servant, who, to 
crown his disgrace, had the cruelty to cast an applaud- 
ing smile upon the author of the injury, while, witha 
freedom more like the:milkmaid of the town than she of 
the plains, she accosted him with—‘' Is there any one 
you want here, my pretty gentleman, that you seem in 
such haste ?”’ a 

‘‘T seek a slip of a lad,” said the seeming gallant, 
‘‘with a sprig of holly in his cap, black hair and plack 
eyes, grecn jacket, and the air of a country cokXcomb— 
1 have sought him through every close and alley in the 
Canongate, the fiend gore him!" 

‘“Why, God-a-mercy, Nun!" miuttcred Roland 
Grzeme, much bewildered. 

‘*T will inquire him presently out for your fair young 
worship,” said the wench of the inn. 

“Do,” said the gallant squire, ‘‘and if you bring me 
to him, you shall have a groat to-night, and a kiss on 
Sunday when you have on a cleaner kirtle.” 

‘Why, God-a-mercy, Nun!" again muttered Roland, 
‘this is a note above FE La.” 

In a moment after, the servant entered the room, and 
ushered in the object of his surprise. 

While the disguised vestal looked with unabashed 
brow, and bold and rapid glance of ner eye, through the 
various parties in the large old room. Roland Graeme, 
who felt an internal awkward sense of ‘bashful confusion, 
which he deemed altogether unworthy of the bold and 
dashing character to which he aspired, determined not 
to be brow-beaten and put down by this singular female, 
but to meet her with a glance of recognition so sly, so 
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penetrating, so expressively humorous, as should show her 
at once he was in possession of her secrct and master of 
her fate, and should compcl her to humble herself to- 
wards him, at least into the look and manner of respect- 
ful and deprecating observancc. 

This was extremely well plaaned ; but just as Roland 
had called up the knowing glance, the suppressed smile, 
the sprewd intelligent look, which was to ensure his 
triumph, he encountered the bold® firm, and steady gaze 
of his brother or sister-page, who, casting on him a 
Neen glance, and recognising him at once us the object 

Riis search, walked up with the most unconcerned 
look, the most free and undaunted composure, and 
hailed him with ‘You, Sir Holly-top, I would speak 
with you.” 

The steady coolness and assurance with which these 
words were uttered, although the voice was the very 
voice he had heard at the old convent, and althouSh the 
features more nearly resembled those of Catherine when 
seen close than when viewed from a distance, produced, 
nevertheless, such a confusion in Roland’s mind, that he 
became uncertain whether he was not still under a mis- 
take from the beginning ; the knowing shrewdness which 
should have animated his visage faded into a sheepish 
bashfulness, and the half-suppressed but most intelligible 
smile, became the senseless giggle of one who laughs to 
cover his own disorder of ideas. 

‘‘Do they understand a Scotch tongue in thy coun- 
try, Holly-top?"’ said this marvellous specimen of meta- 
morphosis. ‘‘I sai@ I would speak with thee.” 

‘What is your business yith my comrade, my young 
chick of the game? "’ said Adam Woodcock, willing to 
step in to his companion’s assistance, though totally at 
a loss to account for the sudden disappearance of all 
Rgjand’s usual smartness und presence of mind. 

aor to you, my old cock of the perch,” replied 
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the gallant ; ‘‘go mind your hawk’s castings. I guess 
by your bag and your gauntlet that you are squire of the 
body to a sort of kites.”’ 

He laughed as he spoke, and the laugh reminded 
Roland so irresistibly of the hearty fit of risibility, in 
which Catherine had indulged at his expense when they 
first met in the old nunnery, that he could scarce help 
exclaiming, ‘‘Catherine Seyton, by Heavens !;’—He 
checked the exclamation, however, and only said, ‘‘I 
think, sir, we two are not totally strangers to cach 
other.” 

‘We must have met in our dreams then,” said the 
youth ; ‘‘and my days are too busy to remember what ] 
think on at nights.” 

‘‘Or apparently to remember upon onc day those 
svhom you may have seen on the preceding eve,’ said 
Roland Grzeme. 

Th youth in his turn cast on him a look of some sur- 
prise, as he replied, ‘‘ 1 know no more of what you mean 
than does the horse I ride on—if there be offence in your 
words, you shall find me as ready to take it as any lad 
in Lothian.” 

‘You know well,” said Roland, ‘‘though it pleases 
you to use the language of a stranger, that with you I 
dave no purpose to quarrel.” 

?’ «Tet me do mine errand, then, and be rid of you,” 
said the page. ‘‘Step hither this way, out of that old 
léathern fist’s hearing.”’ 

They walked into the recess of the window, which 
Roland had left upon the youth’S entrance into the 
apartment. The messenger then turned his back on the 
company, after casting a hasty and sharp glance around 
to see if they were observed. Roland did the same, and 
the page in the purple mantle thus addressed him, taking 
at the same time from under his cloak a short but beayti- 
fully wrought sword, with the hilt and ornaments upon 
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the shcath of silver, massively chased and over-gilded— 
‘“‘T bring you this weapon from a friend, who gives it 
you under the solemn condition, that you will not une 
sheathe it until you are commanded by your rightful 
Sovereign. For your warmth of temper is known, and 
the presumption with which you intrude yourself into 
the quarrels of others ; and, therefore, this is laid upon 
you as a penance by those who wish you well, and 
whos@ hand will influence youg destiny for good or 
for evil. This is what 1 was charged to tell you. So 
if you will give a fair word for a fair sword, and pledge 
Y@ur promise, with hand and glove, good and well; and: 
if not, I will carry back Caliburn to those who sent it.” 

‘‘And may I not ask who these are?” said Rolanc 
Graeme, admiring at the same time the beauty of the 
weapon thus offéred him. 

‘* My commission in no way leads me to answer sucH 
a question,” said he of the purple mande. e , 

‘‘But if I am offended,” said Roland, ‘‘may I not 
draw to defend myself?” Cc 

‘* Not 242s weapon,” answered the sword-bearer ; ‘‘ buf 
you have your own at command, and, besides, for what 
do you wear your poniard?” r 

‘* For no good,” said Adam Woodcock, who had nowy 
approached close to them, ‘‘and that I can witness ag 
well as any one.” o 

‘*Stand back, fellow,’’ said the messenger ; * tg 
hast an intrusive curious face, that will come by a bu 
if it is found where it has no concern.” 

‘*A buffet, my yogng Master Malapert?”’ said Adam, 
drawing back, however ; ‘‘best keep down fist, or, by 
Our Lady, buffet @ill beget ®uffet |!” 

‘‘ Be patient, Adam Woodcock,” said Roland Graeme ; 
—‘‘and let me pray you, fair-sir, since by such addition 
you choose for the present to be addressed, may I not 
baely unsheathe this weapon, in pure simplicity of 
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desire to know whether so fair a hilt and scabbard are 
matched with a befitting blade?’ 

“By no manner of means,” said the messenger ; ‘‘ at 
2 word, you must take it under the promise that you 
never draw it until you receive the commands of your 
lawful Sovercign, or you must leave it alone.” 

‘‘ Under that condition, and coming from your friendly 
hand, I accept of the sword,” said Roland, taking it 
from his hand; ‘‘ but.credit me, that if we are to work 
together in any weighty emprise, as I am induce? to 
believe, some confidence and openness on your part will 
be necessary to give the right impulse to my zeal4-I 
press for no more at present, it is enough that you 
understand me,”’ 

“‘T understand you!" said the page, exhibiting the 
appearance of unfcigned surprise in his turn—‘' Re- 
nounce me if I do !—here you stand jiggeting, and snig- 
glingtand looking cunning, as if there were some mighty 
matter of intrigue and common understanding betwixt 
you and me, whom you never set your eyes on before !” 

‘What!’ said Roland Graeme, ‘' will you deny that 
we have met before ?”’ 

‘* Marry that I will, in any enters court,” said the 
other page. 

‘ And will you also deny,” said ohuic: ‘that it was 
recommended to us to study each other’s features well, 
that in whatever disguise the time might impose upon 
us, each should recognise in the other the secret agent of 
a mighty work? Do not you remember, that Sister | 
Magdalen*and Dame Bridget '’——-. 

The messenger here interrupted him, shrugging up his 
shoulders, with a look of conipassion, ‘' Bridget and Mag- 
dalen ! why, this is madness and dreaming! Hark ye, 
Master Holly-top, your wits ase gone on wool-gathering ; 
comfort yourself with a caudle, thatch your brain-sick 
noddle with a woollen night-cap, and so God be with you.” 
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As he concluded this polite parting address, Adam 
Woodcock, who was again seated by the table on which 
stood the now empty can, said to him, ‘‘ Will you drink 
a cup, young man, in the way of courtesy, now you 
have done your errand, and listen to a good song?” 
and without waiting for an answer, he commenced his 
ditty— 
, “The Pope, that pagan full of pride, 


. Hath blinded us full layg” 





It is probable that the goc:) wine had made some inno- 
vation in the falconer’s brain, otherwise he would have 
recollected the danger of introducing anything like poh- 
tical or polemical plcasantry into a public assemblage, at 
a. time when men’s minds were in a State of great irrita- 
bility. To do him justice, he perecived his error, and 
stopped short so soon as he saw that the word Pope had 
at once interrupted the scparate conversations of the 
various parties which were assembled in the apartment ; 
and that many began to draw themselves up, bridle, 
look big, and prepare to take part in the impending 
brawl ; while others, more decent and cautious persons, 
hastily paid down their lawing, and prepared to lIcave 
the place ere bad should come to worse. 

And to worse it was soon likely to come ; for no sooner 
did Woodcock’s ditty reach the ear of the stranger page, 
than, uplifting his riding-rod, he exclaimed, ‘‘ He who 
speaks irreverently of the Holy Father of the church in 
my presence, is the cuF of a heretic wolf-bitch, and 1 will 
switch him as I would a mongrel cur.” 

‘‘And I will break thy young pate,’ said dam, ‘if 
thou darest to lift a fingerto me.” And then, in defiance 
of the young Drawtansir’s thfeat, with a stout heart and 
dauntless accent, he again uplifted the stave, 

“The Pope, that pagan full of pride, 
Hath blinded ” —— 
But Adam was able to proaeed no farther, being him- 
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self unfortunately blinded by a stroke of the impatient 
youth's switch across his eyes. Enraged at once by the 
smart and the indignity, the falconer started up, and 
darkling as he was, for his eyes watered too fast to per- 
mit his seeing anything, he would soon have been at 
close grips with his insolent adversary, had not Roland 
Grzeme, contrary to his nature, played for once the pru- 
dent man and the peacemaker, and thrown himself 
betwixt them, implor‘ng Woodcock’s patience. ‘‘ You 
know not,’ he said, ‘‘ with whom you have to do.—And 
thou,” addressing the messenger, who stood scornfully 
laughing at Adam’s rage, ‘‘ gct thee gone, whoever thou 
art; if thou be'st what I guess thee, thou well knowest 
there are earnest reasons why thou shouldst.”’ 
‘‘Thou hast hit it right for once, Holly-top,” said the 
gallant, ‘‘though I guess you drew your bow at a 
venture.—Here, host, let this yeoman have a pottle of 
wine ‘to wash the smart out of his eyes—and there is a 
Srench crown for him.’’ So saying, he threw the piece 
_of money on the table, and left the apartment, with a 
quick yet steady pace, looking firmly at right and left, as 
if to defy interruption : and snapping his fingers at two 
er three respectable burghers, who, declaring it wasa 
shame that any one should be suffered to rant and ruffle 
in defence of the Pope, were labouring to find the hiits 
of their swords, which had got for the present unhappily 
entangled in the folds of their cloaks. But, as the 
adversary was gone ere any of them had reached his 
weapon, they did not think it necessary to unsheathe cold 
iron, Dut merely observed to each cther, ‘‘ This is more 
than masterful violence, to see a poor man stricken in 
the face just for singing a” ballad aghinst the whore of 
Babylon! If the Pope's champions are to be bangsters 
in our very change-houses, we shall soon have the old 
sShavelings back again.” 
‘The provost should look to it,” said another, ‘‘ and 
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have some five or six armed with partisans, to come in 
upon the first whistle, to teach these gallants their lesson. 
For, look you, neighbour Lugleather, it is not for decent 
householders like ourselves to be brawling with the god- 
less grooms and pert pages of the nobles, that are bred 
up to little else save bloodshed and blasphemy.” 

‘‘For all that, neighbour,” said Lugleather, ‘‘I 
wouldehave curried that youngster as properly as ever I 
curried a lamb’s hide, had not the*hilt of my bilbo been 
for the instant beyond my grasp; and before I could 
tgp my girdle, gone was my master!” 

‘‘Ay,” said the others, ‘‘ the devil go with him, and 
peace abide with us—I give my rede, neighbours, that 
we pay the lawing, and be stepping homeward, like 
brother and brother ; for old Saint Giles’s is tolling cur- 
few, and the street grows dangerous at night.”’ 

With that the good burghers adjusted their cloaks, 
and prepared for their departure, while he that seemed 
the briskest of the three, laying his hand on his Andrea 
Ferrara, observed, ‘‘ that they that spoke in praise of the 
Pope on the High-gate of Edinburgh, had best bring the 
sword of Saint Peter to defend them.”’ 

While the ill-humour excited by the insolence of the 
young aristocrat was thus evaporating in empty menace, 
Roland Grzme had to control the far more serious in- 
dignation of Adam Woodcock. ‘‘ Why, man, it was but 
a switch across the mazzard—blow your nose, dry your 
eyes, and yon will see all the better for it.’’ 

‘* By this light, which I cannot see,” said Adam Wood- 
cock, ‘‘thou hast béen a false friend to me, young man 
-—neither taking up my righgful quarrel, nor letting me 
fight it out myself.” 

‘‘Fy for shame, Adam Woodcock,” replied the youth, 
determined to turn the tables on him, and become in turs 
the counsellor of good order and peaceable demeanour 
—‘‘I say, fy for shame !—Alas, that you will speak 

225 


THE ABBOT. 
thus { Here are you sent with me to prevent my innocent 
youth getting into snares ''—— 

‘*Y wish your innocent youth were cut short with a 
halter, with all my heart,"’ said Adam, who began fo see 
which way the admonition tended. 

—‘‘And instead of setting before me,’’ continued 
Roland, ‘‘an example of patience and sobriety becoming 
the falconer of Sir Halbert Glendinning, you qvaff me 
off I know not how nfany flagons of ale, besides a gallon 
of wine, and a full measure of strong waters.”’ 

‘ ft was but one small pottle,” said poor Adam, whem 
‘ consciousness of his own indiscretion now reduced i a 
merely defensive warfare. 

“It was enough to pottle you handsomely, however,” 
said the page—‘‘ And then, instead of going to bed to 
sleep off your liquor, must you sit singing your roistering 
songs about popes and pagans, till you have got your 
eyes"almost switched out of your head ; and but for my 
interference, whom your drunken ingratitude accuses of 
deserting you, yon galliard would have cut your throat, 
for he was whipping out a whinger as broad as my hand, 
and as sharp as a razor—And these are lessons for an 
inexperienced youth !—Oh, Adam ! out upon you—out 
upon you !" 

‘Marry, amen, and with all my heart,” said Adam ; 
‘‘out upon my folly for expecting anything but imper- 
tinent raillery from a page like thee, that if he saw his 
father in a scrape, would laugh at him instead of lending 
him aid.” 

‘Nay, but I will lend you aids” said the page, still 
laughing, ‘‘that is, I will jend thee aid to thy chamber, 
good Adam, where thou shalt sleep olf wine and ale, ire 
and indignation, and awake the next morning with as 
much fair wit as nature has blessed thee withal. Only 
one thing I will warn thee, goad Adam, that henceforth 
and. for ever when thou railest at me for being somewhat 
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hot at hand, and rather too prompt to out with poniard 
or so, thy admonition shall serve as a prologue to the 
memorable adventure of the switching of Saint Michael’s.”” 

With such condoling expressions he got the crest- 
fallen falconer to his bed, and then retired to his own 
pallet, where it was some time ere he could fall asleep. 
If the messenger whom he had seen were really Catherine 
Seyten, what a masculine virago: and termagant must she 
be | and stored with what an inimitable command of in- 
solence and assurance !—The brass on her brow would 

rbish the front of twenty pages ; ‘‘and I should know,” 
thought Roland, ‘‘ what that amounts to—And yet, her 
features, her look, her light gait, her laughing eye, the 
art with which she disposed the mantle to show no more 
of her limbs than needs must be scen—I am glad she 
had at least that grace left—the voice, the smile—it must 
have been Catherine Seyton or the devil in her likeness ! 
One thing is good, I have silenced the eternal predi€ations 
of that ass Adam Woodcock, who has set up for beinga 
preacher and a governor over me so soon as he has left 
the hawks’ mew behind him.” 

And with this comfortable reflection, joined to the 
happy indifference which youth hath for the events of the 
morrow, Roland Graeme fell fast asleep. 


CHAP. XX. 


Now have you reft me from my staff, my guide, 

Who taught mytyouth as men teach untamed falcons, 
Lo use my strength discreetly—l am reft 

Of comrade afd of couns@ !—O.n Pray. 


N the grey of the next morning's dawn there 

was a loud knocking at the gate of the hostelrie; 

Z and those without, proclaiming that they came 

in the name of the Regent, were instantly admitted. A 
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moment or two afterwards Michael Wing-the-wind stood 
by the bedside of our travellers. 

‘“Up!upt” he said, ‘‘there is no slumber where 
Murray hath work ado.” 

Both sleepers sprang up, and began to dress them- 
selves. 

‘*You, old friend,” said Wing-the-Wind to Adam 
Woodcock, ‘‘must to horse instantly, with this packet 
to the monks of Kennatyuhair ; and with this,” delivering 
them as he spoke, ‘‘ to the Knight of Avenel.” 

‘‘As much as commanding the monks to annul the? 
election, I'll warrant me, of an Abkot,"’ quoth Adam 
Woodcock, as he put the packets into his bag, ‘‘and 
charging my master to see it done—To hawk at one 
brother with another is less than fair play, methinks.”’ 

‘Fash not thy beard about it, old boy," said Michael, 
‘but betake thce to the saddle presently ; for if these 
orders‘are not obeyed, there will be bare walls at the 
Kirk of Saint Mary's, and it may be at the Castle of 
Avenel to boot ; for I heard my Lord of Morton loud with 
the Regent, and we are at a pass that we cannot stand 
with him anent trifics.’’- 

‘‘ But,” said Adam, ‘‘touching the Abbot of Un- 
reason—what say they to that outbreak p—An they be 
shrewishly disposed, I were better pitch the packets to 
Satan, and take the other side of the Border for my 
bield.”’ 

‘'Oh, that was passed over as a jest, since there was 
little harm done.—But, hark thee, Adam,” continued his 
comrade, ‘‘ if there were a dozen vacant abbacies in your 
road, whether of jest or earnest, reason or unreason, 
draw thou never one of their mitres over thy brows—The 
time is not fitting, man !—besides, our Maiden longs to 
clip the neck of a fat churchman.” 

‘* She shall never shear mine in that capacity,” said the 
falconer, while he knotted the kerchief in two or three 
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double folds around his sunburnt bull-neck, calling out 
at the same time, ‘‘ Master Roland, Master Roland, 
make haste! we must back to perch and mew, and, 
thank Heaven more than our awn wit, with our bones 
whole, and without a stab in the stomach.” 

‘Nay, but,” said Wing-the-wind, ‘‘ the page goes not 
back with you, the Regent has other employment for 
him.’ 

‘Saints and sorrows!" excfaimed the falconer— 
‘* Master Roland Grzeme to remain here, and I to return 
ta,Avenel !—Whry, it cannot be—the child cannot manage 
himself in this wide world without me, and I question if 
he will stoop to any other whistle than mine own; 
there are times I myscif can hardly bring him to my lure.” 

It was at Roland's tongue’s end to say something con- 
cerning the occasion they had for using mutually each 
other's prudence, but the real anxiety which Adam 
evinced at parting with him took away his disposition to 
such ungracious raillery. The falconer did not alto- 
gether escape, however, for in turning his face towards the 
lattice his friend Michael caught a glimpse of it, and 
exclaimed, ‘‘I prithee, Adam Woodcock, what hast thou 
been doing with these eyes of thine? They are swelled 
to the starting from the socket.” 

‘‘ Nought in the world,” said he, after casting a depre- 
cating glance at Roland Grzeme, ‘‘but the effect of 
sleeping in this d——4 truckle without a pillow.” 

‘“Why, Adam Woodcock, thou must be grown 
Strangely dainty,” said his old companion ; ‘‘I] have known 
thee sleep all night*with no better pillow than a bush of 
ling, and start uj with the gin, as gleg as a falcon ; and 
now thine eyes resemble ” 

‘‘Tush, man, what signifies how mine eyes look now?” 
said Adam—‘‘det us but roast a crab-apple, pour a pottle 
of,ale on it, and bathe our throats withal, thou shalt see 
a change in me.” 
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‘‘And thou wilt be in heart to sing thy jolly ballad 
about the Pope," sajd his comrade. 

‘* Ay, that I will,” replied the falconer, ‘‘ that is, when 
we have left this quiet town five miles behind us,. if you 
will take your hobby and ride so far on my way.” 

‘‘Nay, that I may not,” said Michael—‘‘I can but 
stop to partake your morning draught, and see you fairly 
to horse—I will see that they saddle them and toast the 
crab for thee without Mss of timc.” 

During his absence the falconer took tha page by the 
hand—‘‘ May 1 never hood hawk again,” said the g0g4- 
natured fellow, ‘‘if Iam not,as sorry to part with you as 
if you were a child of mine own, craving pardon for the 
freedom—lI cannot tell what makes me love you so much, 
unless it be for the reason that I loved the vicious devil 
of a brown galloway nag whom my master the Knight 
called Satan, till Master Warden changed his name to 
Seytoh ; for he said it was over boldness to call a beast 
wlter the King of Darkness "’ 

«‘ And,” said the page, ‘‘it was over boldness in him, 
I trow, to call a vicious brute aftcr a noble family.” 

‘‘ Well,” proceeded Adam, ‘‘ Seyton or Satan, I loved 
that nag over every other horse in the stable—-There was 
no sleeping on his back—he was for ever fidgeting, 
bolting, rearing, biting, kicking, and giving you work to 
do, and maybe the measure of your back on the heather 
to the boot of it all. And I think I love you better than 
wny lad in the castle for the self-same qualities." 

‘‘ Thanks, thanks, kind Adam. I regard myself bound 
to you for the good estimation in whfch you hold me.” 

‘*‘ Nay, interrupt me not,, said the falconer—‘' Satan 
was a good nag—But I say I think I shall call the two 
eyases after you, the one Roland, and the other Graeme ; 
and while Adam Woodcock lives, be sure you have a 
friend-— Here is to thee, my dear son.’ 

Roland most heartily returned the grasp of the hand, 
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and Woodcock, having taken a deep draught, continued 
is farewell speech. od 

‘« There are three things I warn you against, Roland, 
now that you are to tread this weary world without my 
experience to assist you. In the first place, never draw 
dagger on slight occasion—every man's doublet is not 
so well stuffed as a‘certain abbot’s that you wot of. 
Secendly, fly not at every pretty girl, like a merlin ata 
thrush—you will not always wma gold chain for your 
labour—and, by the way, here I return to you your 
fanfarona—keep it close, it is weighty, and may benefit 
you at a pinch more ways than one. Thirdly, and to 
conclude, as our worthy preacher says, beware of the 
pottle-pot—it has drenched the judgment of wiser men 
than you. I could bring some instances of it, but I dare- 
say it needeth not; for if you should forget your own 
mishaps, you will scarce fail to remember minc-—-And so 
farewell, my dear son.” e 

Roland returned his good wishes, and failed not to send 
his humble duty to his kind Lady, charging the falconer, 
at the same time, to express his regret that he should have 
offended her, and his determination so to bear him in the 
world that she would not be ashamed of the gencrous 
protection she had afforded him. 

The falconer embraced his young friend, mounted his 
stout, round-made, trotting nag, which the serving-man, 
who had attended him, held ready at the door, and took 
the road to the southward. A sullen and heavy sound 
echoed from the horse's fect, as if indicating the sorrow 
of the good-natured rider. Every hoof-tread seemed to 
tap upon Roland's heart as he heard his comrade with- 
draw with so li€le of his sual alert activity, and felt thag 
he was once more alone in the world. 

He was roused from his reverie by Michael Wing-the- 
wind, who reminded him that it was necessary they should 
fostantly return to the palace, as my Lord Regent went 
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to sa nana early in the morning. They went thither 
accordingly, and Wing-the-wind, a favourite old domestic, 
who was admitted nearer to the Regent's person and 
privacy than many whose posts were more ostensible, 
soon introduced Graeme into a small matted chamber, 
where he had an audience of the present head of the 
troubled State of Scotland. The Earl of Murray was 
clad in a sad-coloured morning-gown, with a cap and 
slippers of the same clo.h, but, even in this easy desha- 
bille, held his sheathed rapier in his hand, a precaution 
which he adopted when receiving strangers, rather ip- 
compliance with the earnest remonstrances of his friends 
and partisans than from any personal apprehensions of 
his own. He answered with a silent nod the respectful 
obeisance of the page, and took one or two turns through 
the smal] apartment in silence, fixing his keen eye on 
Roland, as if he wished to penetrate into his very sou). 
At length he broke silence. 

‘‘Your name is, I think, Julian Graeme ?"’ 

‘‘Roland Graeme, my lord, not Julian,” replied the page. 

‘* Right—I was misled by some trick of my memory— 
Roland Greeme, from the Debateable Land.—Roland, 
thou knowest the duties which belong to a lady's service ?"’ 

‘‘T should know them, my lord,” replied Roland, 
‘“‘having been bred so near the person of my Lady of 
Avenel ; but I trust never more to practise them, as the 
Knight hath promised” 

‘‘Be silent, young man,” said the Regent; ‘‘Iam to 
speak, and you to hear and obey. It is necessary that, 
for some space at least, you shall again enter into the 
service of a lady, who, in rank, hath no equal in Scotland ; 
and this service accomplished, I give thee my word as 
Knight and Prince, that it shall open to you a course of 
ambition, such as may well gratify the aspiring wishes of 
one whom circumstances entitle to entertain much higher 
views than thou. I will take thee into my household, and 
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near to my person, or, at your own choice, I will give you 
the command of a foot-company—either is a preferment 
which the proudest laird in the land might be glad to 
ensure for a second son.” 

‘‘May I presume to ask, my lord,” said Roland, ob- 
serving the Earl paused for a reply, ‘‘ to whom my poor 
services are in the first place destined ?”’ 

ou will be told hereafter,” said the Regent; and 

then, as if overcoming some internal reluctance to speak 

further himself, he added, ‘‘or why should I not myself 

¢ ell you that you are about to enter into the service.of a 

lost illustrious—most unhappy lady—into the service of 
Mary of Scotland.” 

‘Of the Queen, my lord?” said the page, unable to 
repress his surprise. 

‘‘Of her who was the Qucen!"’ said Murray, with a 
singular mixture of displeasure and embarrassment in his 
tone of voice. ‘‘ You must be aware, young man, that her 
son reigns in her stead.” 

He sighed from an emotion, partly natural, perhaps, and 
partly assumed. 

‘‘And am I to attend upon her Grace in her place of 
imprisonment, my lord?” again demanded the page, with 
a straightforward and hardy simplicity, which somewhat 
disconcerted the sage and powerful statesman. 

‘‘She is not imprisoned,” answered Murray angrily ; 
‘‘ God forbid she should—she is only sequestrated from 
State affairs, and from the business of the public, until 
the world be so effectually settled, that she may enjoy 
her natural and ureontrolled freedom, without her royal 
disposition velne exposed . the Practices of wicked and 
designing men. ¥1t is for this purpose,” he added, ‘‘ that 
while she is to be furnished, as right is, with such 
attendance as may befit her present secluded state, it 
becomes necessary that those placed around her are 
persons on whose prudence I can have reliance. You see. 
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therefore, you are at once called on to discharge an office 
most honourable in itself, and so to discharge it that you 
may make a friend of the Regent of Scotland. Thou art, 
J have been told, a singularly apprehensive youth ; and I 
perceive by thy look that thou dost already understand 
what I would say on this matter. In this schedule your 
particular points of duty are sct down at length—but the 
sum required of you is fidelity—I mean fidclity to myself 
and to the state. You are, therefore, to watch every 
attempt which is made, or inclination displayed, to open 
any communication with any of the lords who have be: 
come banders in the west—with Hamilton, Seyton, with 
Fleming, or the like. It is true that my gracious sister, 
reflecting upon the i}l chances that have happened to the 
state of this poor kingdom, from evil counsellors who 
have abused her royal nature in time past, hath deter- 
mined to sequestrate herself from state affairs in future. 
But it 1 our duty, as acting for and in the name of our 
infant nephew, to guard against the evils which may arise 
from any mutation or vacillation in her royal resolutions. 
Wherefore, it will be thy duty to watch, and report to our 
1ady mother, whose guest our sister is for the present, 
whatever may infer a disposition to withdraw her person 
from the place of security in which she is lodged, or to 
open communication with those without. If, however, 
your observation should detect anything of weight, and 
which may exceed mere suspicion, fail not to send notice 
hy an especial messenger to me directly, and this ring 
shali be thy warrant to order horse and.man on such 
service.—And now begone. If theresbe half the wit in 
thy head that there is apprehension in thy look, thou 
fully comprehendest all that 1 would say—Serve me 
faithfully, and sure as I am belted earl, thy reward shall 
he great.” ~ 
Roland Graeme made an obeisance, and was about to 

depart. = 
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The Earl signed to him to remain. ‘') have trusted 
thee deeply,” he said, ‘‘ young man, forthou art the only 
one of her suite who has been sent to her by my own 
recommendation. Her gentlewomen are of her own 
nomination—it were too hard to have barred her that 
privilege, though some there were who reckoned it incon- 
sistent with sure policy. ‘Thou art young and handsome. 
Mingle in their follies, and sce they cover not deeper 
desighs under the appearance of {male levity—if they do 
mine, do thou countermine. For the rest, beay all 
decorum and respect to the person of thy mistress—she 
#2 princess, though a most unhappy one, and hath been 
a qucen ! though now, alas! no longersuch. Pay, there- 
fore, to her all honour and respect, consistent with thv 
fidelity to the King and me—and now, farewell.—Yct 
stay—-you travel with Lord Lindesay, a man of the old 
world, rough and honest, though untaught; see that thou 
offend him not, for he is not patient of raillery, and thou, 
I have heard, art a crack-halter.” ‘This he said witha 
smile, then added, ‘‘I could have wished the Lord 
Lindesay’s mission had been intrusted to some otherand 
more gentle noble.” 

‘* And wherefore should you wish that, my lord ?” said 
Morton, who even then entered the apartment; ‘‘the 
council have decided for the best—we have had but too 
many proofs of this lady’s stubbornness of mind, and the 
oak that resists the sharp steel axe, must be riven with 
the rugged iron wedge.—And this is to be her page ?—- 
My Lord Regent hath doubtless instructed you, young 
man, how you shajl guide yourself in these matters , 
T will add but a little hint on my part. You are going to 
the castle of a D®uglas, witere treachery never thrives— 
the first moment of suspicion will be the last of your life. 
My kinsman, William Douglas, understands no raillery, 
and if he once have cause to think you false, you will 
waver in the wind from the castle battlements ere the sun 
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set upon his anger.—And is the lady to have an almoner 
withal 2?” 

‘** Occasionally, Douglas,” said the Regent ; ‘‘ it were 
hard to deny the spiritual consolation which she thinks 
essential to her salvation.” 

‘You are ever too soft-hearted, my lord—What! a 
false priest to communicate her lamentations, not only to 
our unfriends in Scotland, but to the Guises, to Rome, to 
Spain, and 1 know not where!” 

‘‘ Fear not," said the Regent, ‘‘ we will take such order 
that no treachery shall happen.”’ 

** Look to it then,” said Morton ; ‘‘ you know my mitu 
respecting the wench you have consented she shall re- 
ceive as a waiting-woman—one of a family, which, of all 
others, has ever been devoted to her, and inimical to us. 
Had we not been wary, she would have been purveyed of 
a page as much to her purpose as her waiting-damsel. 
I hear, a rumour that an old mad Romish pilgrimer, who 
passes for at least half a saint among them, was employed 
to find a fit subject.”’ 

‘‘ We have escaped that danger at least,” said Murray, 
‘‘and converted it into a point of advantage, by sending 
this boy of Glendinning’s—and for her waiting-damsel, 
you cannot grudge her one poor maiden instead of her 
four noble Marys and all their silken train ?” 

“‘T care not so much for the waiting-maiden,” said 
Morton, ‘‘but I cannot brook the almoner—-I think 
priests of all persuasions are much like each other—Here 
is John Knox, who made such a noble puller-down, is 
ambitious of becoming a setter-up,.and a founder of 
schools and colleges out of the Abbey lands, and bishops’ 
rents, and other spoils of Rome, which the nobility of 
Scotland have won with their sword and bow, and with 
which he would endow new hives to sing the old drone.” 

** John is a man of God,” said the Regent, ‘’ and aS 
scheme is a devout imagination.” 
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The sedate smile with which this was spoken, left it 
inipossible to conjecture whether the words were meant 
in approbation or in derision, of the plan of the Scottish 
Reformer. Turning then to Roland Graeme, as if he 
thought he had been long enough a witness of this con- 
versation, he bade him get him presently to horse, since 
my Lord of Lindesay was already mounted. The page 
maclaghis reverence, and left the apartment. 

Guided by Michacl Wing-the-wind, he found his horse 
ready saddled and prepared for the journey in front of 
ibe palace porch, where hovered about a score of men-at- 
arms, whose leader showed no small symptoms of surly 
impatience. 

‘Is this the jackanape page for whom we have waited 
thus long?" said he to Wing-the-wind.—‘‘ And my 
Lord Ruthven will reach the castle long before us.” 

Michael assented, and added, that the boy had been 
detained by the Regent to reccive some parting ifstruc- 
tions. The leader made an inarticulate sound in his 
throat, expressive of sullen acquiescence, and calling to 
one ef his domestic attendants, ‘‘ Edward," said he, 
‘‘take the gallant into your charge, and let him speak 
with no once else.” 

He then addressed, by the title of Sir Robert, an 
elderly and respectable-looking geatleman, the only one 
of the party who seemed above the rank of a retainer or 
domestic, and observed, that they must get to horse with 
all speed. 

During this discourse, and while they were riding 
slowly along the strtet of the suburb, Roland had time to 
examine more accurately the looks and figure of the 
Baron who was at their head. 

Lord Lindesay of' the Byres was rather touched than 
Stricken .with years. His upright stature and strong 
limbs still showed him fully equal to all the exertions and 
fatigues of war. His thick eyebrows, now partially 
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grizzled, lowered over large eyes full of dark fire, which 
seemed yet darker from the uncommon depth at which 
they were set in his head. His features, naturally strong 
and harsh, had their sternness exaggerated by one or 
two scars received in battle. These features, naturally 
calculated to express the harsher passions, were shaded 
by an open steel cap, with a projecting front but having 
no visor, over the gorget of which fell the blac! and 
grizzled beard of the grim old Baron, and totally hid the 
lower part of his face. The rest of his dress was a 
loose buff-coat, which had once been lined with silk and 
adorned with embroidery, but which seemed much 
Stained with travel, and damaged with cuts, received 
probably in battle. It covered a corselet, which had 
once been of polished stecl, fairly gilded, but was now 
somewhat injured with rust. A sword of antique make 
and uncomnion size, framed to be wielded with both 
hands, a kind of weapon which was then beginning to go 
out of use, hung from his neck in a baldrick, and was 
so disposed as to traverse his whole person, the huge 
hilt appearing over his left shoulder, and the point 
reaching well-nigh to the right heel, and jarring against 
his spur as he walked. This unwieldy weapon could 
only be unsheathed by pulling the handle over the left 
shoulder—for no human arm was long enough to draw it 
in the usual manner. The whole equipment was that of 
a rude warrior, negligent of his exterior even to misan- 
thropical sullenness ; and the short, harsh, haughty tone, 
which he used towards his eevee belonged to the 
same unpolished character. 

The personage who rode with Lord Lindesay, at the 
head of the party, was an Absolute cbntrast to him, in 
manner, form, and features. His thin and silkv hair 
was already white, though he seemed not above forty- 
five or fifty years old. His tone of voice was soft and in- 
sinuating—his form thin, spare, and bent by an habitual 
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stoop—his pale cheek was expressive of shrewdness and 
intelligence-—his eye was quick thongh placid, and his 
whole demeanour mild and conciliatory. He rode an 
ambling nag, such as were used by ladies, clergymen, 
or others of peaceful professions—w ore a riding habit of 
black velvet, with a cap and feather of the same hue, 
fastened up by a golden medal—and for show, and asa 
marl® of rank rather than for use, carried a walking- 
sword (as the short light rapicrs were called), without any 
other arms, offensive or defensive. 

@ The party had now quitted the town, and siosesded 
ata steady trot, towards the west.—As they prosecuted 
their journey, Roland Graeme would gladly have learned 
something of its purpose and tendency, but the counte- 
nance of the personage next to whom he had been placed 
in the train discouraged all approach to familiarity. The 
Paron himself did not look more grim and inacqgssible 
than his feudal retainer, whose grisly beard fell over his 
mouth like the portcullis before the gate of a castle, as 
if for the purpose of preventing the escape of any word, 
of which absolute necessity did not demand the utterance. 
The rest of the train seemed under the same taciturn 
influence, and journeyed on without a word being ex- 
changed amongst them—more like a troop of Carthusian 
friars than a party of military retainers. Roland Graeme 
was surprised at this extremity of discipline ; for even in 
the household ci the Knight of Avenel, though some- 
what distinguished for the accuracy with which decorum 
‘was enforced, a journey was a ptriod of license, during 
which jest and song, and everything within the limits of 
becoming mirthg and pasgime, were freely permitted. 
This unusual silence was, however, so far acceptable, 
that it gave him time to bring any shadow of judgment 
which he possessed to council on his own situation and 

' Pwospects, which would have appeared to any reasonable 
person in the highest degree dangerous and perplexing. 
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It was quite evident that he had, through various cir- 
cumstances not under his own control, formed contradic- 
tory connections with both the contending factions, by 
whose strife the kingdom was distracted, without being 
properly an adherent of cither. It secmed also clear, that 
the same situation in the household of the deposed 
Queen, to which he was now promoted by the influence 
of the Regent, had been destined to him by his enthusi- 
astic grandmother, Mitedalen Graeme ; for on this sub-, 
ject the words which Morton had dropped had beena 
ray of light; yet it was no less clear that: these two pe 
sons, the one the declared enemy, the other the 
enthusiastic votary, of the Catholic religion,—the one at 
the head of the King’s new government, the other, who 
regarded that government as a.criminal usurpation,— 
must have required and expected very different services 
from the individual whom they had thus united in re- 
comniending. It required very little reflection to foresee 
that ‘these contradictory claims on his service might 
speedily place him in a situation where his honour as well 
as his life might be endangered. But it was not in 
Roland Gra:me's nature to anticipate evil before it came, 
or to prepare to combat difficulties before they arrived. 
‘*T will sce this beautiful and unfortunate Mary Stuart,” 
he said, ‘‘'of whom we have heard so much, and then 
there will be time enough to determine whether I willbe 
kingsman or qucensman. None of them can say I have 
given word or promise to cither of their factions ; for 
they have led me up and down like a blind Billy, without 
giving me any light into what I waste do. But it was 
lucky that grim Douglas came into the Regent's closet 
this morning, otherwise I had never got free of him 
without plighting my troth to do all the Earl would have 
me, which seemed, after all, but foul play to the poor 
imprisoned lady, to place her page as an espial on her.” 

Skipping thus lightly over a matter of such conse- 
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quence, the thoughts of the harebrained boy went a 
wool-gathering after more agreeable topics. Now, he 
admired the Gothic towers of Barnbougle, rising from 
the sea-beaten rock, and overlooking one‘of the most 
glorious landscapes in Scotland-—-and now he began to 
consider what notable sport for the hounds and thé 
hawks must be afforded by the variegated ground over 
whick they travelled—and now he compared the steady 
and dull trot at which they wereethen prosecuting their 
journey, with the delight of sweeping over hill and dale 
@ pursuit of his favourite sports. As, under the influ- 
ence of these joyous recollections, he gave his horse the 
spur, and made him execute a gambade, he instantly 
incurred the censure of his grave neighbour, who hinted 
to him to keep the pace, and move quietly and in order, 
unless he wished such notice to be taken of his eccen- 
tric movements as was likely to be very displeasing to 
him. ® 

Vhe rebuke and the restraint under which the youth 
now found himself, brought back to his recollection his 
late’ good-humoured and accommodating associate and 
cuide, Adum Woodcock ; and from that topic his imagi- 
nation made a short flight to Avenel Castle, to the quiet 
and unconfined life of. its inhabitants, the goodness of 
his early protectress, not forgetting the denizens of its 
stables, kennels, and hawk-mews. In a brief space, all 
these subjects of meditation gave way to the remembrance 
of that riddle of womankind, Catherine Seyton, who 
appeared before the eye of his mind—now in her female 
form, now in her*male attire—now in both at once— 
like some strange dream, which presents to us the same 
individual under two different characters at the same 
instant. Her mysterious present also recurred to his 
recollection—the sword which he now wore at his side, 

d which he was not to draw save by command of his 
legitimate Sovereign! But the key of this mystery he 
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judged he was likely to find in the issue of his present 
journey. 

With such thoughts passing through his mind, Roland 
Grzme accompanied the party of Lord Lindesay to the 
Queen's Ferry, which they passed in vessels that lay in 
readiness for them. They encountered no adventure what- 
ever in their passage, excepting one horse being lamed 
in getting into the boat, an incident very commog on 
such occasions, until a few years ago, when the ferry 
was completely regulated. What was more peculiarly 
characteristic of the olden age, was the discharge of 
culverin at the party from the battlements of the old’ 
castle of Rosythe, on the north side of the Ferry, the lord 
of which happened to have some public or private quarrel 
with the Lord Lindesay, and took this mode of express- 
ing his resentment. The insult, however, as it was 
harmless, remained unnoticed and unavenged, nor did 
anythirg else occur worth notice until the band had 
come where Lochleven spread its magnificent sheet of 
waters to the beams of a bright summer sun. 

The ancient castle, which occupies an island nearly in 
the centre of the lake, recalled to the page that of Avenel, 
in which he had been nurtured. But the lake was much 
larger, and adorned with several islets besides that on 
whith the fortress was situated; and instead of being 
embosomed in hills like that of Avenel, had upon the 
southern side only a splendid mountainous screen, being 
the descent of one of the Lomond hills, and on the other 
was surrounded by the extensive and fertile plain of 
Kiaross. Roland Grzeme looked with some degree of: 
dismay on the water-girdled fortress, which then, as 
now, consisted only of one larg£ Donjon-Keep, surrounded 
with a court-yard, with two round flanking towers at the 
angles, which contained within its circuit some other - 
_ buildings.of inferior importance. A few old ,trees, clis- 
tered together near the castle, gave some relief to ie. 
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air of desolate- seclusion ; but yet the page, while he 
gazed upon a building so sequestrated, could not but 
feel for the situation of a captive Princess doomed to 
dwell there, as well as for his own. ‘‘I must have been 
born," he thought, ‘‘ under the star that presides over 
ladies and lakes of water, for I cannot by any means 
escape from the service of the one, or from dwelling in 
the ather. But if they allow me not the fair freedom of 
my sport and exercise, they shalé find it as hard to con- 
fine a wild-drake, as a youth who can swim like one," 

@ ‘The band had now reached the edge of the water, and 
one of the party advancing displayed Lord Lindesay’s 
pennon, waving it repeatedly to and fro, while that Baron 
himself blew a clamorous blast on his bugle. A banner 
was presently displayed from the roof of the castle in 
reply to these signals, and one or two figures were seen 
busied as if unmooring a boat which lay close to the islet. 

‘It will be some time ere they can reach us weth the 
boat,” said the companion of the Lord Lindesay ; 
‘should we not do well to proceed to the town, and 
array ourselves in some better order, ere we appear 
before” 

‘You may do as you list, Sir Robert,” replied Linde- 
say, ‘‘I have neither time nor temper to waste on such 
‘vanities. She has cost me many a hard ride, and must 
not now take offence at the threadbare cloak and soiled 
doublet that Iam arrayed in. It is the livery to which 
she has brought all,Scotland.” 

‘*Do not speak so harshly,” said Sir Robert; ‘‘if she 
hath done wrong, she hath dearly abied it ; and in losing 
all real power, gne would not deprive her of the little 
external homage due at orfte to a lady and a princess.” 

‘*I say to you once more, Sir Robert Melville,” re- 
plied Lindesay, ‘‘do as you will—for me, I am now tee 
o to dink myself as a gallant to grace the bower of 
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‘* The bower of dames, my lord!” said Melville, look- 
ing at the rude old tower—‘'is it yon dark and grated 
castle, the prison of a captive Queen, to which you give 
SO gay a name?" 

‘Name it as you list,’’ replied Lindesay ; ‘‘had the 
Regent desired to send an envoy capable to speak to a 
captive Queen, there are many gallants in his court who 
would have courted the occasion to make speechgs out 
of Amadis of Gaul, or the Mirror of Knighthood. But 
when he sent blunt old Lindesay, he knew he would 
speak to a misguided woman, as her former misdoings 
and her present state rendered necessary. I sought not 
this employment—it has been thrust ppon me; and I 
will not cumber myself with more form in the discharge 
of it, than needs must be tacked to such an occupation.”’ 

So saying, Lord Lindesay threw himself from horse- 
back, and wrapping his riding-cloak around him, lay 
down «t lazy Jength upon the sward, to await the arrival 
of. the boat, which was now seen rowing from the castle 
towards the shore. Sir Robert Melville, who had also 
dismounted, walked at short turns to and fro upon the 
bank, his arms crossed on his breast, often looking to 
the castle, and displaying in his countenance a mixture 
of sorrow and of anxiety. The rest of the party sate like 
statues on horseback, without moving so mech as the’ 
points of their lances, which they held upright in the air. 

- As soon as the boat approached a rude quay or landing- 
place, near to which they had stationed themselves, Lord 
Lindesay started up from his recumbent posture, and 
asked the.person who steered, why he:had not brought a 
larger boat with him to transport his retinue. 

So please you,” replied tHe boatmah, ‘‘ because it is 
the order of our lady, that we bring not to the castle 
More than four persons.’ 

.’ ‘Thy lady is a wise woman,” said Lindesay, ‘‘ to wis 
pect as of treachery !—Or, had I intended it, what: is 
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to hinder us from throwing you and your comrades into 
the lake, and filling the boat with my own fellows?” 

The steersman, on hearing this, made a hasty signal 
to his men to back their oars, and hold off from the 
shore which they were approaching. 

‘Why, thou ass,” said Lindesay, ‘‘thou didst not 
think that I meant thy fool’s head serious harm. Hark 
thee, griend—with fewer than three servants I will go no 
whither—Sir Robert Melville wl require at least the 
attendance of one domestic ; and it will be at your peril 
gp your lady's to refuse us admission, come hither‘as’ 
we are on matters of great national concern.” 

The steersman answered with firmness, but with great 
civility of expression, that his orders were positive to 
bring no more than four into the island, but he offered 
to row back to obtain a revisal of his instructions. 

‘‘Do so, my friend,” said Sir Robert Melville, after 
he had in vain endeavoured to persuade his stufbborn 
companion to consent to a temporary abatement of his 
train, ‘‘row back to the castle, sith it will be no better, 
and ebtain thy lady's orders to transport the Lord Li 
desay, myself, and our retinue thither.” 

“And hearken,” said Lord Lindesay, ‘‘ take with you 
this page, who comes as an attendant on vour lady's 
guest—Dismount, sirrah,"”’ said he, addressing Roland, 
‘‘and embark with them in that boat.” 

‘* And what is to become of my horse?” said Graeme ; 
**T am answerable for him to my master."’ 

‘‘T will relieve you of the charge,” said Lindesay ; 
“thou wilt have little enough to do with horse, saddle, 
or bridle, for ten.years to come—Thou mayest take the 
halter an thou wift_it may Stand thee in a turn.’ 

‘If I thought so," said Roland—but he was inter- 
rupted by Sir Robert Melville, who said to him good- 
humouredly, ‘* Dispute it not, young friend—resistance 
can do no good, but may well run thee into danger," 
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Roland Groeme felt the justice of what he said, and, 
though neither delighted with the matter nor manner of 
Lindesay’s address, deemed it best to submit to neces- 
sity, and to embark without further remonstrance. The 
men plied their oars. The quay, with the party of horse 
stationed near it, receded from the page's eyes—the 
castle and the islet seemed to draw near in the same pro- 
portion, and in a brief space he landed under the shadow 
of a huge old tree wuich overhung the landing-place. 
The steersman and Graeme leapt ashore ; the boatmen 

‘remained lying on their oars ready for further service. , 


CHAP. XXI 


Could valour aught avail or people's love, 
France had not wept Navarre's brave Henry slain ‘ 
LKsutt or beauty could compassion move, 
The Rose of Scotland had not wept in vain. 
Evecy 1n A RovaAL Mauso_gum.—LEwIs. 


T the gate of the courtyard of Lochleven ap- 

peared the stately form of the Lady of Loch- 

leven, a female whose early charms had captivated 
James V., by whom she becanie mother of the celebrated 
Regent Murray. As she was of noble birth (being a 
daughter of the house of Mar) and of great beauty, her 
intimacy with James did not prevent her being afterwards 
sought in honourable marriage by many gallants of the 
time, among whom: she had preferred Sir William Doug- 
las of Lochleven. But well has it been said, 


** Our pkasant vice! 
Are made the whips to scourge us "= 


The station which the Lady of Lochleven now held as 
the wife of a man of high rank and interest, and the 
mother of a lawful family, did not prevent her nourishing 
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a painful sense of degradation, even while she was proud 
of the talents, the power, and the station of her son, 
now prime ruler of the state, but still a pledge of her 
illicit intercourse. ‘‘ Had James done to her,” she said, 
in her secret heart, ‘‘the justice he owed her, she had 
seen in her son, as a source of unmixed delight and of 
unchastened pride, the lawful monarch of Scotland, and 
one of the ablest who ever swayed the sceptre. The 
House of Mar, not inferior in artiquity or grandeur to 
that of Drummond, would then have also boasted a 
pe among its daughters, and escaped the stain at- 

ched to female frailty, even when it has a royal lover for 
its apology.’’ While such feelings preyed on a bosom 
naturally proud and severe, they had a corresponding 
effect on ber countenance, where, with the remains of 
great beauty, were mingled traits indicative of inward 
discontent and peevish melancholy. It perhaps con- 
tributed to increase this habitual temperament, tha the 
Lady Lochleven had adopted uncommonly rigid and 
severe views of religion, imitating in her ideas of reformed 
faith the very worst errors of the Catholics, in limiting the 
benefit of the gospel to those who profess their own 
speculative tenets. 

In every respect, the unfortunate Queen Mary, now 
the compulsory guest, or rather prisoner, of this sullen 
lady, was obnoxious to her hostess. Lady Lochleven 
disliked her as the daughter of Mary of Guise, the legal 
possessor of those rights over James’s heart and hand, | 
of which she conceived herself to have been injuriously 
deprived ; and yet more so as the professor of a religion 
which she detested worse than Paganism. 

Such was the d&me, who, with stately mien, and sharp 
yet handsome features, shrouded by her black velvet coif, 
interrogated the domestic who steered her barge to the 
shore, what had become of Lindesay and Sir Rebert 
M@ville. The man related what had passed, and she 
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smiled scornfully as she replied, ‘‘ Fools must be flattered, 
not foughten with.—Row back—make thy excuse as thou 
canst—say Lord Ruthven hath already reached this castle, 
and that he is impatient for Lord Lindesay’s presence. 
Away with thee, Randal—yet stay—what galopin is that 
thou hast brought hither?” 

' "So please you, my lady, he is the page who is to 
wait upon ” « 

‘* Ay, the new male thinion,” said the Lady Lochleven ; 
‘the female attendant arrived yesterday. I shall havea 
well-ordered house with this lady and her retinue; byt 
I'trust they will soon find some others to undertake such 
a charce. Begone, Randal—and you” (to Roland 
Grzeme) ‘‘ follow me to the garden.” 

She led the wav with a slow and stately step to the 
small garden, which, enclosed by a stone wall ornamented 
with statues, and an artificial fountain in the centre, 
extentied its dull parterres on the side of the courtyard, 
with which it communicated by a low and arched portal. 
Within the narrow circuit of its formal and limited 
walks, Mary Stuart was now learning to perform the 
weary part of a prisoner, which, with little interval, she 
was doomed to sustain during the remainder of her life. 
She was followed in her slow and melancholy exercise 
by two female attendants ; but in the first glance which 

*Roland Graeme bestowed upon one so illustrious by 
birth, so distinguished by her beauty, accomplishments, 
and misfortunes, he was sensible of the presence of no 
other than the unhappy Queen of Scotland. a 

He: face, her form, have been sb deeply impressed 
upon the imagination, that even at the distance of nearly 
three centuries, it is unnecessary to remind the most 
ignorant and uninformed reader of the striking traits 
which characterise that remarkable countenance, which 
seems at once to combine our ideas of the majegtic, the 
pleasing and thc brilliant, leaving us to doubt whether 
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they express most happily the quecn, the beauty, or the 
accomplished woman. Who is there, that, at the very 
mention of Mary Stuart's name, has not her countenance 
before him, familiar as that of the mistress of his youth, 
or the favourite daughter of his advanced age? Even 
those who feel themselves compelled to believe all, or 
much, of what her enemies laid to her charge, cannot 
think,without a sigh upon a countenance expressive of 
anything rather than the foul crimes with which she was 
charged when living, and which still continue to shade, 

not to blacken, her memory. That brow, so truly 
open and regal—those eyebrows, so regularly graceful, 
which yet were saved from the charge of regular in- 
Sipidity by the beautiful effect of the hazel eyes which they 
overarched, and which seem to utter a thousand histories 
-~—-the nose, with all its Grecian precision of outline—the 
mouth so well proportioned, so sweetly formed, as if 
designed to speak nothing but what was delightful to 
hear —the dimpled chin—the stately swan-like neck, form 
@ countenance, the like of which we know not to have 
existed in any other character moving in that class of life, 
where the actresses as well as the actors command 
general and undivided attention. Itis in vain to say 
that the portraits which exist of this remarkable woman 
are not like each other ; for, amidst their discrepancy, 
each possesses general features which the eye at once 
acknowledges as peculiar to the vision which our imagjn- 
ation has raised while we read her history for the first time, 
and which has been impressed upon it by the numerous 
prints and pictures which we have seen. Indeed, we 
cannot look on the worst of them, however deficient in 
point of executidn, without saying that it is meant for 
Queen Mary ; and no small instance it is “)f the power of 
beauty, that her charms should have remained the sub- 
Jet not merely of admiration, but of warm and chivalrous ' 
interest, after the lapse of such a length of time. We 
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know that by far the most acute of those who, in latter 
days, have adopted the unfavourable view of Mary's 
character, longed, like the executioner before his dreadful 
task was performed, to kiss the fair hand of her on whom 
he was about to perform so horrible a duty. 

Dressed, then, in a deep mourning robe, and with all 
those charms of face, shape, and manner, with which 
faithful tradition has made each reader familiar; Mary 
Stuart advanced to meet the Lady of Lochleven, who, 
on her part, endeavoured to conceal dislike and appre- 
hension under the appearance of respectful indifferene: 
The truth was, that she had experienced repeatedly the 
‘Queen’s superiority in that species of disguised yet 
cutting sarcasm, with which women ‘can successfully 
avenge themselves for real and substantial injuries. It 
may be well doubted, whether this talent was not as 
fatal to its possessor as the many others enjoyed by that 
highly gifted, but most unhappy female ; for, while it 
oftery afforded her a momentary triumph over her 
keepers, it failed not to exasperate their resentment ; and 
the satire and sarcasm in which she had indulged were 
frequently retaliated by the deep and bitter hardships 
which they had the power of inflicting. It is well known 
that her death was at length hastened by a letter which 
she wrote to Queen [lizabeth, in which she treated her 
jealous rival, and the Countess of Shrewsbury, with the 
keenest irony and ridicule. A 

As the ladies met together, the Queen said, bending 
her head at the same time, in return to the obcisance of 
the Lady Lochleven, ‘‘We are this day fortunate—we 
enjoy the company of our amiable postess at an un- 
usual hour, and during a period which we have hitherto 
been permitted to give to our private exercise. But our 
good hostess knows well she has at all times access 
to our presence, and need not observe the useless cere- 
mony of requiring our permission.” 

& 
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‘* I am sorry my presence is deemed an intrusion by 
your Grace,” said the Lady of Lochleven. ‘‘I came 
but to announce the arrival of an addition to your train,” 
motioning with her hand towards Roland Graeme; ‘‘a 
circumstance to which ladies are seldom indifferent.” 

‘‘Oh! I crave your ladyship's pardon ; and am bent to 
the earth with obligations for the kindness of my nobles— 
or my sovereigns shall I call them ?—who have permitted 
me such a respectable addition to’my personal retinue.” 

‘« They have indeed studied, madam," said the Lady 

Lochieven, ‘‘to show their kindness towards your 

race—something at the risk perhaps of sound policy, 
and I trust their doings will not be misconstrued.” 

‘‘ Impossible!’ said the Queen; ‘‘ the bounty which 

permits the daughter of so many kings, and who yet is 
Queen of the realm, the attendance of two waiting- 
women and a boy, is a grace which Mary Stuart can 
never sufficiently acknowledge. Why! my train Will be 
equal to that of any country dame in this your kingdom 
of Fife, saving but the lack of a gentleman usher, and a 
pair or two of blue-coated serving-men. But I must not 
forget, in my selfish joy, the additional trouble and 
charges to which this magnificent augmentation of our 
train will put our kind hostess, and the whole house of 
Lochleven. It is this prudent anxiety, I am aware, 
which clouds your brows, my worthy lady. But be of 
good cheer; the crown of Scotland has many a fair 
manor, and your affectionate son, and my no less 
affectionate brother, will endow the good knight your 
husband with the best of them, ere Mary should be dis- 
missed from this hospitable castle from your Ladyship’s 
lack of means to ‘Support te charges.” 
_ **The Douglases of Lochleven, madam,” answered the 
lady, ‘‘ have known for ages how to discharge their duty 
to the State, without looking for reward, even when the 
tdsk was both irksome and dangerous.” 
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‘Nay! but, my dear Lochleven,” said the Qucen, 
‘* you are over scrupulous—I pray you accept of a goodly 
manor ; what should support the Queen of Scotland in 
this her princely court, saving her own crown-lands— 
and who should minister to the wants of a mother, save 
an affectionate son like the Earl of Murray, who possesses 
so wonderfully both the power and inclination?—Or 
said you it was the danger of the task which clouded 
your smooth and hospitable brow ?—No doubt, a page 
is a formidable addition to my body-guard of females ; 
and I bethink me it must have been for that reason tht 
my Lord of Lindesay refused even now to venture within 
the reach of a force so formidable, without being attended 
by a competent retinue.” 

The Lady Lochleven started, and looked something 
surprised ; and Mary suddenly changing her manner 
from the smooth ironical affectation of mildness to an 
accen. of austere command, and drawing up at the same 
time her fine person, said, with the full majesty of her 
rank, ‘' Yes! Lady of Lochleven ; I know that Ruthven 
is already in the castle, and that Lindesay waits on the 
bank the return of your barge to bring him hither along 
with Sir Robert Melville. For what purpose do these 
nobles come—and why am 1 not in ordinary decency 
apprised of their arrival ?”’ 

‘‘ Their purpose, madam," replied the Lady of Loch- 
leven, ‘‘they must themselves explain—but a formal 
anpunciation were needless, where your Grace hath 
attendants who can play the espial so well.” 

‘‘ Alas! poor Fleming,” said the Queen, turning to the 
elder of the female attendants, ‘‘ thou wilt be tried, con- 
demned, and gibbeted, for a Spy in the‘ garrison, because 
{hou didst chance to cross the great hall while my good 
Lady of Lochleven was parleying-at the full pitch of her 
voice with her pilot Randal. Put black wool in thy ears, 
girl, as you value the wearing of them longer. Remember, 


272 ‘ 


THE ABBOT. 


in the castle of Lochleven, ears and tongues are matters 
not of use, but for show merely. Our good hostess can 
hear, as well as speak, for us all. We excuse your 
further attendance, my lady hostess,’ she said, once more 
addressing the object of her resentment, ‘‘and retire to 
prepare for an interview with our rebel lords. We will 
use the ante-chamber of our sleeping apartment as our 
hall qf audience. You, young man,’ she proceeded, 
addressing Roland Greme, and’ at once softening the 
ironical sharpness of her manner into good-humoured 
guy: ‘‘you, who are all our male attendance, from 

ur Lord High Chamberlain down to our least galopin, 
follow us to prepare our court."’ 

She turned, and walked slowly towards the castle. 
The Lady of Lochleven folded her arms, and smiled in 
bitter resentment as she watched her retiring steps. 

‘‘ Thy whole male attendance !” she muttered, repeat- 
ing the Queen’s last words, ‘‘and well for thee Had it 
been thy train had never been larger ;” then turning to 
Roland, in whose way she had stood while making this 
paus¢, she made room for him to pass, saying at the 
same time, ‘‘ Art thou already eaves-dropping? follow 
thy mistress, minion, and, if thou wilt, tell her what I 
have now said.” 

Roland Graeme hastened after his royal mistress and 
her attendants, who had just entered a postern-gate 
communicating betwixt the castle and the small garden. 
They ascended a winding-stair as high as the second 
story, which was in a great measure ocdupied by a suite 
of three rooms, opening into each other, and assigned 
as the dwelling of the captive Princess. The outermost 
was a small hall or anteroom, within which opened a 
large parlour, and from that again the Queen's bed- 
room. Another small apartment, which opened into the 
same parlour, contained the beds of the gentlewomenin 
waiting. | 
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‘ Roland Graeme stopped, as became his station, in thé 
outermost of these apartments, there to await such orders 
as might be communicated to him. From the grated 
window of the room he saw Lindcsay, Melville, and their 
followers disembark ; and observed that they were met 
at the castle gate by a third noble, to whom Lindesay 
exclaimed, in his loud harsh voice, ‘‘ My Lord of Ruth- 
yen, you have the start of us!" 

At this instant, the'page'’s attention was called toa 
burst of hysterical sobs from the inner apartment, and 
to the hurried ejaculations of the terrified females, which 
led him almost instantly to hasten to their assistance. 
When he entered, he saw that the Queen had thrown 
herself into the large chair which stood nearest the door; 
and was sobbing for breath in a strong fit of hysterical 
affection. ‘The elder female supported her in her arms, 
while the younger bathed her face with water and with 
tears ‘alternately. 

.** Hasten, young man!” said the elder lady, in alarm, 
** tty—caii in aSsistance—she is swooning !”’ 

But the Queen ejaculated in a faint and broken voice, 
“Stir not, I charge you !—call no one to witness—-I am 
bettcr—I shall reoover instantly.” And, indeed, with an 
effort which seemed like that of one struggling for life, 
she sate up in her chair, and endeavoured to resume her 
composure, while her features yct trembled with the 
violent emotion of body and mind which she had under- 
gone. ‘'I am ashamed of my weakness, girls,’’ she said, 
taking the hands of her attendants; ‘‘ but it is over— 
and J] am Mary Stuart once more. The savage tone of 
that man’s voice—my knowledge of his insolence—the 
name which he named—the purpose for which they 
come, may excuse a moment's weakness—and it shall be 
a moment's only.” She snatched from her head the 
ourch or.cap, which had been disordered during her 
hysterical agony, sh@@k.down the thick clustered treSses 
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of dark brown which had been before veiled under it— 
und drawing her slender fingers across the labyrinth 
which they formed, she arose from the chair, and stood 
like the inspired image of a Grecian prophetess, in a 
mood which ‘partook at once of sorrow and pride, of 
smiles and of tears. ‘' We are ill appointed,” she said, 
‘‘to meet our rebel subjects; but, as far as we may, we 
will Strive to present ourselves as becomes their Queen. 
Follow me, my maidens,” she said; ‘‘ what says thy 
favourite song, my Fleming ? : 


“My maids, come to my dressing-bower, 
And deck my nut-brown hair ; 
Where’er ye laid a plait before, 
Look ye lay ten times mair.’ 


Alas!" she added, when she had repeated with a smile 
these lines of an old ballad, ‘‘ violence has already yobbed 
ine of the ordinary decorations of my rank; and the few 
that nature gave me have been destroyed by sofrow and 
by fear.” Yet while she spoke thus, she again let her 
slender fingers stray through the wilderness of the beau- 
tiful tresses which veiled her kingly neck and swelling 
bosom, as if, in her agony of mind, she had not alto- 
gether lost the consciousness of her unrivalled charms. 
Roland Grzme, on whose youth, inexperience, and 
ardent sense of what was dignified and lovely, the de- 
meanour of so fair and high-born a lady wrought like the 
charm of a magician, stood rooted to the spot with sur. 
prise and interest, longing to hazard his life in a quarrel 
so fair as that which Mary Stuart's must needs be. She 
had been bred ig France—gshe was possessed of the most 
distinguished beauty—she had reigned a Queen, and a 
Scottish Queen, to whom knowledge of character was as 
es#ential as the use of vital air. In all these capacities, 
Mary was, of all women on the earth, most alert at per- 
ceiving and using the advantages which her charms gave 
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her over almost all who came within the,sphere of their 
influence. She cast on Roland a glance which might 
have melted a heart of stone. ‘‘ My poor boy,’’ she 
said, with a feeling partly real, partly politic, ‘‘ thou art 
a stranger to us—sent to this doleful captivity from the 
society of some tender mother, or sister, or maiden, with 
whom you had freedom to tread a gay measure round 
the Maypole. I grieve for you ;—but you are the only 
male in my limited “household—wilt thou obey my 
orders?” 

‘‘To the death, madam,” said Graeme, in a 
mined tone. 

‘‘Then keep the door of mine apartment,” said the 
Queen ; ‘‘keep it till they offer actual violence, or till we 
shall be fitly arrayed to receive these intrusive visitors.” 

‘‘T will defend it till they pass over my body,” said 
Roland Graeme ; any hesitation which he had felt con- 
cerning the line of conduct he ought to pursue being 
completely swept away by the impulse of the moment. 

‘* Not so, my good youth,” answered Mary; ‘‘not so, 
I command thee. If I have one faithful subject beside 
me, much need, God wot, I have to care for his safety. 
Resist them but till they are put to the shame of using 
actual violence, and then give way, I charge you. Re- 
member my commands.” And with a smile expressive 
at once of favour and of authority, she turned from him, 
and, followed by her attendants, entered the bedroom. 

The youngest paused for half a second ere she followed’ 
her companion, and made a signal to Roland Greme 
with her hand. He had been already long aware that 
this was Catherine Seyton—a circumstance which could 
not much surprise a youth of“quick intellects, who recol- 
lected the sort of mysterious discourse which had passed 
betwixt the two matrons at the deserted nunnery, and 
on which his meeting with Catherine in this place ed 
to cast so much light. Yet such was the engrossing. 
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effect of Mary's presence, that it surmounted for the 
moment even the feelings of a youthful lover’; and it was 
not until Catherine Seyton had disappeared, that Roland 
began to consider in what relation they were to stand to 
each other. ‘‘She held up her hand to me ina com- 
manding manner,” he thought; ‘‘ perhaps she wanted 
to confirm my purpose for the execution of the Queen's 
commands ; for I think she could scarce purpose to scare 
me with the sort of discipline which she administered to 
the groom in the frieze jacket, and to poor Adam Wood- 
eo: But we will see to that anon; meantime, let us 
do justice to the trust reposed in us by this unhappy 
Queen. I think my Lord of Murray will himself own 
that it is the duty of a faithful page to defend his lady 
against intrusion on her privacy.” 

Accordingly, he stepped to the little vestibule, made 
fast, with lock and bar, the door which opened from 
thence to the large staircase, and then sat himsel& down 
to attend the result. He had not long to wait—a rude 
and strong hand first essayed to lift the latch, then 
pushed and shook the door with violence, and, when it 
resisted his attempt to open it, exclaimed, ‘' Undo the 
door there, you within !” 

‘‘ Why, and at whose command,” said the page, ‘‘'am 
I to undo the door of the apartments of the Queen of 
Scotland?” 

Another vain attempt, which made hinge and bolt 
jingle, showed that the impatient applicant without 
would willingly have entered altogether regardless of his 
challenge ; but at length an answer was returned. 

‘Undo the door, on your peril—the Lord Lindesay 
comes to speak @ith the Lady Mary of Scotland.” 

‘‘The Lord Lindesay, as a Scottish noble,” answered 
the page, ‘‘ must await his Sovereign's leisure.” 

An earnest altercation ensucd amongst those without; 
ii? which Roland distinguished the remarkably harsb 
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voice of Lindcsay in reply to Sir Robert Melville, who 
appeared to have been using some soothing language — 
‘*No! no! no! I tell thee, no! I will place a petard 
against the door rather than be baulked by a profligate 
woran, and bearded by an insolent footboy.” 

‘*Yet, at least,”” said Melville, ‘‘let me try fair means 
in*the first instance. Violence to a lady would stain 
your scutchcon for ever. Or await till my Lord Ruthven 
comes.” : . 

‘* I will await no longer,” said Lindesay ; ‘‘ it is high 
time the busimess were done, and we on our return to 
the council, But thou mayest try thy fair play, as thou 
callest it, while I cause my train to prepare the petard. 
I came hither provided with as good gunpowder as blew 
up the Kirk of Field.” 

‘‘For God's sake, be patient,” said Melville ; and ap- 
proaching the door, he said, as speaking to those within, 
‘Let ,the Queen know, that I, her faithful servant, 
Robert Melville; do entreat her, for her own sake, and 
to prevent worse conscquences, that she will undo the 
door, and admit Lord Lindesay, who brings a mission 
from the Council of State.” 

** I will do your errand to the Queen,” said the page, 
‘and report to you her answer.” 

He went to the door of the bedchambery, and tapping 
against it gently, it was opened by the elder lady, to. 
wham he communicated his errand, and returned with 
directions from the Queen to admit Sir Robert Melville 
and Lord Lindesay. Roland Grame returned to the 
vestibule, and opened the door accordingly, into which | 
the Lord Lindesay strode, with the air of a soldier, who 
has fought his way into a eonquered¢ fortress ; while 
Melville, deeply dejected, followed him more slowly. ° 

‘*T draw you to witness, and to record,” said the page 
to this last, ‘‘ that, save for the special commands of the 
Queen, I‘ would have made good the entrance, wité 
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my hest strength, and my best blood, against all Scot- 
land.” 

‘Be silent, young man,” said Melville, in a tone of 
grave rebuke ; ‘‘add not brands to fire-—this is no time 
to make a flourish of thy boyish chivalry."’ 

‘‘She has not appeared even yet,” said Lindesav, who 
had now reached the midst of the parlour or.audience- 
roony; ‘‘ how call you this trifling ?” 

‘‘Patience, my lord,” replied Sir Robert, ‘‘ time 
presses not—and Lord Ruthven hath not as yet. de- 

ended.” 

At this moment the door of the inner apartment 
opened, and Queen Mary presented herself, advancing 
with an air of peculiar grace and majesty, and seeming 
totally unruffied, either by the visit, or by the rude 
manner in which it had been enforced. Her dress wasa 
robe of black velvet ; a small ruff, open in front, gave a 
full view of her beautifully formed chin and neck, but 
veiled the bosom. On her head she wore a small cap of 
lace, and a transparent white veil hung from her shoul- 
ders over the long black robe, in Jarge loose folds, so 
that it could be drawn at pleasure over the face and 
person. She wore a cross of gold around her neck, and 
had her rosary of gold and ebony hanging from her 
girdle. She was closely followed by her two ladies, who 
remained standing behind her during the conference, 
Even Lord Lindesay, though the rudest noble of that 
rude age, was surprised into something like respect by 
the unconcerned and majestic mien of her, whom he had 
expected to find frantic with impotent passion, or dis- 
solved in useless and vain sorrow, or overwhelmed with 
the fears likely ¥n such a Situation to assail fallen royalty. 

‘“We fear we have detained you, my Lord of 
Lindesay,” said the Qucen, while she curtseyed with 
licnity in answer to his reluctant obeisance; ‘but ie 

emale docs not willingly reccive her visitors without 
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some minutes spent at the toilette. Men, my lord, are 
less dependent on such ceremonies.” 

Lord Lindesay, casting his eye down on his own 
travel-stained and disordered dress, muttered something 
of a hasty journey, and the Queen paid her greeting to 
Sir Robert Melville, with courtesy, andeven, as it seemed, 
with kindness. ‘There was then a dead pause, during 
which Lindesay looked towards the door, as if expecting 
with impatience the celleague of their embassy. ‘The 
Queen alone was entirely unembarrassed, and, as if to 
break the silence, she addressed Lord Lindesay, with q 
glance at the large and cumbrous sword which he wore, 
as already mentioned, hanging from his neck. 

‘‘You have there a trusty and a weighty travelling 
companion, my lord. I trust you expected to meet with 
no enemy here, against whom such a formidable weapon 
could be necessary? It is, methinks, somewhat a 
singular ornament for a court, though I am, as I well 
need to be, too much of a Stuart, to fear a sword.” 

‘‘It is not the first time, madam,” replied Lindesay, 
bringing round the weapon so as to rest its point on the 
ground, and leaning one hand on the huge cross-handle, 
‘it is not the first time that this weapon has intruded 
itself into the presence of the House of Stuart." 

. Possibly, my lord,’ replied the Queen, ‘‘ it may have 
done service to my ancestors—Your ancestors were men 
of loyalty.” 

‘*Ay, madam,” replied he, ‘‘ service it hath done ; but 
such as kings love neither to acknowledge nor to reward. 
It was the service which the knife renders to the tree 
when trimming it to the quick, and depriving it of the 
superfluous growth of rank and unfruitful suckers, which 
rob it of nourishment.” 

' You talk riddles, my lord,” said Mary ; ‘'I will hope 
the explanation carries nothing insulting with it.” 

‘**Vou shall judge, madam," answered Lindesay. 
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** With this good sword was Archibald Douglas, Earl 
of Angus, girded on the memorable day when he ac- 
quired the name of Bell-the-Cat, for dragging from the 
presence of your great-grandfather, the third James of 
the race, a crew of minions, flatterers, and favourites, 
whom he hanged over the bridge of Lauder, as a warn- 
ing to such reptiles how they approach a Scottish throne. 
With ethis same weapon, the same inflexible champion 
of Scottish honour and nobility slew at one blow Spens 
of Kilspindie, a courtier of your grandfather, James the 
 etar who had dared to speak lightly of himin the 
oyal presence. They fought near the brook of Fala; 
and Bell-the-Cat, with this blade, sheared through the 
thigh of his opponent, and lopped the limb as easily as a 
shepherd's boy slices a twig from a sapling.” 

‘* My lord,” replied the Queen, reddening, ‘‘ my nerves 
are too good to be alarmed even by this terrible history 
——May I ask how a blade so illustrious passed from the 
House of Douglas to that of Lindesay ?—Methinks 
it should have been preserved as a consecrated relic, by 
a family who have held all that they could do against 
their king, to be done in favour of their country.” 

‘‘ Nay, madam,” said Melville, anxiously interfering, 
“ask not that question of Lord Lindesay—And you, 
my Lord, for shame—for decency—forbear to reply to 
it.” 

‘It is time that this lady should hear the truth,” re- 
-plied Lindesay. 

‘‘ And be assured,” said the Queen,” that she will be 
moved to anger by none that you «an tell her, my lord. 
There are cases ingvhich justcorn Las always the mastery 
over just anger.” ; 

‘‘ Then know,” said Lindesay, ‘‘that upon the field of 
Carberry Hill, when that false and infamous traitor and 
mugderer, James, sometime Earl of Bothwell and nick- 
named Duke of Orkney, offered to do personal battle 
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with any of the associated nobles who came to drag him 
to justice, I accepted his challenge, and was by the 
noble Earl of Morton gifted with his good sword, that I 
might therewith fight it out—Ah! so help me Heaven, 
had his presumption been one grain more, or his 
cowardice one grain less, I should have done such work 
with this good steel on his traitorous corpse, that the 
hounds and carrion-crows should have founde their 
morsels daintily carved to their use !" 

The Queen’s courage well-nigh gave way at the 
mention of Bothwell’s name—a name connected with 
such a train of guilt, shame, and disaster. But the pro- 
longed boast of Lindesay gave her time to rally herself, 
and to answer with an appearance of cold contempt— 
‘* It is easy to slay an enemy who enters not the lists. 
But had Mary Stuart inherited her father's sword as 
well gs his sceptre, the boldest of her rebels should not 
upon that day have complained that they had no one to 
cope withal. Your lordship will forgive me if I abridge 
this confcrence. A brief description of a bloody fight is 
Jong enough to satisfy a lady’s curiosity ; and unless my 
Lord of Lindesay has something more important to tell 
us than of the deeds which old Bell-the-Cat achieved, 
and how he would himself have emulated them, had 
time and tide permitted, we will retire to our private 
apartment, and you, Fleming, shall finish reading to us 
yonder little treatise, Des Rodomontudes Espagnolles.” 

‘*Tarry, madam," said Lindesay, his complexion 
reddening in his turn ; ‘I know your quick wit too well 
of old to have sought an interview that you might 
sharpen its edge at the expense of my honour. Lord 
Ruthven and myself, with Sir Robert Melville as a con- 
current, come to your Grace on the part of the Secret 
‘Council, to tender to you what much concerns the safety 
of your own life and the welfare of the State.” ‘i 

"The Secret Council?” said the Queen; ‘ by what 
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powers can it subsist or act, while I, from whom it holds 
its character, am here detained under unjust restraint ? 
But it matters not—what concerns the welfare of Scot- 
land shall be acceptable to Mary Stuart, come from 
whatever quarter it will—and for what concerns her 6wn 
life, she has lived long enough to be weary of it, even at 
the age of twenty-five.—Where is your colleague, my 
lord ?--why tarries he?” 

‘* He comes, madam,” said*Melville, and Lord 
Ruthven entered at the instant, holding in his hand:a 
packet. As the Queen returned his salutation she 
Wcame deadly pale, but instantly recovered herself by 
dint of strong and sudden resolution, just as the noble, 
whose appearance seemed to excite such emotions in her 
bosom, entered the apartment in company with George 
Douglas, the youngest son of the Knight of Lochleven, 
who, during the absence of his father and brethren, acted 
as Seneschal of the Castle, under the direction of the 
elder Lady Lochleven, his father’s mother, 


CHAP. XXII. 


I give this heavy weight from off nty head, 

And this unwieldy sceptre from my hand ; 

With mine own tears 1 wash away my bale, 

With mine own hands I give away my crown, 

With mine cum tongue deny my sacred state, 

With mine own breath release all duteous oaths. 
Ricwary II, 


ORD RUTHVEN had the look and bearing 
which bec¥me a soldier and a statesman, and the 
martial cast of his form and features procured 
him the popular epithet of Greystcil, by which he was 
distinguished by his intimates, after the hero of a metri- 
cal Yomance then generally known. His dress, which 
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was a buff-coat embroidered, had a half military cha- 
racter, but exhibited nothing of the sordid negligence 
which distinguished that of Lindesay. But the son of an 
ill-fated sire, and the father of a yet more unfortunate 
family, bore in his look that cast of inauspicious melan- 
choly, by which the physiognomists of that time pre- 
tended to distinguish those who were predestined to a 
violent and unhappy death. 

The terror which tht: presence of this nobleman im- 
pressed on the Queen's mind, arose from the active share 
he had borne in the slaughter of David Rizzio ; his father 
having presided at the perpetration of that abominab abi 
crime, although so weak from long and wasting illness, 
that he could not endure the weight of his armour, 
having arisen from a sick-bed to commit a murder in the 
presence of his Sovereign. On that occasion his son also 
had attended and taken an active part. It was little to 
be w@ndered at, that the Queen, considering her condi- 
tion when such a deed of horror was acted in her pre- 
sence, should retain an instinctive terror for the principal 
actors in the murder. She returned, however, with grace 
the salutation of Lord Ruthven, and extended her hand 
to George Douglas, who kneeled, and kissed it with 
respect; the first mark of a subject's homage which 
Roland Graeme had seen any of them render to the 
captive Sovereign. She returned his greeting in silence, 
and there was a brief pause, during which the steward of 
the castle, a man of a sad brow and a severe eye, placed, 
under George Douglas's directions, a table and writing 
materials ; and the page, obedient to his mistress’s dumb 
signal, advanced a large chair to the gide on which the 
Queen stood, the table thus lorming a sort of bar which 
divided the Queen and her personal followers from ‘her 
unwelcome visitors. The steward then withdrew after a 
low reverence. When he had closed the door behind 
him, the Queen broke silence—'‘ With your favour, ‘my 
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lords, I will sit—my walks are not indeed extensive 
enough at present to fatigue me greatly, yet I find repose 
something more necessary than usual." 

She sat down accordingly, and, shading her cheek with 
her beautiful hand, looked keenly and impressively at 
each of the nobles in tyrn. Mary Fleming applied her 
kerchief to her eyes, and Catherine Seyton and Roland 
Graeme exchanged a glance, which showed that both 
were too deeply engrossed with“sentiments of interest 
and commiseration for their royal mistress, to think of 
gpything which regarded themselves. 

‘‘T wait the purpose of your mission, my lords,” said 
the Queen, after she had been seated for about a minute 
without a word being spoken,—‘‘I wait your message 
from those you call the Secret Council.—I trust it is a 
petition of pardon, and a desire that I will resume my 
rightful throne, without using with due severity my right 
of punishing those who have dispossessed me of it.” 

‘‘Madam,” replied Ruthven, ‘‘ it is painful for us to 
speak harsh truths to a Princess who has long ruled us. 
But we come to offer, not to implore, pardon. Ina 
“word, madam, we have to propose to you, on the part of 
the Secret Council, that you sign these deeds, which will 
contribute greatly to the pacification of the State, the 
advancement of God's word, and the welfare of your 
own future life.” 

‘* Am I expected to take these fair words on trust, my 
lord? or may I hear the contents of these reconciling 
papers, ere I am asked to sign them ?” 

‘‘Unquestionably, madam; it is our purpose and 
wish, you should, read what you are required to sign,” 
replied Ruthven. ° 

‘* Required?” replied the Queen, with some emphasis ; 
**but the phrase suits well the matter—read, my lord.” 

The Lord Ruthven proceeded to read a formal instru- 
ment, running in the Queen's name, and setting forth 
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that she had been called, at an early age, to the adminis- 
tration of the crown and realm of Scotland, and had 
toiled diligently therein, until she was in body and spirit 
so wearied out and disgusted, that she was unable any 
longer to endure the travail and pain of State affairs ; 
and that since God had blessed her with a fair and hope- 
ful son, she was desirous to ensure to him, even while 
she yet lived, his succession to the crown, whith was 
his by right of hereditary descent. ‘‘ Wherefore,” the 
instrument proceeded, ‘‘we, of the motherly affection 
we bear to our said son, have renounced and demitteg 

and by these our letters, of free good-will, renounce 
and demit, the Crown, government, and guiding of the 
‘realm of Scotland, in favour of our said son, that he 
may succeed to us as native prince thereof, as much as 
if we had been removed by disease, and not by our own 
proper act. And that this demission of our royal autho- 
rity May have the more full and solemn effect, and none 
pretend ignorance, we give, grant, and commit, full and 
free and plain power to our trusty cousins, Lord Linde- 
say of the Byres, and William Lord Ruthven, to appear 
in our name before as many of the nobility, clergy, and: 
burgesses, as may be assembled at Stirling, and there, in 
our name and behalf, publicly, and in their presence, to 
renounce the Crown, guidance, and government, of this 
our kingdom of Scotland.” 

The Queen here broke in with an air of extreme sur- 
prise. ‘‘Howis this, my lords?” she said: ‘‘ Are my 
ears turned rebels, that they deceive me with sounds so 
extraordinary >—And yet it is no wonder that, having con- 
versed so long with rebellion, they shguld now force its 
language upon my understanding. Say I am mistaken, 
my lords—say, for the honour of yourselves and the 
Scottish nobility, that my right trusty cousins of Lindesay 
and Ruthven, two barons of warlike fame and angient 
line, have not sought the prison-honse of: their kind mis- 
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tress for such a purpose as these words scem to imply. 
Say, for the sake of honour and loyalty, that my ears 
have deceived me.” 

‘‘No, madam,” said Ruthven, gravely, ‘‘ your ears do 
not deceive you—thcy deceived you when they were 
closed against the preachers of the evangele, and the 
henest advice of your faithful subjects ; and when they 
were gver open to flattery of pick-thanks and traitors, 
foreign cubiculars and domestic minions, The land may 
no longer brook the rule of one who cannot rule herself ; 
wherefore, I pray you to comply with the last remaining 

ish of your subjects and counsellors, and spare yourself 
and us the further agitation of matter so painful.” 

‘* And is this 2// my loving subjects require of me, my 
lord?” said Mary, in a tone of bitter irony. ‘‘ Do they 
really stint themselves to the easy boon that I should 
yield up the crown, which is mine by birthright, to an 
infant which is scarcely more than a year old—fling@down 
my sceptre, and take up a distaff?—Oh no! it is too little 
for them to ask—That other roll of parchment contains 
something harder to be complied with, and which may 
more highly task my readiness to comply with the peti- 
tions of my licges.” 

‘““This parchment,” answered Ruthven, in the same 
tone of inflexible gravity, and unfolding the instrument 
as he spoke, ‘‘is one by which your Grace constitutes 
your nearest in blood, and the most honourable and 
trustworthy of your subjects, James, Earl of Murray, 
Regent of the kingdom during the minority of the young 
King. He already holds the appointment from the 
Secret Council.” 

The Queen ga%e a sort®of shriek, and, clapping her 
hands together, exclaimed, ‘‘ Comes the arrow out of his 
quiver ?—out of my brother's bow ?—Alas! I looked for 
his return from France as my sole, at least my readiest, 
ch&nce of deliverance. —And yet, when I heard that he 
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had assumed the government, I guessed he would shame 
to wield it in my name.” 

‘¢T must pray your answer, madam,” said Lord Ruth- 
ven, ‘‘to the demand of the Council.” 

‘‘The demand of the Council!” said the Queen; 
‘say rather the demand of a set of robbers, impatient to 
divide the spoil they have seized. To such a demand, 
and sent by the mouth of a traitor, whose scalp, but for 
my womanish mercy, should long since have stood on 
the city gates, Mary of Scotland has no answer.” 

‘I trust, madam,” said Lord Ruthven, ‘‘my bein 
unacceptable to your presence will not add to your ob- 
duracy of resolution. It may become you to remember 
that the death of the minion Rizzio cost the house of 
Ruthven its head and leader. My father, more worthy 
than a whole province of such vile sycophants, died in 
exile, and broken-hearted.” 

The Queen clasped her hands on her face, and, resting 
her arms on the table, stooped down her head and wept 
so bitt:rly, that the tears were seen to find their way in 
streams between the white and slender fingers with which 
she endeavoured to conceal them. 

‘*My lords,” said Sir Robert Melville, ‘‘this is too 
much rigour. Under your lordships’ favour, we came 
hither, not to revive old griefs, but to find the mode of 
avoiding new ones.” 

‘Sir Robert Melville,” said Ruthven, ‘‘ we best know 
for what purpose we were delegated hither, and where- 
fore you were somewhat unnecessarily sent to attend us.” 

‘Nay, by my hand," said Lord Lindesay, ‘‘ I know 
not why we were cumbered with the good knight, unless 
he comes in place of the lump of suga¥ which pothicars 
put into their wholesome but bitter medicaments, to 
please a froward child—a needless labour, methinks, 
where men have the means to make them swallow 
the physic otherwise.,"’ 
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** Nay, my lords,” said Melville, ‘‘ ye best know your” 
Own secret instructions. I conceive I shall best obey 
mine in striving to mediate between her Grace and you.” 

‘* Be silent, Sir Robert Melville,” said the Queen, 
arising, and her face still glowing with agitation as she 
spoke. ‘' My kerchief, Fleming—I shame that traitors 
should have power to move me thus.—Tell me, proud 
lords,” she added, wiping away the tears as she spoke, 
‘‘by what earthly warrant can liege subjects pretend to 
challenge the rights of an anointed Sovereign—to throw 
off the allegiance they have vowed, and to take away the 

@rown from the head on which Divine warrant hath 
placed it?” 

‘‘Madam,” said Ruthven, ‘‘I will deal plainly with 
you. Your reign, from the dismal field of Pinkiecleugh, 
when you were a babe in the cradle, till now that ye 
stand a grown dame before us, hath been such a tragedy 
of losses, disasters, civil dissensions, and foreign wars, 
that the like is not to be found in our chronicles. The 
French and English have, with one consent, made Scot- 
land’ the battle-field on which to fight out their owns 
ancient quarrel,—For ourselves, every man’s hand hath 
been against his brother, nor hath a year passed over 
without rebellion and slaughter, exile of nobles, and 
oppressing of the commons. We may endure it no 
longer, and therefore, as a prince, to whom God hath 
refused the gift of hearkening to wise counsel, and on 
whose dealings and projects no blessing hath ever 
descended, we pray you to give way to other rule and 
governance of the land, that a remnant may yet be saved 
to this distracted realm." 

‘* My lord,” sfid Mary® ‘‘it seems to me that you 
fling on my unhappy and devoted head those evils, 
which, with far more justice, I may impute to your own 
turbulent, wild, and untameable dispositions—the frante 
viofence with which you, the Magnates of Scotkand, 
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enter into feuds against each other, sticking at no cruelty 
to gratify your wrath, taking deep revenge for the 
slightest offences, and setting at defiance those wise 
laws which your ancestors made for stanching of such 
cruelty, rebelling against the lawful authority, and bearing 
yourselves as if there were no king in the land ; or rather 
as if each were king in his own premises. And now you 
throw the blame on me—on me, whose life has been em- 
bittered—whose sleep bas been broken—whose happiness 
has been wrecked by your dissensions. Have I not 
myself been obliged to traverse wilds and mountains, at. 
the head of a few faithful followers, to maintain peace} 
and to put down oppression ? Have I not worn harness 
on my person, and carried pistols at my saddle ; fain to 
lay aside the softness of a woman, and the dignity of a 
Queen, that I might show an example to my followers ?”’ 

‘‘ We grant, madam,” said Lindesay, ‘‘ that the affrays 
occasioned by your misgovernment, may sometimes have 
startled you in the midst of a masque or galliard ; or it may 
be that such may have interrupted the idolatry of the 
mass, or the jesuitical counsels of some French ambas-— 
sador. But the longest and severest journey which your 
Grace has taken in my memory, was from Hawick to 
Hermitage Castle ; and whether it was for the weal of 
the state, or for your own honour, rests with your Grace's 
conscience.” 

The Queen turned to him with inexpressible sweetness 
of tone and manner, and that engaging look which 
Heaven had assigned her, as if to show that the choicest 
arts to win men’s affections may be given in vain. 
‘‘Lindesay,” she said, ‘‘ you spoke not to me in this 
stern tone, and with such sctrril taunt, yon fair summer 
evening, when you and I shot at the butts against. the 
Earl of Mar and Mary Livingstone, and won of them 
the evening's collation, in the privy garden of Saint 

‘Andrews. The Master of Lindesay was thea my friiad, 
ao l 
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and vowed to be my soldier. How I have offended the 
Lord of Lindesay I know not, unless honours have 
changed manners.” 

Hardhearted as he was, Lindesay seemed struck with 
this unexpected appeal, but almost instantly replied, 
‘* Madam, it is well known that your Grace could in 
those days make fools of whomever approached you. I 
pretend not to have been wiser than others. But gayer 
mén°and better courtiers soon, jostled aside my rude 
homage, and I think your Grace cannot but remem- 
ber times, when my awkward attempts to take the 
manners that pleased you, were the sport of the court- 
popinjays, the Marys and the Frenchwomen,” 

‘My lord, I grieve if I have offended you through 
idle gaiety,”’ said the Queen ; ‘‘ and can but say it was 
most unwittingly done. You are fully revenged; for 
through gaiety,”’ she said with a sigh, ‘‘will I never 
offend any one more.”’ gx 

‘‘Our time is wasting, madam,” said Lord Ruthven ; 
‘‘T must pray your decision on this weighty matter which 
I have submitted to you.” 

‘*What, my lord!” said the Queen, ‘‘upon =the 
instant, and without a moment's time to deliberate p— 
Can the Council, as they term themselves, expect this of 
me?” 

‘*‘ Madam,” replied Ruthven, ‘‘the Council hold the 
opinion, that since the fatal term which passed betwixt 
the night of King Henry's murder and the day of 
Carberry-hill, your Grace should have held you prepared 
for the measure now proposed, as the easiest escape 
from your numerous dangers and difficulties.” 

‘* Great God ®"’ exclainged the Queen ; ‘‘and is itasa 
boon that you propose to me, what every Christian king 
ought to regard as a loss of honour equal to the loss of 
life !—-You take from me my crown, my power, my sub- 
jects, my wealth, my state. What, in the name of 
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every saint, can you offer, or do you offer, in requital of 
my compliance? "’ 

‘* We give you pardon,” answered Ruthven, sternly— 
——‘' we give you space and means to spend your remain- 
ing life in penitence and seclusion—we give you time to 
make your peace with Heaven, and to receive the pure 
Gospel, which you have ever rejected and persecuted.”’ 

The Queen turned pale at the menace which this speech, 

as well as the rough and inflexible tones of the spéaker, 
seemed distinctly to infer—‘‘ And if I do not comply 
with your request so fiercely urged, my lord, what then 
follows?" 

She said this in a voice in which, female and natural 
fear was contending with the feelings of insulted dignity. 
There was a pause, as if no one cared to return to the 
question a distinct answer. At length Ruthven spoke: 
** There is little need to tell to your Grace, who are well 
read beth in the laws and in the chronicles of the realm, 
that murder and adulterv are crimes for which ere now 
queens themselves have suffered death.” 

‘‘And where, my iord, or how, found you an accusa- 
tion so horrible against her who stands before you?”’ 
said Queen Mary. ‘‘ The foul and odious calumnies 
which have poisoned the general mind of Scotland, and 
have placed me a helpless prisoner in your hands, are 
surely no proof of guilt?” 

‘We need look for no further proof,”’ replied the 
stern Lord Ruthven, ‘‘than the shameless marriage 
betwixt the widow of the murdered and the leader of the 
band of murderers !—They that joined hands in the fated 
month of May, had already united hearts and counsel in 
the deed which preceded that marriage but a few brief 
weeks.” ; 

‘‘ My lerd, my lord!" said the Queen, eagerly, ‘re 
retember well there were more consents than mine to.that 
fatal union, that most unhappy act of a most unhappy 
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life. The evil steps adopted by sovereigns are often the 
suggestion of bad counsellors ; but these counsellors are 
worse than fiends who tempt and betray, if they them- 
selves are the first to call their unfortunate princes to 
answer for the consequences of their own advice.—Heard 
ye never of a bond by the nobles, my lords, recommend- 
ing that ill-fated union to the ill-fated Mary? Methinks, 
weyeat carefully examined, we should see that the names 
of Morton, and of Lindesay, and of Ruthven, may be 
found in that bond, which pressed me to marry that un- 
ghappy man.—Ah ! stout and loyal Lord Herries, who 
never knew guile or dishonour, you bent your noble knee 
to me in vain, to warn me of my danger, and wert yet 
the first to draw thy good sword in my cause when I 
suffered for neglecting thy counsel! Faithful knight and 
true noble, what a difference betwixt thee and those 
counsellors of evil, who now threaten my life for paving 
fallen into the snares they spread for me!”’ - 

‘‘Madam,”’ said Ruthven, ‘‘ we know that you are an 
orator ; and perhaps for that reason the Council has sent 
hither men whose converse hath been more with the wars, 
than with the language of the schools or the cabals of 
state. We but desire to know if, on assurance of life and 
honour, ye will demit the tule of this kingdom of Scot- 
land ?"’ 

‘‘And what warrant have I," said the Queen, ‘‘ that 
ye will keep treaty with me, if I should barter my kingly 
estate for seclusion, and Jeave to weep in secret?” 

‘‘Our honour and our word, madam,” answered 
Ruthven. 

‘* They are tgp slight and unsolid pledges, my lord,” 
said the Queen ; ‘‘add at least a handful of neve dows 
to give them weight in the balance.” 

*. ** Away, Ruthven,” said Lindesay ; ‘‘ she was ever deat 
to,counsel, save of slaves and respnent let her rémain 
by her refusal, and abide by it!” 
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**Stay, my lord,” said Sir Robert Melville, ‘‘ or rather 
permit me to have but a few minutes’ private audience with 
her Grace. Ifmy presence with you could avail aught, 
it must be as a mediator—do not, I conjure you, leave 
the castle, or break off the conference, until I bring you 
word how her Grace shall finally stand disposed.” 

“We will remain in the hall,” said Lindesay, ‘‘ for 
half-an-hour's space ; but in despising our words and 
our pledge of honour, she has touched the honour of my 
name—let her look herself to the course she has to pursue. 
‘If the half-hour should pass away without her deter, 
mining to comply with the demands of the nation, her 
career will be brief enough.” 

With little ceremony the two nobles left the apartment, 
traversed the vestibule, and descended the winding stairs, 
the clash of Lindesay’ s huge sword being heard as it rang 
against each step in his descent. George Douglas fol- 
lowed them, after exchanging with Melville a gesture of 
surprise and sympathy. 

As soon as they were gone, the Queen, giving way to 
grief, fear, and agitation, threw herself into the seat, ° 
wrung her hands, and seemed to abandon herself to 
despair, Her female attendants, weeping themselves, 
endeavoured yet to pray her to be composed, and Sir 
Robert Melville, kneeling at her feet, made the same 
entreaty. After giving way to a passionate burst of 
sorrow, she at length said to Melville, ‘‘ Kneel not to me, 
Melville--mock me not with the homage of the person 
when the heart is far away—Why stay you behind with: 
the deposed, the condemned? her who has but few hours 
perchance to live? You have been feyoured as well as 
the rest ; why do you continue the empty show of grati- 
tude and thankfulness any longer than they?" 

*‘Madam,” said Sir Robert Melville, ‘‘so hadlp me 
Heaven. at my need, my il alae al, oa 
you were in your highest place.” 
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"True to me! true to me!” repeated the Queen, with 
some scorn; ‘‘tush, Melville, what signifies the truth 
which walks hand in hand with my enemies’ falsehood ? 
—thy hand and thy sword have never been so well ac- 
quainted that I can trust thee in aught where manhood 
is required—Oh, Seyton, for thy bold father, who is both 
wise, true, and valiant! "’ 

Reand Greme could withstand no longer his earnest 
desire to offer his services to a princess so distressed and 
so beautiful. ‘‘If one sword,” he said, ‘‘ madam,’can 
.do anything to back the wisdom of this grave counsellor, 
or to defend your rightful cause, here is my weapon, and 
here is my hand ready to draw and use it.” And rais- 
ing his sword with one hand, he laid the other upon the 
hilt. 

As he thus held up the weapon, Catherine Seyton ex- 
claimed, ‘' Methinks I see a token from my father, 
madam ;" and immediately crossing the apartm@nt, she 
took Roland Grzeme by the skirt of the cloak, and asked 
him earnestly whence he had that sword. 

The page answered with surprise, ‘‘ Methinks this is 
no presence in which to jest—Surely, damsel, you your- 
self best know whence and how I obtained the weapon.” 

*‘Is this a time for folly?’’ said Catherine Seyton, 
** unsheathe the sword instantly !"’ 

‘If the Queen commands me,” said the youth, looking 
towards his royal mistress. 

‘‘For shame, maiden!” said the Queen; ‘‘ wouldst 
thou instigate the poor boy to enter into useless strife 
with the two most approved soldiers in Scotland ?” 

‘‘In your Gyce’s cause,"’ replied the page, ‘I will 
venture my life upon them!" And as he spoke, he drew 
his weapon partly from the sheath, and a piece of parch- 
ment, rolled around the blade, fell out and dropped on 
the floor. Catherine Seyton caught it up with | 
haste. : . 


THE ABBOT. 

“It is my father’s handwriting,” she said, ‘‘ and 
doubtless conveys his best duteous advice to your 
Majesty ; I know that it was prepared to be sent in this 
weapon, but I expected another messenger,’ 

‘By my faith, fair one,” thought Roland, ‘‘ and if you 
knew not that I had such a secret missive about me, I 
was yet more ignorant.” 

The Queen cast her eye upon the scroll, and remained 
a few minutes wrapped in deep thought. ‘Sir Robert 
Melville,” she at length said, ‘‘ this scroll advises me to 
submit myself to necessity, and to subscribe the deeds 
these hard men have brought with them, as one who’ 
gives way to the natural fear inspired by the threats of 
rebels and murderers. You, Sir Robert, are a wise man, 
and Seyton is both sagacious and brave. Neither, 1 
think, would mislead me in this matter.”’ 

‘‘Madam,” said Melville, ‘‘ if I have not the strength 
of body of the Lord Herries or Seyton, I will yield to 
neither in zeal for your Majesty's service. I cannot fight 
for you like these lords, but | neither of them is more 
willing to die for your service.’ 

‘‘T believe it, my old and faithful counsellor,” said the 
Queen, ‘‘ and believe me, Melville, I did thee but a 
moment's injustice. Read what my Lord Seyton hath 
written to us, and give us thy best counsel.” 

He glanced over the parchment, and instantly replied 

—‘‘Oh! my dear and royal mistress, only treason itself 
would give you other advice than Lord Seyton has here 
expressed, He, Herries, Huntly, the English Ambas- 
sador Throgmorton, and others, your friends, are all 
alike of opinion, that whatever deeds or instruments you 
execute within these walls, mufst lose alf“force and effect, 
as extorted from your Grace by duresse, by sufferance of 
present evil, and fear of men, and harm to ensue on your 
wefuzal, Yield, therefore, to the tide, and be assured, 
that in subscribing what parchments they present to yo, 
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you bind yourself to nothing, since your act of signa- 
ture wants that which alone can make it valid, the free 
will of the granter.” 

‘* Ay, so says my Lord Seyton,” replied Mary; ‘‘ yet 
methinks, for the daughter of so long a line of sovereigns 
to resign her birthright, because rebels press upon her 
with threats, argues little of royalty, and will read ill for 
the fagae of Mary in future chronicles. Tush! Sir Robert 
Melville, the traitors may use black threats and bold 
words, but they will not dare to put their hands forth ‘on 

gu person.” . 

‘‘ Alas ! madam, they have already dared so far and 
incurred such peril by the lengths which they have gone, 
that they are but one step from the worst and utter- 
most.” 

‘* Surely,” said the Queen, her fears again predomina- 
ting, ‘‘Scottish nobles would not lend themselves to 
assassinate a helpless woman ?” ® 

‘‘Bethink you, madam,” he replied, ‘‘ what horrid 
spectacles have been seen in our day ; and what act is so 
dark, that some Scottish hand has not been found to 
dare it? Lord Lindesay, besides his natural sullenness 
and hardness of temper, is the near kinsman of Henrtry 
Darnley, and Ruthven has his own deep and dangerous 
plans. The Council, besides, speak of proofs by writ 
and word, of a casket with letters—of I know not what.” 

‘‘Ah! good Melville,”” answered the Queen, ‘‘ were I 
as sure of the evcn-handed integrity of my judges, as of 
my own innocence-—and yet ’—— 

.‘‘Oh! pause, madam,” said Melville; ‘‘even inno 
cence must somejimes for a season stoop to injurious 
blame. Besides, you are Htre '"—— 

He looked round and paused. : 

‘*Speak out, Melville,” said the Queen, ‘‘ never one 
approached my person who wished to work me evil; and 
even this poor page, whom I have to-day seen for the 
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first time in my life, I can trust safely with your con» 
munication.” 

‘‘Nay, madam,” answered Melville, ‘‘in such emer- 
gence, and he being the bearer of Lord Seyton’s message, 
I will venture to say, before him and these fair ladies, 
whose truth and fidelity I dispute not—I say I will ven- 
ture to say, that there are other modes besides that of 
open trial, by which deposed sovereigns often die ; and 
that, as Machiavel saitn, there is but one step betwixt a 
king's prison and his grave." 

‘‘Oh*! were it but swift and easy for the body,” said 
the unfortunate Princess, ‘‘ were it but a safe and happy 
change for the soul, the woman lives not that would take 
the step so soon as I—But, alas! Melville, when we think 
of death, a thousand sins, which we have trod as worms 
beneath our feet, rise up against us as flaming serpents. 
Most injuriously do they accuse me of aiding Darnley’s 
death ; yet, blessed Lady! I afforded too open occasion 
for the suspicion—I espoused Bothwell.” 

**Think not of that now, madam,” said Melville, 
“‘ think rather of the immediate mode of saving yourself 
and son. Comply with the present unreasonable de- 
miands, and trust that better times will shortly arrive.” 

‘‘Madam," said Roland Grseme, ‘‘if it pleases you 
that I should do so, I will presently swim through the 
lake, if they refuse me other conveyance to the shore ; I 
will go to the courts successively of England, France, 
and Spain, and will show you have subscribed these vile 
instruments from no stronger impulse than the fear of 
death, and I will do battle against them that say other- 
wise." 

The Queen turned her round, and with one of those 
sweet smiles which, during the era of life's romance, 
overpay every risk, held her hand towards Roland, but 
‘without speaking a word. He kneeled reverently and 
kissed it, and Melville again resumed his pled. 
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‘*Madam,” he said, ‘‘ time presses, and you must not 
let those boats, which I see they are even now preparing, 
put forth on the lake. Here are enough of witnesses— 
your ladies—this bold youth—myself, when it can serve 
your cause effectually, for I would not hastily staad com- 
mitted in this matter—but even without me here is ‘evi- 
dence enough to show, that you have yielded to the 
dergasds of the Council through force and fear, but from 
no sincere and unconstrained agsent. Their boats are 
already manned for their return—oh! permit your eld 

ervant to recall them.” 

‘‘ Melville,” said the Queen, ‘‘thou art an ancient 
courtier—when didst thou ever know a Sovereign Prince 
recall to his presence subjects who had parted from him 
on such terms as those on which these envoys of the 
Council left us, and who yet were recalled without sub- 
mission or apology ?—Let it cost me both life and crown, 
I will not again command them to my presence.” ® 

‘‘Alas! madam, that empty form should make a 
barrier! If I rightly understand, you are not unwilling 
to listen to real and advantageous counsel—but your 
scruple is saved—I hear them returning to ask year 
final resolution. Oh! take the advice of the nobic 
Seyton, and you may once more command those who 
now usurp a triumph over you. But hush! [ hear them 
in the vestibule.” ; 

As he concluded speaking, George Douglas opened the 
door of the apartment, and marshalled in the two noble 
envoys. 

‘“We come, madam,” said the Lord Ruthven, ‘‘to 
request your ansger to the proposal of the Council,” 

‘Your final answer,” sdid Lord Lindesay ; ‘‘ for with 
a refusal you must couple the certainty that you have 
precipitated your fate, and renounced the last opportu- 
nify of making peace with God, and insuring your longer 
abode in the world.” 


THE ASSOT. 

“My lords,” said Mary, with inexpressible grace and 
dignity, ‘‘the evils we cannot resist we must submit to— 
I will subscribe these parchments with such liberty of 
choice as my condition permits me. Were I on yonder 
shore, with a fleet jennet and ten good and loyal knights 
around me, I would subscribe my sentence of eternal 
condemnation as soon as the resignation of my throne. 
But here, in the Castle of Lochleven, with deepe water 
around me—and you,‘my lords, beside me,—I have no 
freedom of choice.—Give me the pen, Melville, and bear 
witness to what I do, and why I do it.” 

-‘*It is our hope your Grace will not suppose yourselt 
«compelled by any apprehensions from us,"’ said the Lord 
Ruthven, ‘‘ to execute what must be your own voluntary 
deed.” 

The Queen had already stooped towards the table, and 
placed the parchment before her, with the pen between 
her fingers, ready for the important act of signature. 
But when Lord Ruthven had done speaking, she looked 
up, stopped short, and threw down the pen. ‘‘ If,” 
she said, ‘‘I am expected to declare I give away my 
crown of free will, or otherwise than because I am com- 
pelled to renounce it by the threat of worse evils to my- 
self and my subjects, I will not put my name to such an 
untruth—not to gain full possession of England, France, 
and Scotland !—all once my own, in possession, or by 
right." 

‘‘ Beware, madam,” said Lindesay, and, snatching 
hold of the Queen's arm with his own gauntleted hand, 
he pressed it, in the rudeness of his passion,.more closely, 
perhaps, than he was himself aware of,—‘' beware how 
you contend with those who’ are the stronger, and have 
the mastery of your fate!" 7 

He held his grasp on her arm, bending his eyes on 
her with a stern and intimidating look, till both Ruthyen 
and Melville cried shame ! and Douglas, who had hitherto 
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remained in a state of apparent apathy, had made a 
stride from the door, as if to interfere. The rude Baron 
then quitted his hold, disguising the confusion which he 
really felt at having indulged his passion to such extent, 
under a sullen and contemptuous smile. 

The Queen immediately began, with an expression of 
pain, to bare the arm which he had grasped, by drawing 
up the sleeve of her gown, and it appeared that his gripe 
had®left the purple marks of his iron fingers upon her 
flesh—‘‘ My lord,’ she said, ‘‘as a knight and gentle- 
man, you might have spared my frail arm so severe a 
@roof that you have the greater strength on your side, 
and are resolved to use it—But I thank you for it—it is 
the most decisive token of the terms on which this day’s 
business is to rest.—I draw you to witness, both lords 
and ladies,"’ she said, showing the marks of the grasp on 
her arm, ‘‘ that Isubscribe these instruments in obedience 
to the sign manual of my Lord of Lindesay, whick you 
may see imprinted on mine arm.'’* 

Lindesay would have spoken, but was restrained by 
his colleague Ruthven, who said to him, ‘‘ Peace, my 
lord. Let the Lady Mary of Scotland ascribe her signa- 
ture to what she will, it is our business to procure it and 
carry itto the Council. Should there be debate here- 
after on the manner in which it was adhibited, there 
will be time enough for it.” 

Lindesay was silent accordingly, only muttering within 
his beard, ‘‘I meant not to hurt her; but I think 
women’s flesh be as tender as new-fallen snow.” 

The Queen meanwhile subscribed the rolls of parch- 
ment with a hasty indifference, as if they had been matters 
of slight consequefice, or of* mere formality. When she 
had performed this painful task, she arose, and, having 
curtseyed to the lords, was about to withdraw to her 
chamber. Ruthven and Sir Robert Melville made, the 
first®°a formal reverence, the second an obeisance, in 
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which his desire to acknowledge his sympathy was 
obviously checked by the fear of appearing in the eyes of 
his colleagues too partial to his former mistress. But 
Lindesay stood motionless, even when they were pre- 
paring to withdraw. At length, as if moved by a sudden 
impulse, he walked round the table which had hitherto 
been. betwixt them and the Queen, kneeled on one knee, 
took her hand, kissed it, let it fall, and arose—‘‘ Lady,” 
he said, ‘‘ thou att a.noble creature, even though ‘thou 
hast abused God's choicest gifts. I pay that devotion to 
thy manliness of spirit, which I would not have paid to 
the power thou hast long undeservedly wielded—I knes’: 
to Mary Stuart, not to the Queen.” 

‘‘“The Queen and Mary Stuart pity thee alike, 
Lindesay,” said Mary — ‘‘ alike they pity, and they for- 
give thee. An honoured soldier hadst thou been bya 
king's side—leagued with rebels, what art thou but a 
good blade in the hands of a ruffian?—Farewell, my 
Lord Ruthven, the smoother but the deeper traitor.— 
Farewell, Melville—Mayest thou find masters that can 
understand state policy better, and have the means to 
reward it more richly than Mary Stuart.—Farewell, 
George of Douglas—make your respected grand-dame 
comprehend that we would be alone for the remainder of 
the day—God wot, we have need to collect our thoughts.” 

All bowed and withdrew ; but scarce had they entered 
the vestibule, ere Ruthven and Lindesay were at variance. 
‘* Chide not with me, Ruthven,” Lindesay was heard to 
say, in answer to something mote indistinctly urged by 
his colleague—‘‘ Chide not with me, for I will not brook 
it! You put the hangman's office on me in this matter, 
and even the very hangman hath €eave to ask some 
pardon of those on whom he does his office. I would I 
had as deep cause to be this lady's friend as I have to 
be her enemy—thou shouldst see if I spared limb and 
dife in her quarrel,” 
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** Thou art a sweet minion,”’ said Ruthven, ‘‘ to fight 
@ lady's quarrel, and all for a brent brow and a tear in 
the eye! Such toys have been out of thy thoughts this 
many @ year.” 

‘Do me right, Ruthven,” said Lindesay. ‘‘ You are 
like a polished corselet of steel ; it shines more gaudily, 
but it is not a whit softer—nay, itis five times harder than 
a Glasgow breast-plate of hammered iron. Enough. 
We*know each other.” . 

. They descended the stairs, were heard tosummon their 
boats, and the Queen signed to Roland Greseme to retire 
o the vestibule, and leave her with her female attendants. 


CHAP. XXIII. 


Give mea morsel on the greensward rather, 
Coarse as you will the cooking—Let the fresh sprig 
Bubble beside my napkin—and the free birds, 
Twittering and chirping, hop from bough to bough, 
To claim the crumbs I leave for perquisites— 
Your prison feasts I like not. 

Tue WoopsmMan, A DRAMA. 


RECESS in the vestibule was enlightened by a 

small window, at which Roland Graeme stationed 

himself to mark the departure of the lords. He 
could see their followers mustering on horseback under 
their respective banners—the western sun glancing on 
their corselets and steel caps as they moved to and fro, 
mounted or dismounted, at intervals. On the narrow 
space betwixt the castle and the water, the Lords Ruth- 
ven and Lindesaf were alseady moving slowly to their 
boats, accompanied by the Lady of Lochleven, her 
grandson, and their principal attendants. They took a 
ceremonious leave of each other, as Roland could disceza 
byetheir gestures, and the boats put off from their landing- 
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place; the boatmen stretched to their oars, and they 
speedily diminished upon the eye of the idle gazer, who 
had no better employment than te watch their motions. 
Such seemed also the occupation of the Lady Lochleven 
and George Douglas, who, returning from the landing- 
place, looked frequently back to the boats, and at length 
stopped as if to observe their progress, under the window 
at which Roland Grzeme was stationed.—As they gazed 
on the lake, he could hear the lady distinctly say, ‘And 
she has bent her mind to save her life at the expense of 
her kingdom?” 

‘‘ Her life, madam!” replied her son; ‘‘I know no\ 
who would dare to attempt it in the castle of my father. 
Had I dreamt that it was with such purpose that Linde- 
say insisted on bringing his followers hither, neither he 
nor they should have passed the iron gate of Lochleven 
Castle.” 

‘‘Tespeak not of private slaughter, my son, but of 
open trial, condemnation, and execution ; for with such 
she has been threatened, and to such threats she has 
given way. Had she not more of the false Guisian blood 
than of the royal race of Scotland in her veins, she had 
bidden them defiance to their teeth—But it is all of the 
same complexion, and meanness is the natural companion 
-of profligacy.—I am discharged, forsooth, from intruding 
on her gracious presence this evening. Go thou, my 
son, and render the usual service of the meal to this un- 
queened Queen.” 

‘So please.you, lady saethen said Douglas, ‘‘T care 
not greatly to approach her presence.” 

‘‘Thou art right, my son ; and therefore I trust thy 
prudence, even because I hate noted thy caution. She 
is like an isle-on the-ocean, surrounded with shelves and 
quicksands ; its verdure fair and inviting to the eye, but 
the wreck of many a goodly vessel which hath approached 
it toorashly. But for thee, my son, I fear nonght ; and 
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‘we may not, with our honour, suffer her to eat without 
the attendance of one of us. She may die by the judg- 
ment of Heaven, or the fiend may have power over her 
in her despair ; and then we would be touched in honour 
to show, that in our house, and at our table, she had 
received all fair play and fitting usage.” 

Here Roland was interrupted by a smart tap on the 
shoulgers reminding him sharply of Adam Woodcock's 
adventure of the preceding evening. He turned round, 
almost expecting to see the page of Saint Michael’s 
hostelrie. He saw, indeed, Catherine Seyton ; but she 
‘was in female attire, differing, no doubt, a great deal in 
shape and materials from that which she had worn when 
they first met, and becoming her birth as the daughter 
of a great baron, and her rank as the attendant ona 
princess. ‘‘So, fair page,’’ said she, ‘‘ eaves-dropping is 
one of your page-like qualities, I presume.” 

‘‘ Fair sister,’ answered Roland, in the same tork, ‘‘ if 
some friends of mine be as well acquainted with the rest 
of our mystery as they are with the arts of swearing, 
swaggering, and switching, they need ask no page in 
Christendom for further insight into his vocation.” 

‘* Unless that pretty speech infer that you have yourself 
had the discipline of the switch since we last met,’ the 
probability whereof I nothing doubt, I profess, fair 
page, Iam ata loss to conjecture your meaning. But 
there is no time to debate it now—they come with the 
evening meal. Be pleased, Sir Page, to do your duty.” 

Four servants entered bearing dishes, preceded by the 
same Stern old steward whom Roland had already seen, 
and followed by George Douglas, already mentioned as 
the grandson of the Lady of Lochleven, and who, acting 
as seneschal, represented, upon this occasion, his father, 
the Lord of the Castle. He entered with his arms folded 
on his bosom, and his looks bent on the ground. With 
the® assistance of Roland Greeme. a table was stitably 
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covered in the next or middle apartment, on which the 
domestics placed their burdens with great reverence, the 
steward and Douglas bending low when they had seen 
the table properly adorned, as if their royal prisoner had 
sat at the board in question. The door opened, and 
Douglas, raising his eyes hastily, cast them again on the 
earth, when he perceived it was only the Lady Mary 
Fleming who entered. ‘ 

** Her Grace,"’ she said, ‘' will not eat to-night."’ : 

** Let us hope she may be otherwise persuaded,” said 
Douglas ; '‘ meanwhile, madam, please to see our duty 
performed.” 

A servant presented bread and salt on a silver plate, 
and the old steward carved for Douglas a small morsel in 
succession from each of the dishes presented, which he 
tasted, as was then the custom at the tables of princes, 
to which death was often suspected to find its way in the 
disgifise of food. 

** The Queen will not then come forth to-night?” said 
Douglas. 

**She has so determined,” replied the lady. 

‘‘ Our further attendance then is unnecessary—we 
leave you to your supper, fair ladies, and wish vou good- 
even.” 

He retired slowly as he carhe, and with the same air of 
deep dejection, and was followed by the attendants be- 
longing to the castle. The two ladies sate down to their 
ineal, and Roland Graeme, with ready alacritv, prepared 
to wait upon them. Catherine Seyton whispered to her 
companion, who replied with the question spoken in a 
low tone, but looking at the page—“* Is he of gentle blood 
and well nurtured ?”’ : . 

The answer which she. received seemed satisfactory, 
for she said to Roland, ‘‘Sit down, young gentleman, 
and eat with your sisters in captivity.” 

‘* Permit me rather to perform my duty in attending 
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them,” said Roland, znxious to show he was 
of the high tone of deference prescribed by the rules of 
chivalry towards the fair sex, and especially to dames and 
maidens of quality. 

‘* You will find, Sir Page,"’ said Catherine, ‘‘ you will 
have little time allowed you for your meal; waste it not 
in ceremony, or you may rue your politeness ere to- 
morrow morning.” 

‘Your speech is too free, maiden,” said the elder lady; 
‘*the modesty of the youth may teach you more fitting 
fashions towards one whom to-day you have seen for the 

Girst time.” 

Catherine Seyton cast down her eyes, but not till she 
had given a single glance of inexpressible archness 
towards Roland, whom her more grave companion now 
addressed in a tone of protection. 

‘‘ Regard her not, young gentleman—she knows little 
of the world, save the forms of a country nunnery-@take 
thy place at the board-end, and refresh thyself after thy 
journey.” 

Roland Greenie obeyed willingly, as it was the first 
food he had that day tasted ; for Lindesay and his fol- 
lowers seemed regardless of human wants. Yet, not- 
withstanding the sharpness of his appetite, a natural 
gallantry of disposition, the desire of showing himself 
a well-nurtured gentleman, in all courtesies towards 
the fair sex, and, for aught I know, the pleasure of 
assisting Catherine Seyton, kept his attention rweke, 
during the meal, to all those nameless acts of duty and 
service which gallants of that age were accustomed to 
render. He carved with neatness and decorum, and 
selected duly whatéver was tmost delicate to place before 
the ladies. Ere they could form a wish, he sprung from 
the table, ready to comply with it—poured wine—tem- 
pered it with water—removed and exchanged trenchers, 
and® performed the whole honours of the table, with an 
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air at once of cheerful diligence, profound respect, and 
graceful promptitude. 

When he observed that they had finished eating, he 
hastened to offer to the elder lady the silver ewer, basin, 
and napkin, with the ceremony and gravity which he 
would have used towards Mary herself. He next, with 
the same decorum, having supplied the basin with fair 
water, presented 1t to Catherine Seyton. Appayently, 
«ise was determined to‘disturb his self-possession if pos- 
sible; for, while in the act of bathing her hands, she 
contrived, as it were by accident, to flirt some drops of 
water upon the face of the assiduous assistant. But ia: 
such was her mischievous purpose, she was completely 
disappointed ; for Roland Grame, internally piquing 
himself on his self-command, neither laughed nor was 
discomposed ; and all that the maiden gained by her 
frolic was 2 severe rebuke from her companion, taxing 
ber with mal-address and indccorum. Catherine replied 
not, but sat pouting, something in the humour of a 
spoilt child, who watches the opportunity of wreaking 
upon some onc or other its rescntinent tor a deserved 
reprimand 

The Lady Mary liemuing, in the meanwhile, was natu- 
rally well pleased with the exact and reverent observance 
of the page, and said to Catherine, after a favourable 
gdance at Roland Greme,—‘' You might well say, Cathe- 
rine, our companion in captivity was well born and gently 
nurtured. I would not make him vain by my praise, but 
his services enable us to dispense with those which 
(seorge Douglas condescends not to afford us, save when 
tue Queen is herself in presence.” 

‘“Umph! I think hardly,” anSwered Catherine. 
‘* George Douglas is one of the most handsome gallants 
am Scotland, and ‘tis pleasure to see him even still, when 
the glooin of Lochleven Castle has shed the same melan- 
¢holy over him, that it has done over everything alse, 
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When he was at Holyrood, who would have said the 
young sprightly George Douglas would have been con- 
tented to play the locksman here in Lochleven, with no 
gayer amusement tharf that of turning the key on two or 
three helpless women ?—a strange office for a knight of 
the Bleeding Heart—why does he not leave it to his 
father or his brothers?” 

‘* Perhaps, like us, he has no choice,” answered the 
Lady Fleming. ‘' But, Catherine, thou hast used thy 
brief space at court well, to remember what George 
Douglas was then.” 

© “T used mine eyes, which I suppose was what I was 
designed to do, and they were worth using there. When 
I was at the nunnery, they were very useless appurten- 
ances ; and now Iam at Lochleven, they are good ter 
nothiny, save to look over that eternal work of em- 
broidery.”’ 

‘* You speak thus, when you have been but a fewebrief 
hours amongst us—was this the maidcn who would live 
and die in a dungeon, might she but have penmission to 
wait on her gracious Queen ?”’ 

‘* Nay, if you chide in earnest, my jest is ended,” said 
Catherine Seyton. ‘‘I would not yield in attachment to 
my poor god-mother, to the pravest dame that ever had 
wise saws upon her tongue, and a double-starched ruff 
around her throat—vou know £ would not, Dame Mary 
Fleming, and it is: putting shame on me to say other- 
wise.” 

** She ,will challenge the other court lady,” thorght 
Roland Graeme ; ‘‘she will to a certainty fling down her 
glove, and if Dame Mary Fleming hath but the soul to 
lift it, we may hd#Ve a combat in the lists {'"—But the 
answer of Lady Mary Fleming was such as turns away 
wrath.’ 

“Thou arta good child,” she said, ‘‘my Catherine, 
anda faithful ; but Heaven pity him who shall have one 
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day a creature so beautiful to delight him, and a thing 
#@ mischievous to torment him—thou art fit to drive 
twenty husbands stark mad." 

‘‘Nay,” said Catherine, resuming the full career of 
her careless good-humour, ‘‘he must be half-witted 
beforehand that gives me such an opportunity. But I 
am glad you are not angry with me in sincerity,” casting 
herself as she spoke into the arms of her friend. and 
continuing with a tone of apologetic fondness, while'she 
kissed her on either side of the face; ‘‘ you know, my 
dear Fleming, that I have to contend both with my 
father’s lofty pride, and my mother's high spirit—God' 
bless them! they have left me these good qualities, 
having small portion to give besides, as times go—and 
so-I am wilful and saucy ; but let me remain only a week 
in this castle, and oh, my dear Fleming, my spirit will 
be as chastised and as humble as thine own.” 

Dame Mary Fieming's sense of dignity, and love of 
form, could not resist this affectionate appeal. She 
kissed Catherine Seyton in her turn affectionately ; while, 
answering the last part of her speech, she said, ‘‘ Now 
Our Lady forbid, dear Catherine, that you should lose 
anght that is beseeming of what becomes so well your 
light heart and lively humour. Keep but your sharp 
wit on this side of madness, and it cannot but be a bless- 
ing to us. But let me go, mad wench—I hear her Grace 
teach her silver cali.” And, extricating herself from 
Catherine's grasp, she went towards the door of Queen 
Mary's apartment, from which was heard the low tone 
of a silver whistle, which, now only used by the boat- 
swains in the navy, was then, for want of bells, the ordi- 
nary mode by which ladiesp even ofthe very highest 
rank, summoned their domestics. When she had made 
two or three steps towards the door, however, she turned 
‘back, and advancing to the young couple whom she left 
together, she said, in « very serious though a low tone, 
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*‘T trust it is impossible that we can; any of us, or in any 
circumstances, forget that, few as we are, we form the 
household of the Queen of Scotland; and that, in her 
calamity, all boyish mirth and childish jesting can only 
serve to give a great triumph to her enemies, who have 
already found their account in objecting to her the 
lightness of every idle folly that the young and the gay 
practiged in her court.” So saying, she left the apart- 
t: 


Catherine Seyton seemed much struck with this re- 
monstrance—She suffered herself to drop into the seat 
which she had quitted when she went to embrace Dame 
Mary Fleming, and for some time rested her brow upon 
her hands ; while Roland Graeme looked at her earnestly, 
with a mixture of emotions which perhaps he himself 
could neither have analysed nor explained. As she raised 
her face slowly from the posture to which a momentary 
feeling of relf-rebuke had depressed it, her cyes en- 
countered those of Roland, and became gradually 
animated with their usual spirit of malicious drollery, 
which not unnaturally excited a similar expression in 
those of the equally volatile page. They sat for the 
space of two minutes, each looking at the other with 
great seriousness on their features, and much mirth in 
their eyes, until at length Catherine was the first to break 
silence. 

** May I pray you, fair sir,” she began, very demurely, 
‘to tell me what you see in my face to arouse looks so 
extremely sagacious and knowing as those with which it 
is your worship's pleasure to honour me? It would seem 
as there were some wonderful confidence and intimacy 
betwixt us, fair sf, if one is to judge from your extremely 
cunning looks ; and so help me Our Lady, as I never saw 
you but twice in my life before.” 

** And where were those happy occasions,” said Roland, 
““@f 7] may be bold enough to ask the question ?" 
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‘* At the nunnery of Saint Catherine’s,”’ said the dam- 
sel, ‘‘in the first instance ; and, in the second, during 
five minutes of a certain raid or foray which it was your 
pleasure to make into the lodging of my lord and father, 
Lord Seyton, from which, to my surprise, as probably to 
your own, you returned with a token of friendship and 
favour, instead of broken bones, which were the more 
probable reward of your intrusion, considering, the 
prompt ire of the house of Seyton. I am deeply mofti- 
fied,” she added, ironically, ‘‘that your recollection 
should require refreshment on a subject so important ; | 
and that my memory should be stronger than yours on ~ 
such an occasion is truly humiliating.” 

‘*Your own memory is not so exactly correct, fair 
maistress,’’ answered the page, ‘‘seeing you have for- 
gatten meeting the third, in the hastelrie of St. Michael's, 
when it pleased you to lay your switch across the face of 
my cogirade, in order, I warrant, to show that, in the 
house of Seyton, neither the prompt ire of its descendants, 
nor the usc of the doublet and hose, are subject to Salique 
law, or confined to the use of the males.” 

‘‘Fair sir,’ answered Catherine, looking at him with 
great steadiness and some surprise, ‘unless your fair 
wits have forsaken you, I am ata loss what to conjecture 
of your meaning.” 

‘‘By my troth, fair mistress,” answered Roland, ‘‘ and 
were ] as wise a warlock as Michael Scott, I could scarce 
riddle the dream you read me. Did I not see you last 
night in the hostelrie of St. Michael's? — Did you not 
bring me this sword, with command not to draw it save 
at the command of my native and rightful Sovereign ? 
And have I not done as you‘required*me? Or is the 
sword a piece of lath— my word 2 bulrush—my memory 
# dream—and my eyes good for nought—espials which 
corbies might pick out of my head [” 

‘* And if your eyes serve you not more truly on othtr 
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occasions than in your vision of St. Michael,” said 
Catherine, ‘‘I know not, the pain apart, that the corbies 
would do you any great injury in the deprivation—But 
hark, the bell—hush, for God's sake, we are inter- 
rupted ""—— 

The damsel was right ; for no sooner had the dull toll 
of the castle bell begun to resound through the vaulted 
apartrgent, than the door of the vestibule flew open, and 
the steward, with his severe countenance, his gold chain, 
and his white rod, entered the apartment, followed by the 
same train of domestics who had placed the dinner on 

She table, and who now, with the same ccremonious 
formality, began to remove it. 

The steward remained motionicss as some old picture, 
while the domestics did thcir office; and when it was 
accomplished, everything removed from the table, and 
the board itself taken from its tressels and disposed 
against the wall, he said aloud, without addressin® anv 
one in particular, and somewhat in the tone of a herald 
reading a proclamation, ‘‘ My noble lady, Dame Mar- 
garet Erskine, by marriage Douglas, lets the Lady Mary 
of Scotland and her attendants to wit, that a servant of 
the true evangele, her reverend chaplain, will to-night, 
as usual, expound, lecture, and catechise, according to 
the forms of the congregation of gospellers.” 

‘‘ Hark you, my friend Mr. Dryfesdalc,"’ said Cathe- 
rine, ‘‘1 understand this announcement is a nightly form 
of yours. Now, I pray you to remark, that the Lady 
Fleming and I-~for I trust your insolent invitation con- 
cerns us only—have chosen Saint Peter’s pathway to 
Heaven, so I see go one whom your godly exhortation, 
catechise, or lecture, can ‘benefit, excepting this poor 
page. who, being in Satan's hand as well as yourself, 
had better worship with you than remain to cumber our 
better-advised devotions.” 

The page was well-nigh giving a round denial to the 
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assertions which this speech implied, when, remembering 
what had passed betwixt him and the Regent, and seeing 
Catherine's finger raised in a monitory fashion, he felt 
himself, as on former occasions at the Castle of Avenel, 
obliged to submitto the task of dissimulation, and fol- 
lowed Dryfesdale down to the castle chapel, where he 
assisted in the devotions of the evening. 

The chaplain was named Elias Henderson. Hewasa 
man in the prime of life, and possessed of good natfral 
parts, carefully improved by the best education which 
those times afforded. To these qualities were added a 
faculty of close and terse reasoning ; and, at intervals,® 
a flow of happy illustration and natural eloquence. The 
religious faith of Roland Graeme, as we have already had 
opportunity to observe, rested on no secure basis, but 
was entertained rather in obedience to his grandmother's 
behests, and his secret desire to contradict the chaplain 
of Avgnel Castle, than from any fixed or steady reliance 
which he placed on the Romish creed. His ideas had 
been of late considerably enlarged by the scenes he had 
passed through ; and feeling that there was shame in not 
understanding something of those political disputes be- 
twixt the professors of the ancient and of the reformed 
faith, he listened with more attention than it had hitherto 
been in his nature to yield on such occasions, to an 
animated discussion of some of the principal points of 
difference betwixt the churches. So passed away the 
first day in the Castle of Lochleven ; and those which 
followed it were, for some time, of a very monotonous 
and uniform tenor, 
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CHAP. XXIV. 
*T1is a weary life this 
Vaults overhead, and grates and bars around me, 
And my sad hours spent with as sad companions, 
Whose thoughts are brooding o'er their own mischances, 
Far, far too deeply to take part in mine. 
°° THe Woopsman. 


HE course of life to which Mary and her little 

retinue were doomed, was in the last degree 

secluded and lonely, varied only as the weather 
permitted or rendered impossible the Queen's usual walk 
in the garden or on the battlements. The greater part 
of the morning she wrought with her ladies at those 
pieces of needlework, many of which still remain proofs 
of her indefatigable application. At such hours the page 
was permitted the freedom of the castle and islet, nay, 
he was sometimes invited te attend George Douglas when 
he went a-sporting upon the lake, or on its margin; op- 
portunities of diversion which were only clouded by the 
remarkable melancholy which always seemed to brood on 
that gentleman's brow, and to mark his whole demeanour, 
—a sadness so profound, that Koland never observed 
him to smile, or to speak any word unconnected with the 
immediate object of their exercise. 
, The most pleasant part of Roland's day, was the 
occasional space which he was permitted tc pass in 
personal attendance on the Queen and ner ladies, to- 
gether with the regular dinner-tiz.e, which he always 
spent with Dame Mary Fleming and Catherine Seyton. 
At these periods She had frequent occasion to admire the 
lively spirit and inventive imagination of the latter 
damsel, who was unwearied in her contrivances to amuse 
her mistress, and to banish, for a time at least, the 
melancholy which preyed on her bosom. She danced. 
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she sung, she recited tales of ancient and modern times. 
with that heartfelt exertion of talent, of which the 
pleasure lies not in the vanity of displaying it to others, 
but in the enthusiastic consciousness that we possess it 
ourselves. And yet these high accomplishments were 
mixed with an air of rusticity and harebrained vivacity, 
which seemed rather to belong to some village-maid, 

the coquette of the ring around the Maypole, than 60 ghe 
high-bred descendant of an ancient baron. A touch of 
audacity, altogether short of effrontery, and far less ap- 
proaching to vulgarity, gave as it were a wildness ‘@: all 
that she did; and Mary, while defending her from ‘some 
of the occasional censures of her grave companion, com- 
pared her to a trained singing-bird escaped from a cage, 
which practises in all the luxuriance of freedom, and in 
full possession of the greenwood bough, the airs which it 
had learned during its earlier captivity. 

Themoments which the page was permitted to pass in 
the presence of this fascinating creature, danced so 
rapidly away, that, brief as they were, they compensated 
the weary dulness of all the rest of the day. The space 
of indulgence, however, was always brief, nor were any 
private interviews betwixt him and Catherine permitted, 
or even possible. Whether it were some special precau- 
tion respecting the Queen's household, or whether it were 
her general ideas of propriety, Dame Fleming seemed 
particularly attentive to prevent the young people from 
holding any separate correspondence together, and be- 
stowed, for Catherine’s sole benefit in this matter, the 
full stock of prudence and experience which she hac 
acquired, when mother of the Queen's maidens of 
honour, and by which she ‘had gained their hearty 
hatred. Casual mectings, however, could not be pre- 
vented, unless Catherine had been more desirous 0. 
shunning, or Roland Grzeme less anxious in watchmg 
for them. A smile, a gibe, a sarcasm, disarmed = Su 

316 


THE ABPOT. 

severity by the arch look with which it was accompanied, 
was all that time permitted to pass between them on such 
occasions. But such passing interviews neither afforded 
means nor opportunity to renew the discussion of the 
circumstances attending their earlicr acquaintance, nor 
to permit Roland to investigate more accurately the mys- 
terious apparition of the page in the purple velvet cloak 
at the hosterie of Saint Michacl’s. 

‘fh® winter months slipped heavily away, and spring 
was already advanced, when Roland Graeme observed a 
gradual change in the manners of his fellow-prisoners. 
Having no business of his own to attend to, and being, 
like those of his age, education, and degrce, sufficiently 
curious concerning what passed around, he began by 
degrees to suspect, and finally to be convinced, that there 
was something in agitation among his companions in 
captivity, to which they did not desire that he should be 
privy. Nay, he became almost certain that, by some 
means unintelligible to him, Queen Mary held corre- 
spondence beyond the walls and waters which surrounded 
her prison-house, and that she nourished some secret 
hope of delivcrance or escape. In the conversations 
betwixt her and her attendants, at which he was neces- 
sarily present, the Queen could not always avoid showing 
that she was acquainted with the events which were 
passing abroad in the world, and which he only heard 
through her report. He obscrved that she wrote more 
and worked less than had been her former custom, and 
that, as if desirous to lull suspicion asleep, she changed 
her manner towards the Lady Lochleven into one more 
gracious, and which seemed to express a resigned sub- 
mission to her let. ‘‘ They think I am blind," he said 
to himself, ‘‘and that I am unfit to be trusted because [ 
am so young, or it may be because I was sent hither by 
the Regent. Well !—be it so—they may be glad to con- 
fide in me in the long run; and Catherine S>yton, for as 
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saucy as she is, may find me as safe a confidant as that 
sullen Douglas, whom she is always running after. I¢ 
may be they are angry with me for listening to Master 
Elias Henderson ; but it was their own fault for sending 
me there ; and if the man speaks truth and good sense, 
and preaches only the word of God, he is as likely to be 
right as either Pope or Councils.”’ 

It is probable that in this last conjecture, Rplanc 
Grveme had hit upon the real cause why the ladies Rac 
not intrusted him with their councils. He had of late 
had several conferences with Ilenderson on the subject 
of religion, and had given him to understand that he 
stood in need of his instructions, although he had not 
thoucht there was cither prudence or necessity for con- 
fessing that hitherto he had held the tenets of the Churcl 
of Rome. 

KF lias Henderson, a keen propagator of the reformed 
faith, ehad sought the seclusion of Lochleven Castle, 
with the express’ purpose and expectation of making 
converts from Rome amongst the domestics of the de- 
throned Queen, and confirming the faith of those who 
already held the Protestant doctrines. Perhaps his 
hopes soared a little higher, and he might nourish some 
expectation of a proselyte more distinguished in the per- 
son of the deposed Queen. But the pertinacity with 
“which she and her female attendants refused to see or 
listen to him, rendered such hope, if he nourished it, 
altogether abortive. 

‘The opportunity, therefore, of enlarging the religious 
information of Roland Grame, and bringing him toa 
more due sense of his duties to Heaven, was hailed by 
the good man asa door opened by Pfovidence for the 
salvation of a sinner. He dreamed not, indeed, that he 
was converting a Papist, but such was the ignorance 
which Roland displayed upon some material points of 
the reformed dcctrine, that Master Henderson, wifile 
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praising his docility to the Lady Lochleven and her 
grandson, seldom failed to add, that his venerable 
brother, Henry Warden, must be now decayed in 
Strength and in mind, since he found a catechumen of 
his flock so ill-grounded in the principles of his belief. 
For this, indeed, Roland Grxeme thought it was unneces- 
Sary to assign the true reason, which was his having 
made ,it a point of honour to forget all that Henry 
Wetden taught him, as soon as he was no longer com- 
pelled to repeat it as a lesson acquired by rote. The 
lessons of his new instructor, if not more impressively 
®delivered, were received by a more willing ear, and a 
more awakened understanding, and the solitude of Loch- 
leven Castle was favourable to graver thoughts than the 
page had hitherto entertained. He wavered vet, indeed, 
as one who was almost persuaded ; but his attention to 
the chaplain's instructions procured him favour even with 
the stern old dame herself ; and he was once or ice, 
but under great precaution, permitted to go to the 
neighbouring village of Kinross, situated on the main- 
land, to execute some ordinary commission of his unfor- 
tunate mistress. 

For some time Roland Gra:me might be considered as 
standing neuter betwixt the two parties who inhabited 
the water-girdled Tower of Lochleven ; but, as he rose 
in the opinion of the Lady of the Castle and her chap- 
lain, he perceived, with great gricf, that he lost ground 
in that of Mary and her female allies. 

He came gradually to be sensible that he was regarded 
as a spy upon their discourse, and that, instead of the 
ease with which they had formerly conversed in his pre- 
sence, without suppressing any of the natural feelings of 
anger, of sorrow, or mirth, which the chance topic of 
the moment happened to call forth, their talk was now 
guardedly restricted to the most indifferent subjects, and 
a studied reserve observed even in the mode of treating 
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these. This obvious want of confidence was accoine 
panied with a correspondent change in their personal 
demeanour towards the unfortunate page. The Queen, 
who had at first treated him with marked courtesy, now 
scarce spoke to him, save to convey some necessary 
command for her service. The Lady Ileming restricted 
her notice to the most dry and distant expressions of 
civility, and Catherine Scyton became bitter in her plea- 
santries, and shy, cross, and pettish, in any intercourse 
they had together. What was yet more provoking, he 
saw, or thought he saw, marks of intelligence betwixt 
George Douglas and the beautiful Catherine Seyton! 
and, sharpened by jealousy, he wrought himself almost 
into a certainty, that the looks which they exchanged 
conveyed matters of dcecp and scrious import. ‘' No 
wonder,” he thought, ‘if, courted by the son of a proud 
and powerful baron, she can no longer spare a word or 
look to the poor fortuneless page." 

In a word, Roland Grame's situation became truly 
disagrecable, and his heart naturally enough rebelled 
against the injustice of this treatment, which deprived 
him of the only comfort which he had received for sub- 
mitting to a confinement in other respects irksome. He 
accused Qucen Mary and Catherine Sc\ ton (for concern- 
ing the opinion of Dame Fleming he was indifferent) of 
inconsistency in being displeased with him on account of 
the natural conscquences of an order of their own. Why 
did they send him to hear this overpowering preacher ? 
The Abbot Ambrosius, he recollected, understood the 
weakness of their Popish cause better when he enjoined 
him to repeat within his own mind, aves, and credas, and 
paters, all the while old Henry Warden preached or iec- 
tured, that so he might secure himself against lending 
even A momentary ear to his heretical doctrine. ‘‘ But I 
will endure this life no longer,” said he to himself, man- 
fully ; ‘‘do they suppose I would betray my mistress, 
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because I see cause to doubt of her religion ?—that 
would be a serving, as they say, the devil for God's sake. 
I will forth into the world—he that serves fair ladies, 
may at least expect kind looks and kind words ; and I 
bear not the mind of a gentleman, to submit to cold 
treatment and suspicion, and a life-long captivity besides, 
I will speak to George Douglas to-morrow when we go 


A sleepless night was spent in agitating this magnani- 
mots resolution, and he arose in the morning not per- 
fectly decided in his own mind whether he should abide 

yitornot. It happened that he was summoned by the 
Queen at an unusual hour, and just as-he was about to 
go out with George Douglas. He went to attend her 
commands in the garden ; but as he had his angling-rod 
in his hand, the circumstance announced his previous 
intention, and the Queen, turning to the Lady Fleming, 
said, ‘‘ Catherine must devise some other amusemeht for 
us, ma bonne amte; our discreet page has already made 
his party for the day's pleasure.” 

‘‘T said from the beginning,”” answered the Lady 
Fleming, ‘‘that your Grace ought not to rely on being 
favoured with the company of a youth who has so many 
Huguenot acquaintances, and has the means of amusing 
himself far more agreeably than with us.” 

‘‘T wish,” said Catherine, her animated features red- 
dening with mortification, ‘‘ that his friends would sail 
away with him for good, and bring us in return a page 
(if such a thing can be found) faithful to his Queen and 
to his religion.” 

‘“‘QOne part of your wishes may be granted, madam,” 
said Roland Graeme, unable any longer to restrain his 
sense of the treatment which he received on ail sides ; 
and he was about to add, ‘‘I heartily wish you a com- 
re in my room, if such can be found, who is capable 

of enduring women's caprices without going. ae : 
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Lackily, he recollected the remorse which he had felt at 
having given way to the vivacity of his temper upon a 
similar occasion ; and, closing his lips, imprisoned, until 
it died on his tongue, a reproach so misbecoming the 
presence of majesty. 

‘*Why do you remnin there,” said the Queen, ‘‘as if 
you were rooted to the parterre ?”’ 

‘“‘T but attend your Grace’s commands,” sat ,the 


‘‘] have none tu give you—Begone, sir!" 

*As he left the garden to go to the boat, he distinctly, 
heard Mary upbraid one of her attendants in these 
words :—‘‘ You see to what you have exposed us !”’ 

This brief scene at once determined Roland Graeme’s 
resolution to quit the castle, if it were possible, and to 
impart his resolution to George Douglas without loss of 
time. That gentleman, in his usual mood of silence, 
sate in the stern of the little skiff which they used on 
such occasions, trimming his fishing-tackle, and, from 
time to time, indicating by signs to Graeme, who pulled 
the oars, which way he should row. When they were a 
furlong or two from the castle, Roland rested on the 
oars, and addressed his companion somewhat abruptly, 
—‘' I have something of importance to say to you, under 
your pleasure, fair sir.” 

‘The pensive melancholy of Douglas's countenance at 
once gave way to the eager, keen, and startled look of 
one who expects to hear something of deep and alarm- 
ing import. 

‘‘I am wearied to the very death of this Castle of 
Lochleven,” continued Roland. ‘ 

‘(Tg that all?” said Douglas; ‘I know none of its 
inhabitants who are much better pleased with it." - 

‘*Ay, but I am neither a native of the house, nor a 
prisoner in it, and so I may reasonably desire to leave it.” 

“You might desire to quit it with equal reasdn,” 
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answered Douglas, ‘‘if you were both the one and the 
other.” 

‘But, said Roland Graeme, ‘‘I am not only tired 
of living in Lochleven Castle, but I am determined to 
quit it." 

‘* That is a resolution more easily taken than executed,” 
replied Douglas. 

« Not if yourself, sir, and your Lady Mother, choose 
to consent,” answered the page. 

‘*You mistake the matter, Roland,” said Douglas ; 
‘‘you will find that the consent of two other persons is 
equally essential—that of the Lady Mary your mistress, 
and that of my uncle the Regent, who placed you about 
her person, and who will not think it proper that she 
should change her attendants so soon.” 

‘‘And must I then remain whether I will or no?” 
demanded the page, somewhat appalled at a view_of the 
subject, which would have occurred sooner to a person 
of more experience. 

‘‘ At least,” said George Douglas, ‘‘ you must will to 
remain till my uncle consents to dismiss you.” 

‘‘ Frankly,” said the page, ‘‘ and speaking to you as a 
gentleman who is incapable of betraying me, 1 will con- 
fess, that if I thought myself a prisoner here, neither 
walls nor water should confine me long.” 

‘* Frankly,” said Douglas, ‘‘I could not much blame 
you for the attempt; yet, for all that, my father, or 
uncle, or the earl, or any of my brothers, or in short any 
of the king's lords into whose hands you fell, would in 
such a case hang you like a dog, or like a sentinel who 
deserts his post ; gind I promise you that you will hardly 
escape them. But row towards Saint Serf’s island-—- 
there is a breeze from the west, and we shall have sport, 
keeping to windward of the isle, where the ripple is 
strongest. We will speak more of what you have 

1 when we have had an hour's sport.” 
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Their fishing was successful, though never did two 
anglers pursue even that silent and unsocial pleasure 
with less of verbal intercourse, 

When their time was expired, Douglas took the oars 
in his turn, and by his order Roland Graeme steered the 
boat, directing her course upon the landing-place at the 
castle. But he also stopped in the midst of his course, 
and, looking around him, said to Graeme, ‘‘ These js a 
thing which I could mention to thee ; but it is so deep a 
secret, that even here, surrounded as we are by waves and 
sky, without the possibility of a listener, I cannot prevail, 
on myself to speak it out.” . 

**Better leave it unspoken, sir,” answered Roland 
Greeme, ‘‘if you doubt the honour of him who alone 
can hear it.” 

‘*T doubt not your honour,” replied George Douglas ; 
** but you are young, imprudent, and changeful.”’ 

‘‘Young,” said Roland, ‘'1 am, and, it may be, im- 
prudent—but who hath informed you that J am change- 
ful?” 

‘‘One that knows you, perhaps, better than you know 
yourself,” replied Douglas. 

‘‘T suppose you mean Catherine Seyton,” said the 
page, his heart rising as he spoke ; ‘‘but she is herself 
fifty times more variable in her humour than the very 
water which we are floating upon.” 

‘*My young acquaintance,” said Douglas, ‘I pray 
you to remember that Catherine Seyton is a lady of 
blood and birth, and must not be lightly spoken of.” 

“Master George of Douglas,” said Greme, “as that 
speech seemed to be made under the, warrant of some- 
-hing like a threat, I pray you to observe, that I value 
not the threat at the estimation of a fin of one of these 
dead trouts ; and, moreover, 1 would have you to know 
that the champion who undertakes the defence of eyery 
lady of blood and birth, whom men accuse of change of 
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faith and of fashion, is like to havc enough of work‘on 
his hands.” 

‘*Go to,” said the Seneschal, but in a tone of good- 
humour, ‘‘ thou art a foolish boy, unfit to deal with any 
matter more serious than the casting of a net, or the 
flying of a hawk.” 

‘If your secret concern Catherine Seyton,” said the 
pageg'' I care not for it, and so vou may tell her if you 
will, I wot she can shape you opportunity to speak with 
her, as she has ere now.” 

The flush which passed over Douglas's face made the 
page aware that he had lighted on a truth, when he 
was, in fact, speaking at random; and the feeling that 
he had done so, was like striking a dagger into his own. 
heart. His companion, without further answer, resumed 
the oars, and pulled lustily till they arrived at the island 
and the castle. The servants received the produce of 
their spoil, and the two fishers, turning from cack other 
in silence, went each to his several apartment. 

Roland Graeme had spent about an hour in grumbling 
against Catherine Seyton, the Queen, the Kegent, and 
the whole house of Lochleven, with George Douglas at 
the head of it, when the time approached that his duty 
called him to attend the meal of Queen Mary. As he 
arranged his dress for this purpose, he grudged the 
trouble which, on similar occasions, he used, with boyish 
foppery, to consider as one of the most important duties 
of his day; and when he went to take his place behind 
the chair of the Queen, it was with an air of offended 
dignity, which could not escape her observation, and 
probably ap to her ridiculous enough, for she 
whispered something in French to her ladies, at which 
the Lady Fleming laughed, and Catherine appeared half. 
diverted and haif disconcerted. This pleasanftry, of 
which the subject was concealed from him, the unfortu- 

pare received, of course, as a new ofience, and 
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¢alled an additional degree of sullen dignity into ‘his 
mien, which might have exposed him to farther raillery, 
but that Mary appeared disposed to make allowance for 
and compassionate his feelings. 

With the peculiar tact and delicacy which no woman 
possessed in greater perfection, she began to soothe by 
degrees the vexed spirit of her magnanimous attendant. 

_The excellence of the fish which he had taken ia pis 
expedition, the high flavour and beautiful red colour of 
the trouts which have long given distinction to the lake, 
led her first to express her thanks to her attendant for so 
agreeable an addition to her table, especially upon a 
jour de jetine; and then brought on inquiries into the 
place where the fish had been taken, their size, their 
peculiarities, the times when they were in season, anda 
comparison between the Lochleven trouts and those 
which are found in the lakes and rivers of the south of 
Scotlatid. The ill humour of Roland Graeme was never 
of an obstinate character. It rolled away like mist before 
the sun, and he was easily engaged in a keen and ani- 
mated dissertation about Lochleven trout, and sea trout, 
and river trout, and bul) trout, and char, which never rise 
to a fly, and par, which some suppose infant salmon, 
and Aerdings, which frequent the Nith, and verdzsses, 
which are only found in the Custle-Loch of Lochmaben ; 
and he was hurrying on with the eager impetuosity and 
enthusiasm of a young sportsman, when he observed 
that the smile with which the Qucen at first listened to 
him died languidly away, and that, in spite of her efforts 
to suppress them, tears rose to her eyes. He stopped 
suddenly short, and, distressed in his yin, asked, ‘‘If 
he had had the misfortune unwittingly to give displeasure 
to her Grace?" 

** No, my poor bov,” replied the Queen ; “‘ but as you 
mrambered up the lakes and rivers of my kingdom, 
iinsgination cheated -me, as it will do, and snatched rw. 
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from these dreary walls, awav to the romantic streams ot 
Nithsdale, and the royal towers of I.ochmaben.—~O 
land, which my fathers have so iong ruled! of the 
pleasures which you extend so freely, your Queen is now 
deprived, and the poorest beggar, who may wander free 
from one landward town to another, would scorn to 
change fates with Mary of Scotland !" 

‘* Your Highness,’ " said the Lady Fleming, ‘‘ will do 
well to withdraw.” 

‘‘Come with me, then, Fleming,” said the Queen, ‘‘I 
would not burden hearts so young as these are with the 
sight of my sorrows.’ 

She accompanied these words with a look of melan- 
choly compassion towards Roland and Catherine, who 
were now left alone together in the apartment. 

The page found his situation not « little embarrass- 
ing ; for, as every reader has experienced who may have 
chanced to be in such a situation, it is extremely @ifficult 
to maintain the full dignity of an offended person in the 
presence of a beautiful girl, whatever reason we may 
have for being angry with her. Catherine Seyton, on 
her part, sate still like a lingering ghost, which, conscious 
of the awe which its presence imposes, is charitably dis- 
posed to give the poor confused mortal whom it visits, 
time to recover his senses, and comply with the grand 
rule of demonology by speaking first. But as Roland 
seemed in no hurry to avail himself of her condescension, 
she carried it a step farther, and herself opened the con- 
versation. 

‘*T pray you, fair sir, if it may be permitted me to 
disturb your august reverie by a question so simphe,— 
what may have become of your rosary?” 

‘' it is lost, madam — lost some time sinee,"” said 
Roland, partly embarrassed and Partly indignant. : 

(‘And may I ask further, sir,” said Catherine, ‘why 
you ag nat seplaced it with another ?—I have half a 
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mind,” she said, taking from her pocket a string of 
ebony beads adorned with gold, ‘‘to bestow one upon 
you, to keep for my sake, just to remind you of former 
acquaintance,” 

There was a little tremulous accent in the tone with 
which these words were delivered, which at once put to 
flight Roland Graeme's resentment, and brought him to 
Catherine's side; but she instantly resumed the bold 
and firm accent which was more familiar to her. ‘'1 
did not bid you,” she said, ‘‘come and sit so close by 
me; for the acquaintance that I spoke of has been stiff 
and cold, dead and buried, for this many a day.” 

‘*Now Heaven forbid!” said the page, ‘‘it has only 
slept, and now that you desire it should awake, fair 
Catherine, believe me that a pledge of your returning 
favour ""——— 

‘'Nay, nay,” said Catherine, withholding the rosary, 
towarés which, as he spoke, he extended his hand, ‘''I 
have changed my mind on better reflection. What 
should a heretic do with these holy beads, that have 
been blessed by the father of the church himself?” 

Roland winced grievously, for he saw plainly which 
way the discourse was now likely to tend, and felt that it 
miust at all events be embarrassing. ‘‘ Nay, but,” he 
said, ‘it was as a token of your own regard that you 
offered them.” 

‘‘ Ay, fair sir, but that regard attended the faithful 
subject, the loyal and pious Catholic, the individual who 
was so solemnly devoted at the same time with myself 
to the same grand duty; which, you must now under- 
stand, was to serve the church and Qyeen. To such a 
person, if you ever heard of him, was my regard due, 
and not to him who associates with heretics and is about 
to become a rebegado.” 

**I should scarce believe, fair mistress,’’ said Rolagd, 
indignantly, ‘‘that the vane of your favour turned only 
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to a Catholic wind, considering that it points so plainly 
to George Douglas, who, I think, is both kingsman and 
Protestant.” 

‘*Think better of George Douglas,” said Catherine, 
‘than to believe” and then checking herself, as if 
she had spoken too much, she went on, ‘‘I assure you, 
fair Master Roland, that all who wish you well are sorry 
for yoy.” 

‘Their number is very few, I believe,” answered 
Roland ; ‘‘and their sorrow, if they feel any, not deeper 
than ten minutes’ time will cure.” 

‘*They are more numerous, and think more deeplv 
concerning you, than vou seem to be aware,” answered 
Catherine. ‘' But perhaps they think wrong—You are 
the best judge in your own affairs; and if you prefer 
gold and church-lands to honour and loyalty, and the 
faith of your fathers, why should you be harapered in 
conscicnce more than others ?” 

‘‘May Heaven bear witness for me,” said Roland, 
*‘that if I entertain any difference of opinion—that is, if 
I nourish any doubts in point of religion, they have been 
adopted on the conviction of my own mind, and the 
suggestion of my own conscience !” 

‘‘Ay, ay, your conscience—your conscience ! “—re- 
peated she with satiric emphasis ; ‘‘ your conscience is 
the scape-goat ; I warrant it an able one—it will bear 
the burden of one of the best manors of the Abbey of Saint 
Mary of Kennaquhair, lately forfeited to our noble Lord 
the King, by the Abbot and community thereof, for the 
high crime of fidelity to their religious vows, and now to 
be granted by tye High and Mighty Traitor, and so 
forth, James Earl of Murray, to the good squire of 
dames, Roland Grzeme, for his loyal and faithful service 
as under-espial, and deputy-turnkey, for securing the 

n of his lawful sovereign, Queen Mary.” 
“Ygu miscontrue me cruelly,” said the page; “* yes, 
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Catherine, most cruelly—God knows I would protect 
this poor lady at the risk of my life, or with my life; but 
what can I do—what can any one do for her?” 

‘*Much may be done—enough may be done—all may 
be donc—if men will be but true and honourable, as 
Scottish men were in the days of Bruce and Wallace. 
Oh, Roland, from what an enterprisc you are now with- 
drawing your heart and hand, through mere figkleness 
and coldness of spirit!" 

‘‘How can 1 withdraw,” said Roland, ‘‘from an 
enterprise which has never been communicated to me ?— 
Has the Queen, or have you, or has anv one, communi- 
cated with me upon any thing for her service which I 
have refused? Or have you not, all of you, held me at 
such distance from your counsels, as if I were the most 
faithless spy since the days of Ganelon ?” 

‘*And who,” said Cathcrine Seyton, ‘‘ would trust the 
swore friend, and pupil, and companion, of the heretic 
preacher II[enderson? ay, a proper tutor you have 
chosen, instead of the excellent Ambrosius, who is now 
turned out of house and homestead, if indeed he is not 
languishing in a dungeon, for withstanding the tyranny 
of Morton, to- whose brother the temporalities of that 
noble house of God have been gifted away by the Re- 
gent.” 

‘*Is it possible,” said the page; ‘‘and is the excellent 
Father Ambrose in such distress?" 

‘“He would account the news of your falling away 
from the faith of your fathers,’’ answered Catherine, ‘‘a 
worse mishap than aught that tyranny can inflict oa 
hinoself.”” ‘ 

‘*But why,” said Roland, very much moved, ‘‘ why 
should you suppose that—that—that it is with me as you 


“*Do you yourself deny it?" replied Catherine ; +‘ de 
you not admit that you have drunk the poison which you 
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should have dashed from your lips?—-Do you deny. that 
it now ferments in your veins, if it has not altogether 
corrupted the springs of life?—Do you deny that you 
have your doubts, as you proudly term them, respecting 
what popes and councils have declared it unlawful to 
doubt of ?—Is not your faith wavering, if not over- 
thrown ?—Does not the heretic preacher boast his con- 
quest ?-¢-Does not the heretic woman of this prison-house 
hold “up thy example to others ?—Do not the Queen and 
the Lady Fleming believe in thy falling away ?—And 
is there any except one—yes, | will speak it out, and 
ink as lightly as you please of my good-will—is 
there one except myself that holds even a lingering 
hope that you may yet prove what we once all believed 
of you?” ; 
‘‘] know not,” said our poor page, much embarrassed 
by the view which was thus presented to him of the con- 
duct he was expected to pursue, and by a person in 
whom he was not the less interested that so long a resi- 
dence in Lochleven Castle, with no object so likely to 
attract his undivided attention, had taken place since 
they had first met—‘' I know not what you expect of me, 
or fear from me. I was sent hither to attend Queen 
Mary, and to her I acknowledge the duty of a servant 
through life and death. If any one had expected service 
of another kind, I was not the party to render it. I 
neither avow nor disclaim the doctrines of the reformed 
church,— Will you have the, truth ?—It seems to me thar 
the profligacy of the Catholic clergy has brought this 
judgment on their own heads, and, for aught I know, it 
may be for their peformation. But, for betraying this 
unhappy Queen, God knows I am guiltless of the 
thought. Did I even believe worse of her, than as her 
servant I wish—as her subject I dare to do—I would not 
her—far from it—I would aid her in aught which 
could tend to a fair trial of her cause.” : 
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Enough! enough!‘ answered Catherine, clasping 
her hands togcther; ‘‘then thou wilt not desert us if 
any means are presented, by which, placing our Royal 
Mistress at freedom, this case may be honestly tried 
betwixt her and her rebellious subjects?" 

‘*Nay—but, fair Catherine,” replied the page, ‘‘ hear 
but what the Lord of Murray said when he sent me 
hither.” as 

‘*Hear but what the devil said,” teplied the maiden, 
** rather than what a false subject, a false brother, a false 
counsellor, a false friend, said! A man raised from 9 
petty pensioner on the crown’s bounty, to be the coun- 
sellor of majesty, and the prime distributor of the 
bounties of the state ;—one with whom rank, fortune, 
title, consequence, and power, all grew up like a mush- 
room, by the mere warm good-will of the sister, whom, 
in requital, he hath mewed up in this place of melan- 
choly seclusion—whom, in further requital, he has de- 
posed, and whom, if he dared, he would murder !"’ 

‘“‘I think not so ill of the Earl of Murray,” said 
Roland Greeme; ‘‘ and sooth to speak,” he added, with 
a smile, ‘‘it would require some bribe to make me 
embrace, with firm and desperate resolution, either one 
side or the other.” 

‘* Nay, if that is all,” replied Cathcrine Seyton, in a 
tone of enthusiasm, ‘‘ you shall be guerdoned with 
prayers from oppressed subjects—from dispossessed 
clergy—from insulted nobles—with immortal praise by 
future ages—with eager gratitude by the present—with 
fame on earth, and with felicity in heaven! Your 
country will thank you—your Queen, will be debtor to 
you—you will achieve at once the highest from the lowest 
degree of chivalry—all men will honour, all women will 
love you--and I, sworn with you so early to the accom- 
plishment of Queen Mary's freedom, will—yes, I will 
love you better than—ever sister ioved brother §" | 
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**Say on—say on!” whispered Roland, kneeling on 
one knee, and taking her hand, which, in the warmth of 
exhortation, Catherine held towards him. 

‘* Nay,” said she, pausing, ‘‘I have already said too 
much—far too much, if I prevail not with you—far too 
little if Ido. But I prevail,” she continued, seeing that 
the countenance of the youth she addressed returned the 
enthusjasm of her own—'‘I prevail ; or rather the good 
cause prevails through its own strength—thus [ devote 
thee to it.” And as she spoke, she approached her finger 
e° the brow of the astonished youth, and, without touch- 

ing it, signed the cross over his forehead—stooped her 
face towards him, and seemed to kiss the empty space in 
which she had traced the symbol ; then starting up, and 
extricating herself from nis grasp, darted into the Queen's 
apartment. 

Roland Graeme remained as the enthusiastic maiden 
had left him, kneeling on one knee, with breath ewith- 
held, and with eyes fixed upon the space which the fairy 
form of Catherine Seyton had so lately occupied. If his 
thoughts were not of unmixed delight, they at least par- 
took of that thrilling and intoxicating, though mi = 
sense of pain and pleasure, the most overpowering w 
life offers in its blended cup. He rose ‘and Ned 
slowly ; and although the chaplain, Mr. Henderson, 
preached on that evening his best sermon against the 
errors of Popery, I would not engage that he waz 
followed accurately through the train of his reasoning bv 
the young proselyte, with a view to whose espccial 
benefit he had handled the subject. 
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CHAP. AXV. 


And when Love's torch hath set the heart in flame, 
Comes Setgnor Reason with his satus and cantions, 
Gtuing such atd as the old grey-beard Sexton, . 
Who from the church-vault drags his crazy engine, 
Lo ply tts dribbling ineffectual streasmlet 


‘ : e 
Against a conflagration.—OLtv Pray. . 


Na musing mood, Roland Graeme upon the en- 
suing morning betook himself to the battlementy 
of the castle, as a spot where he might indulge 

the course of his thick-coming fancies with least chance 
of interruption. But his place of retirement was in the 
present case ill chosen, for he was presently joined by 
Mr. Ehas Henderson. 

‘IT sought you, young man,” said the preacher, 
‘Chasing to speak of something which concerns you 
nearly.” 

The page had no pretence for avoiding the conference 
which the chaplain thus offered, though he felt that it 
might prove an embarrassing one. 

‘‘In teaching thee, as far as my feeble knowledge hath 
permitted,.thy duty towards God,” said the chaplain, 
“there are particulars of your duty towards man, upon 
which I was unwilling long or much to insist. You are 
here in the service of a lady, honourable as touching her 
birth, deserving of all compassion as respects her mis- 
fortunes, and garnished with even but too many of those 
outward qualities which win men's regard and affection. 
Have you ever considered your reggrd to this Lady 
Mary of Scotland, in its true light and bearing ?”’ 

‘‘T trust, reverend sir,” replied Roland Graeme, ‘‘ that 
I am well aware of the duties a servant in my condition 
owes to his royal mistress, especially in her lowly gnd 
distressed state.” 
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‘* True,” answered the preacher; ‘but it is even that 
aonest feeling which may, in the Lady Mary's case, carry 
thee into great crime and treachery.” 

‘« How so, reverend sir?” replied the page; ‘I pro- 
ess I understand you not.” 

‘¢T speak to you not of the crimes of this ill-acvised 
ady,” said the preacher ; ‘‘ they are not subjects for the 
zars_of, her sworn servant. But it is enough td say, that 
‘his unhappy person hath rejected more offers of grace, 
more hopes of glory, than ever were held out to earthly 
princes ; and that she is now, her day of favour being 
passed, sequestered in this lonely castle, for the common 
weal of the people of Scotland, and it may be for the 
yenefrt of her own soul.” " 

‘‘ Reverend sir,” said Roland, somewhat impatiently, 
**] am but too well aware that my unfortunate mistress 
is imprisoned, since 1 have the misfortune to share in 
her restraint myself—of which, to speak sooth, € am 
heartily weary.” 

‘‘It is even of that which Iam about to speak,” said 
the chaplain, mildly ; ‘‘ but first, my good Roland, look 
forth on the pleasant prospect of yonder cultivated plain. 
You see, where the smoke arises, yonder village standing 
half hidden by the trees, and you know it to be the 
dwelling-place of peace and industry. From space to 
space, each by the side of its own stream, you see the 
grey towers of barons, with cottages interspersed ; and 
you know that they also, with their household, are now 
living in unity ; the lance hung upon the wall, and the 
sword resting in its sheath. You see, too, more than 
one fair church, e the pure waters of life are offered 
to the thirsty, and where the hungry are refreshed with 
spiritual food.—What would he deserve, who should 
bring fire and slaughter into so fair and happy a scene—- 
who should bare the swords of the gentry and turn them 
against each other-—who should give tower and cottage: 
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to the flames, and slake the embers with the blood of the 
indwellers ?—~What would he deserve, who should lift up 
agiin that ancient Dagon of Superstition, whom the 
worthies of the time have beatcn down, and who should 
once more make the churches of God the high places of 
Baal?" 

‘*You have limned a frightful picture, reverend sir,” 
said Roland Greme ; ‘‘ yet I guess not whom you, would 
charge with the purpose of effecting a change so horrible." 

‘*God forbid,” replied the preacher, ‘‘ that I should 
say to thee, Thou art the man.—Yet beware, Roland 
Greeme, that thou, in serving thy mistress, hold fast the 
still higher service which thou owest to the peace of thy 
country, and the prosperity of her inhabitants ;~ else, 
Roland Graeme, thou mayest be the very man upon 
whose head will fall the curses and assured punishment 
due to such work. If thou art won by the song of these 
sirens.to aid that unhappy lady's escape from this place 
of penitence and security, it is over with the peace of 
Scotland's cottages, and with the prosperity of her 
pelaces—and the babe unborn shall curse the name of 
the man who gave inlet to the disorder which will follow 
the war betwixt the mother and the son.” 

‘¢T know of no such plan, reverend sir,”’ answered the 
page, ‘‘and therefore can aid none such.—My duty 
towards the Queen has been simply that of an attendant ; 
itis a task of which, at times, 1 would willingly have 
been freed ; nevertheless ”’ 

*‘It is to prepare thee for the enjoyment of something 
more than liberty,’ said the preacher, ‘‘ that I have endea- 
voured to impress upon you the deep responsibility under 
which your office must be discharged. George Dougias 
hath told the Lady Lochleven that you are weary of this 
service, and my intercession hath partly determined ber 
good ladyship, that, as your discharge cannot be granted, 
you shall, instead, be employed in certain commissions 
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on the mainland, which have hitherto been discharged 
by other persons of confidence. Wherefore, come with 
me to the lady, for even to-day such ‘duty will be imposed 
on you.” 

‘*T trust you will hold me excused, reverend sir,’’ said 
the page, who felt that an increase of confidence on the 
part of the Lady of the Castle and her family would 
render his situation in a moral view doubly embarrassing, 
‘‘offe cannot serve two masters—and I much fear that 
my mistress will not hold me excused for taking employ- 
ment under another.” 

‘* Fear not that,’’ said the preacher ; ‘‘ her consent shall 
be asked and obtained. 1 fear she will yield it but too 
easily, as hoping to avail herself of your agency to main- 
tain correspondence with her friends, as those falsely call 
themselves, who would make her name the watchword 
for civil war.” 

‘‘And thus,” said the page, ‘I shall be exposed to 
suspicion on all sides ; for my miswess will consider me 
as a spy placed on her by her enemies, seeing me so far 
trusted by them; and the Lady Lochleven will never 
cease to suspect the possibility of my betraying her, be- 
cise circumstahces put it into my power to do so—I 
would rather remain as I am.” 

There followed a pause of one or two minutes, during 
which Henderson looked steadily in Roland's counte- 
nance, as if desirous to ascertain whether there was not 
more in the answer than the precise words seemed to 
imply. He failed in this point, however ; for Roland, 
bred a page from childhood, knew how to assume a 
sullen pettish cast of countenance, well enough calculated 
to hide all interna? emotions. 

‘‘T understand thee not, Roland,” said the preacher, 
‘or rather thou thinkest on this matter more deeply than 
1 apprehended to be in thy nature. Methought, the 
deliZht of going on shore with thy bow, or thy gun, or 
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thy angling-rod, would have borne away all other 
feelings.” 

And so it would,” replied Roland, who perceived 
the danger of suffering Henderson's half-raised suspi- 
cions to become fully awake,—‘' I would have thought 
of nothing but the gun and the oar, and the wild water- 
fow] that tempt me by sailing among the sedges yonder 
so far out of flight-shot, had you not spoken of my. going 
on shore as what was to occasion burning of town ‘and 
tower, the downfall of the evangele, and the up-setting of 
the mass.” 

‘*Follow me, then,” said Henderson, ‘‘and we will 
seek the Lady Lochieven."’ 

Thev found her at breakfast with her grandson George 
Douglas.—‘‘ Peace be with your ladyship!"’ said the 
preacher, bowing to his patroness ; ‘’ Roland Grame 
awaits your order.” 

‘“‘Young man,” said the lady, ‘our chaplain hath 
warranted for thy fidelity, and we are determined to give 
you certain errands to do for us in our town of Kinross.” 

** Not by my advice,” said Douglas, coldly. 

“TY said not that it was,” answered the Jady, something 
sharply. ‘‘The mother of thy father may, I should 
think, be old enough to judge for herself in a matter so 
simple.—Thou wilt take the skiff, Roland, and two of 
my people, whom Dryfesdale or Randal will order out, 
and fetch off certain stuff of plate and hangings, which 
should last night be lodged at Kinross by the wains from 
Edinburgh.” 

‘* And give this packet,” said George Douglas, ‘‘toa 
servant of ours, whom you will find jn waiting there.— 
It is the report to my father,” he added, looking to- 
wards his grandmother, who acquiesced by bending her 
head. 

‘‘T have already mentioncd to Master Henderson,” 
said Roland Greme, ‘‘that as my duty requires my 
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attendance on the Queen, her Grace's pefmission for my 
journey ought to be obtained before I can undertake 
your commission.” 

‘* Look to it, my son,” said the old lady, ‘‘the scruple 
of the youth is honourabic."’ 

‘Craving your pardon, madam, I have no wish to 
force myself on her presence thus early,” said Douglas, 
in a wndifferent tone ; ‘it might displease her, and were 
no way agreeable to me.” 

‘And I,” said the Lady VLochleven, ‘‘although her 
temper hath been more gentic of late, have no will to 
undergo, without necessity, the rancour of her wit.” 

‘* Under your permission, madam,” said the chaplain, 
‘*T will mysclf render vour request to the Queen. During 
my long residence in this house she hath not deigned to 
see me in private, or to hear my doctrine; yet so may 
Heaven prosper my labours, as love for her soul, and 
desire to bring her into the right path, was my%chict 
motive for coming hither.” 

‘‘Take care, Master Henderson," said Douglas, in a 
tone which seemed almost sarcastic, ‘‘lest you rush 
hastily on an agventure to which you have no vocation 
—you are learned, and know the adage, We accesseris in 
consilium nisi vocatus.—Who hath required this at your 
hand?” 

‘‘ The Master to whose service I am called,” answered 
the preacher, looking upward,—‘‘ He who hath com- 
manded me to be earnest in season and out of season.” 

‘* Your acquaintance hath not been much, I think, with 
courts or princes?" continued the young Esquire. 

‘* No, sir,’’ reptied Henderson, ‘‘ but, like my master 
Knox, I see nothing frightful in the fair face of a pretty 
lady.” 

*« My son,” said the Lady of Lochleven, ‘‘ quench not 
the good man's zeal—let him do the errand to this un- 
happy ge rincess. ‘i 
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‘*With more willingness than I would do it myself,” 
said George Douglas. Yet something in his manner ap- 
peared to contradict his words. 

The minister went accordingly, followed by Roland 
Greeme, and, demanding an audience of the imprisoned 
Princess, was admitted. He found her with her ladies 
engaged in the daily task of embroidery, The Queen 
received him with that courtesy, which, in ordinary cases, 
she used towards all who approached her, and the clérgy- 
mian, in opening his comiission, was obviously some- 
what more embarrassed than he had expected to be.— 
“‘The good Lady of Lochleven—may it please your' 
Grace" 

He made a short pause, during which Mary said, with 
a smile, ‘‘My Grace would, in truth, be well pleased, 
were the Lady Lochleven our good lady—But go on— 
what is the will of the good Lady of Lochleven?”’ 

** She desires, madam,” said the chaplain, ‘‘ that your 
Grace will permit this voung gentleman, your page, 
Roland Greme, to pass to Kinross, to look after some 
household stuff and hangings, sent hither for the better 
furnishing your Grace's apartments.” 

‘‘The Lady of Lochleven,” said the’ Queen, ‘ uses 
needless ceremony, in requesting our permission for that 
which stands within her own pleasure. We well know 
that this young gentleman's attendance on us had not 
been so long permitted, were he not thought to be more 
at the command of that good lady than at ours.—But we 
cheerfully yield consent that he shall go on her errand— 
with our will we would doom no living creature to the 
captivity which we ourselves must suffer.”’ 

**' Ay, madam,” answered the preacher, ‘and it is 
doubtless natural for humanity to quarrel with its prison- 
house. Yet there have been those, who have found that 
time spent in the house of temporal captivity may be ao 
employed as to redeem us from spiritual slavery.” ? 
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*T apprehend your meaning, sir,” replied the Queen, 
“* but I have heard your apostle--I have heard Master 
John Knox; and were I to be perverted, I would 
willingly resign to the ablest and most powerful of 
heresiarchs the poor honour he might acquire by over” 
coming my faith and my hope." 

‘* Madam,” said the preacher, ‘‘it is not to the talents 
or sil, of the husbandman that God gives the increase— 
the words which were offered in vain by him whom you 
justly call our apostle, during the bustle and gaiety of a 
court, may yet find better acceptance during the leisure 
for reflection which this place affords. God knows, lady, 
that I speak in singleness of heart, as one who would as 
soon compare himseif to the immortal angels, as to the 
holy man whom you have named. Yet would you but 
condescend to apply to their noblest use those talents and 
that learning which all allow you to be possessed of— 
would you afford us but the slightest hope that you would 
hear and regard what can be urged against the blinded 
superstition and idolatry in which you were brought up, 
sure am I, that the most powerfully-gifted of my brethren, 
that even John, Knox himself, would hasten hither, and 
account the rescue of your single soul from the nets of 
Romish error "—— 

‘*T am obliged to you and to them for their charity,” 
said Mary; ‘‘ but as | have at present but one presence- 
chamber, I would reluctantly see it converted into a 
Huguenot synod.” i 

‘‘ At least, madam, be not thus obstinately blinded in 
your errors! Hear one who has hungered. and thirsted, 
watched and prayed, to undertake the good work of 
your conversion, and who would be content to die the 
instant that a work so advantageous for yourself and so 
beneficial to Scotland were accomplished—Yes, lady; 
could I but shake the remaining pillar of the heatben 
teniple in this land~—and that permit me to term ial 
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fnaith in the dclusions of Rome—I could be content to 
die overwhelmed in the ruins !" 

‘‘[T will not insult your zeal, sir,’ replied Mary, ‘‘ by 
saying you are morc likcly to make sport for the Philis- 
tines than to overwhelm them—your charity claims my 
thanks, for it is warmly expressed and may be truly pur- 
posed—But believe as well of me as I am willing to do 
of you, and think that 1 may be as anxious to recq/l you 
to the ancient and only road, as you are to teach’ me 
your new by-ways to paradise.” 

‘*Then, madam, if such be your generous purpose,” 
said Henderson, eagerly, ‘‘what hinders that we should 
dedicate some part of that time, unhappily now too 
mach at your Grace's disposal, to discuss a question so 
weighty? You, by report of all men, are both learned 
and witty; and I, though without such advantages, am 
strong in my cause as in a tower of defence. Why 
shoulé we not spend some space in endeavouring to dis- 
cover which of us hath the wrong side in this important 
matter?’ 

“Nay,” said Queen Mary, ‘'I never alleged my force 

was strong enough to accept of a combat ex mhamp clas, 
with a scholar and a polemic. Besides, the match is not 
equal. You, sir, might retire when you felt the battle 
go against you, while 1 am tied to the stake, and have 
no permission to say the debate wearies mc.—I would 
be alone.” 

She curtseyed low to him as she uttered these words; 
and Henderson, whose zeal was indeed ardent, but did 
not extend to the neglect of delicacy, bowed in return, and 
prepared to withdraw. 

‘*T would,” he said, ‘‘ that my earnfst wish, my most 
walous prayer, could procure to your Grace any blessing 
or comfort, but especially that in which alone blessing or 
camfort is, as easily as the slightest intimation of your 
wish will remove me from your presence.” 
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He was in the act of departing, when Mary said to 
him with much courtesy, ‘‘Do me no injury in your 
thoughts, good sir; it may be, that if my time here be 
protracted longer—as surely I hope it will not, trusting 
that either my rebel subjects will repent of their dis- 
loyalty, or that my faithful lieges will obtain the upper 
hand—but* if my time be here protracted, it may be I 
shall giave no displeasure in hearing one who seems so 
reasonable and compassionate as yourself, and I may 
hazard your contempt by endeavouring to recollect and 
repeat the reasons which schoolmen and councils give 
for the faith that is in me,—although | fear that, God 
help me! my Latin has deserted me with my other 
possessions. This must, however, be for another day. 
Meanwhile, sir, let the Lady of Lochleven employ my 
page as she lists—I will not afford suspicion by speaking 
a word to him before he goes.—Roland Graeme, my 
friend, lose not an opportunity of amusing thyself — 
dance, sing, run, and leap—all may be done merrily on 
the mainland; but he must have more than quicksilver 
in his veins who would frolic here.” 

‘‘Alas |! madam,” said the preacher, ‘‘to what is it 
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you exhort the youth, while time passes, and eternity 
summons? Can our salvation be ensured by idle mirth, 
or our good work wrought out without fear and trem- 
bling ?” 

‘‘IT cannot fear or tremble,” replied the Queen; ‘‘to 
Mary Stuart such emotions are unknown. But if weep- 
ing and sorrow on my part will atone for the boy’s 
enjoving an hour of boyish pleasure, be assured the 
penance shall beyiuly paid.” 

** Nay, but, gracious lady,” said the preacher, °' in this 
you greatly err ;—our tears and our sorrows are all too 
litue for our own faults and follies, nor czn we transfer. 
them, as your church falsely teaches, fo the benefit of 
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‘*May I pray you, sir,” answered the Queen, ‘‘ with 
as little offence as such a prayer may import, to transfer 
yourself elsewhere? We arc sick at heart, and may not 
now be disturbed with further controversy—and thou, 
Roland, take this little purse;" then, turning to the 
divine, she said, showing its contents, ‘‘ Look, reverend 
sir,—it contains only these two or three gold testoons, a 
coin which, though bearing my own poor feat _tI 
have ever found more active against me than on my side, 
just as my subjects take arms against me, with my own 
name for their summons and signal.-~Take this purse, . 
that thou mayest want no means of amusement. Fail 
not—fail not to bring me back news from Kinross ; only 
let it be such as, without suspicion or offence, may be 
told in the presence of this reverend gentleman, or of 
the good Lady Lochleven herself." 

The last hint was too irresistible to be withstood ; and 
Henderson withdrew, half mortified, half pleased, with 
his reception ; for Mary, from long habit, and the ad- 
dress which was natural to her, had learned, in an 
extraordinary degree, the art of evading discourse which 
was disagreeable to her feelings or prejudices, without 
affronting those by whom it was proffered. 

Roland Grzeme retired with the chaplain, at a signal 
from his lady; but it did not escape him, that as he left 
the room, stepping backwards, and making the deep 
obeisance due to royalty, Catherine Seyton held up her 
slender forefinger, with a gesture which he alone could 
witness, and which seemed to say, ‘‘ Remember what 
has passed betwixt us.” 

The young page had now his last charge from the 
Lady of Lochleven. ‘‘ There are revels,’’ she said, ‘‘ this 
day at the village—my son's authority is, as yet, unable 
-to prevent these continued workings of the ancient leaven 
of folly which the Romish priests have kneaded into the 
very souls of the Scottish peasantry. I do not command 
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thee to abstain from them—that would be only to lay a 
snare for thy folly, or to teach thee falsehood ; but enjoy 
these vanities with moderation, and mark them as some- 
thing thou must soon learn to renounce and contemn. 
Our chamberlain at Kinross, Luke Lundin,—Doctor, as 
he foolishly calleth himself,—will acquaint thee what is 
to be done in the matter about which thou gocst. Re- 
merpbgr thou art trusted—show thysclf, therefore, worthy 
of trust.” 

When we recollect that Roland Grweme was not yet 
nineteen, and that he had spent his whole life in the 
solitary Castle of Avenel, excepting the few hours he 
had passed in Edinburgh, and his late residence at 
Lochleven (the latter period having very little served to 
enlarge his acquaintance with the gay world), we cannot 
wonder that his heart beat high with hope and curiosity, 
at the prospect of partaking the sport even of a country 
wake. He hastened to his little cabin, and turne@ over 
the wardrobe with which (in every respect becorhing his 
station) he had been supplied from Edinburgh, probably 
by order of the Earl of Murray. By the Queen's com- 
mand he had jitherto waited upon her in mourning, or 
at least in sad-coloured raiment. Her condition, she 
said, admitted of nothing more gay. But now he 
selected the gayest dress his wardrobe afforded ; com- 
posed -of scarlet slashed with black satin, the royal 
colours of Scotland—combed his long curled hair—dis- 
posed his chain and medal round a beaver hat of the 
newest block; and with the gay falchion which had 
reached him in so mysterious a manner, hung by his side 
in an embroid belt, his apparel, added to his natural 
frank mien and handsome figure, formed a most com- 
mendable and pleasing specimen of the young gallant of 
the period. He sought to make his parting reverence to 
the Queen and her ladies, but old Dryfesdale burried 
him tg the boat. 

345 


THE ABBOT. ; 

‘‘We will have no private audiences,” he said, ‘‘ my 
master ; since you are to be trusted with somewhat, we 
will try at least to save thee from the temptation of 
opportunity. God help thee, child,” he added, with a 
glance of contempt at his gay clothes, ‘‘an the bear- 
ward be yonder from Saint Andrews, have a care thou 
go not near him.” 

‘* And wherefore, I pray you?” said Roland. , 

‘Lest he take thee for one of his runaway jackanapes,” 
answered the steward, smiling sourly. 

‘‘T wear not my clothes at thy cost,” said Roland in- | 
dignantly. 

‘Nor at thine own either, my son,” replied the 
steward, ‘‘ else would thy garb more nearly resemble thy 
merit and thy station.” 

Roland Graeme suppressed with difficulty the repartee 
which arose to his lips, and, wrapping his scarlet mantle 
around him, threw himself into the boat, which two 
rowers, themselves urged by curiosity to see the revels, 
pulled stoutly towards the west end of the lake. As 
they put off, Roland thought he could discover the face 
of Catherine Seyton, though carefully withdrawn from 
observation, peeping from a loophole to view his de- 
parture. He pulled off his hat, and held it up as a 
token that he saw and wished her adieu. <A white 
kerchief waved for a second across the window, and 
for the rest of the little voyage, the thoughts of 
Catherine Seyton disputed ground in his’breast with the 
expectations excited by the approaching revel. As they 
drew nearer and nearer the shore, the sounds of mirth 
and music, the laugh, the halloo, and the shout, came 
thicker upon the ear, and in a trice the was moored, 
and Roland Grzme hastened in quest of the chamber- 
Jain, that, being informed what time he had at his own 
disposal, he might lay it out to the best advantage. 
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CHAP. XXVI. 


Room: for the master of the rine, ye swains, 

Divide your crowded vanks—bvfore him march 

The rnval minstrelsy, the rattling drunt, 

The clamorons war-pipe, and fur-echoine horn. 
Rexxar Srvorrs. —-SoMEKVILLE. 


O long space intervened ere Roland Graeme was 
able to discover among the crowd of revellers, 
who gambolled upon the open space which 
- extends betwixt the village and the lake, a person of so 
great importance as Dr. Luke Lundin, upon whom 
devolved officially the charge of representing the lord of 
the land, and who was attended for support of his 
authority by a piper, a drummer, and four sturdy clowns 
armed with rusty halberds, garnished with party- 
coloured ribbons, myrmidons who, early as the day was, 
had already broken more than one head in the awful 
names of the Laird of Lochicven and his chamberlain. 
As soon as this dignitary was informed that the castle 
skiff had arrived, with a gallant, dressed like a lord's son 
at the least, who desired presently to speak to him, he 
adjusted his ruff and his black coat, turned round his 
girdle till the garnished hilt of his long rapier became 
visible, and walked with due solemnity towards the 
beach. Solemn indeed he was entitled to be, even on 
less important occasions, for he had been bred to the 
venerable study of medicine, as those acquainted with 
the science very soon discovered from the aphorisms 
which ornamented his discourse. His success had not 
been equal to his ‘pretensions ; but as he was a native of 
the neighbouring kingdom of Fife, and bore distant re- 
lation to, or dependence upon, the ancient family of 
Lundin of that Ilk, who were bound in close friendship 
with the house of Lochleven, he had, through their 
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interest, got planted comfortably enough in his present 
station upon the banks of that beautiful lake. The 
profits of his chamberlainship being moderate, especial]: 
in those unsettled times, he had eked it out a little with 
some practice in his original profession ; and it was said 
that the inhabitants of the village and barony of Kinross 
were not more effectually thirled (which may be trans- 
lated enthralled) to the baron’s mill, than they were to 
the medical monopoly of the chamberlain. Woe betide 
the family of the rich boor, who presumed to depart this 
life without a passport from Dr. Luke Lundin! for if 
his representatives had aught to settle with the baron, as 
it seldom happened otherwise, they were sure to finda 
cold friend in the chamberlain. He was considerate 
enough, however, gratuitously to help the poor out of 
their ailments, and sometimes out of all their other dis- 
tresses at the same time. 

Fosmal, in a double proportion, both as a physician 
and as a person in office, and proud of the scraps of 
learning which rendered his language almost universally 
unintelligible, Dr. Luke Lundin approached the beach, 
and hailed the page as he advanced towards him.— 
‘* The freshness of the morning upon you, fair sir-—You 
are sent, | warrant me, to sce if we observe here the 
regimen which her good ladyship hath prescribed, for 
eschewing all superstitious ceremonies and idle anili- 
ties in these our revels. I am aware that her good 
ladyship would willingly have altogether abolished and 
abrogated them—But as I had the honour to quote to her 
from the works of the learned Hercules of Saxony, ommis 
curetio est vel canontca vel coacta,—that is, fair sir (for 
silk and velvet have seldom their Latin ad snguems), 
every cure must be wrought either by art and induction 
of rule, or by constraint ; and the wise physician chooseth: 
the former. Which argument her ladyship being 
pleased to allow well of, 1 have made it my business so" 
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to blend instruction and caution with delight—-~fa/ metxts >, 
as we say—that I can answer that the vulgar mind will 
be defecated and purged of anile and Popish fooleries by 
the medicament adhibited, so that the prime vie being 
cleansed, Master Henderson, or any other able pastor, 
may at will throw in tonics, and effectuate a perfect 
moral cure, tuto, cito, jucunde.” 

‘tI pave no charge, Dr. Lundin,” replied the page—— 

‘?Call me not doctor,’’ said the chamberlain, ‘ since 1 
have laid aside my furred gown and bonnet, and retired 
me into this temporality of chamberlainship.”’ 

‘*Oh, sir,” said the page, who was no stranger by 
report to the character of this original, ‘‘ the cowl makes 
not the monk, neither the cord the friar—we have alb 
heard of the cures wrought by Dr, Lundin.” 

‘Toys, young sir—trifles,”” answered the Icech with 
grave disclamation of superior skill; ‘‘the hit-or-miss 
practice of a poor retired gentleman, in a shortacloak 
and doublet— Marry, Heaven sent its blessing—and this 
‘I must say, better fashiomed mediciners have brought 
fewer patients through—dazga roba corta scienzia, saith 
the Italian—ha, fair sir, you have the language ?" 

Roland Graeme did not think it necessary to expound 
to this learned Theban whether he understood him or 
no; but leaving that matter uncertain, he told him he 
came in quest of certain packages which should have 
arrived at Kinross, and been placed under the chamber- 
lain’s charge the evening before. 

‘*Body o° me!” said Doctor Lundin, ‘I fear our 
common carrier, John Auchtermuchty, hath met with 
some mischance, that he came not up last night with his 
wains—bad land this to journey in, my master; and the 
fool will travel by night too, although (besides all mala- 
dies, from your éusses to your pestis, which walk abroad 
in the night-air), he may well fall in with half-a-dozen 
swash-bucklers, who will ease him at once of his baggage 
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and his earthly complaints. I must send forth to inquire 
after him, since he hath stuff of the honourable house- 
hold on hand—and, by Our Lady, he hath stuff of mine 
too—certdin drugs sent me from the city for composition 
of my alexipharmics—this gear must be looked to. — 
Hodge,” said he, addressing one of his redoubted body- 
guard, ‘do thou and Toby Telfer take the mickle brown 
aver and the black cut-tailed mare, and make aut to- 
wards the Kiery-craigs, and see what tidings you can 
have of Auchtermuchty and his wains—lI trust it is only 
the medicine of the pottle-pot (being the only mredica-_ 
mentune which the beast useth), which hath caused him 
to tarry on the road. ‘lake the ribbons from your 
halberds, ye knaves, and get on vour jacks, plate-Sleeves, 
and knap-skulls, that vour presence may work some 
terror if you meet with opposers.” He then added, 
turning to Roland Grreme, ‘‘ I warrant me we shall have 
news of the wains in brief season. Meantime it will 
please you to look upon the sports; but first to enter 
my poor lodging and take vour morning's czp. For 
what saith the School of Salerno ? 


Poculum, mane haustum, 
Restaurat natura: exhaus.am.” 


**Your learning is too profound for me,” replied the 
page; ‘‘and so would your draught be likewise, I 
fear.” 

‘* Not a whit, fair sir—a cordial cup of sack, impreg- 
mated with wormwood, is the best anti-pestilential 
draught ; and, to speak truth, the pestilential miasmata 
are now very rife in the atmosphere. We live in a 
happy time, young man," continued he, in a tone of 
grave irony, ‘‘and have many blessings unknown to our 
fathers—Here are two sovercigns in the land, a regnant 
and a claimant—that is enough of one good thing—but 
if any one wants more, he may find a king in every peek 
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house in the country ; so if we lack government, it is not 
for want of governors, Then have we a civil war to 
phlebotomise us every year, and to prevent our popula- 
tion from starving for want of food—-and for the same 
purpose we have the Plague proposing us a visit, the 
best of all recipes for thinning a land, and converting 
younger brothers into elder ones. Well, each man in 
his vogation. You young fellows of the sword desirc to 
wre&tle, fence, or so forth, with some expert adversary ; 
and for my part, I love to match myself for life or death 
against that same Plague.” 

As they proceeded up the street of the little village 
towards the Doctor's lodvings, his attention was succes- 
sivcly occupied by the various personages whom he met, 
and pointed out to the notice of his companion. 

** Do you see that fellow with the red bonnet, the blue 
jerkin, and the great rough baton in his hand ?—I believe 
that clown hath the strength of a tower—He has lived 
fifty years in the world, and never encouraged the liberal 
sciences by buying one pennyworth of medicaments.— 
But see you that man with the furies hippocratica ?” 
said he, pointing out a thin peasant, with swelled legs 
and a most cadaverous countenance ; ‘‘that I call one 
of the worthiest men in the barony—he breakfasts, 
luncheons, dines, and sups by my advice, and not with- 
out my medicine! and for his own single part, will go 
farther to clear out a moderate stock of pharmaceutics, 
than half the country besides. —How do you, my honest 
friend?” said he to the party in question, with a tone of 
condolence, 

‘Very weakly. sir, since I took the electuary,’’ an- 
swered the patient; ‘‘it neighboured i}l with the two 
spoonfuls of pease-porridge and the kirnmilk.” 

‘* Pease-porridge and kirmnmmilk! Have you been 
under medicine these ten years, and keep your diet so 
illy—the next morning take the electuary by itself, and 
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touch nothing for six hours.’’--The poor object bowed 
and limped off. 

The next whom the doctor dcigned to take notice of, 
was a Jame fellow, by whom the honour was altogether 
undeserved, for at sight of the mediciner, he began to 
shuffle away in the crowd as fast as his infirmities would 
permit. 

‘There is an ungrateful hound for you,” -sajd Dr. 
Lundin; ‘‘I cured him of the gout in his feet, and ‘now 
he talks of the chargeableness of medicine, and makes 
the first use of his restored legs to fly from his physician. 
His fodexra hath become a chfragra, as honest Martial ' 
hath it—the gout hath got into his fingers, and he cannot 
draw his purse. Old saying and truce, 


Praemia cum poscit medicus, Sathan est. 


We are angels when we come to cure—devils when we 
ask payment—but | will administer a purgation to his 
purse, I warrant him. There is his brother too, a sordid 
chuff.—So ho, there! Saunders Darlet ! you have been 
ill, I hear?” 

‘‘Just got the turn, as I was thinking to send to your 
honour, and I am brawly now again—it' was nae great 
thing that ailed me.” 

‘‘ Hark you, sirrah,” said the Doctor, ‘‘I trust you 
remember you are owing to the laird four stones of 
barieymeal, and a bow of oats; and I would have you 
send no moze such kain-fowls as you sent last season, 
that looked as wretchedly as patients just dismissed from 
a plague-hospital; and there is hard money owing 
besides." ; 

‘‘ | was thinking, sir,” said the man, ‘ore Scotico, that 
is, returning no direct answer on the subject on which he 
was addressed, ‘‘my best way would be to come down 
to your honour, and take your advice yet, in case my 
trouble should come back.” 
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**Do so, then, knave,” replied Lundin, ‘‘and re 
member what Ecclesiasticus saith—‘Give placc to the 
physician—let him not go from thee, for thou hast need 
of him.’” 

His exhortation was interrupted by an apparition, 
which seemed to strike the doctor with as much horror 
and surprise, as his own visage inflicted upon sundry of 
those persons whom he had addressed. 

The figure which produced this effect on the Escula- 
pius of the village, was that of a tall old woman, who 
wore a high-crowned hat and muffler. The first of these 
habiliments added apparently to her stature, and the 
other served to conceal the lower part of her face, and as 
the hat itself was slouched, little could be seen besides 
two brown cheek-bones, and the cyes of swarthy fire, 
that gleamed from under two shaggy grey eyebrows, 
She was dressed in a long dark-coloured robe of unusual 
fashion, bordered at the skirts, and on the stomacher, 
with a sort of white trimming resembling the Jewish 
phylacteries, on which were wrought the characters of 
some unknown language. She held in her hand a walk- 
ing staff of black ebony. 

‘‘By the soul of Celsus,’’ said Doctor Luke Lundin, 
‘‘it is old Mother Nicneven herself—she hath come to 
beard me within mine own bounds, and in the very 
execution of mine office! Have at thy coat, Old 
Woman, as the song says—Hob Anster, let her pre- 
sently be seized and committed to the tolbooth ; and if 
there are any zealous brethren here who would give the 
hag her deserts, and duck her, as a witch, in the loch, k 
pray let them in no way be hindered.” 

But the myrmidons of Dr.({Lundin showed in this case 
no alacrity to do his bidding. Hob Anster even ven- 
tured to remonstrate in the name of himself and his 
brethren. ‘‘ To be sure he was to do his honour’s bid- 
ding; and for a’ that folks said abont the skill and 
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witcheries of Mother Nicneven, he would put his trust 
in God, and his hand on her collar, without dreadoar. 
But she was nocommon spaewife, this Mother Nicneven, 
like Jean Jopp that lived in the Brierie-baulk. She had 
Jords and lairds that would ruffle for her. There was 
Moncrieff of Tippermalloch, that was Popish, and the 
laird of Carslogie, a kend Queen's man, were in the fair, 
with wha kend how mony swords and bucklers at their 
back ; and they would be sure to make a break-olt if 
the officers meddled with the auld Popish witch-wife, 
who was sac weel friended ; mair especially as the laird’s 
best men, such as were not in the castle, were in Edin-' 
burgh with him, and he doubted his honour the Doctor 
would find ower few to make a good backing, if blades 
were bare." 

The Doctor listened unwillingly to‘ this prudential 
counsel, and was only comforted by the faithful promise 
of hig-satellite, that ‘‘ the old woman should,” as he ex-. 
pressed it, ‘‘ be ta’en canny the next time she trespassed 
on the bounds.” 

‘And in that event,” said the Doctor to his com- 
panion, ‘‘fire and faggot shall be the best of her wel- 
come." ; 

This he spoke in hearing of the dame hersclf, who 
even then, and in passing the Doctor, shot towards hins 
from under her grey eyebrows a look of the most insult- 
ing and contemptuous superiority. 

‘This way,” continued the physician, ‘‘ this way,” 
marshalling his guest into his lodging,—‘‘ take care you 
stumble not over a retort, for it is hazardous for the 
ignorant to walk in the ways of art.” 

The page found all reason for the cahtion ; for besides 
stuffed birds, and lizards, and bottled snakes, and 
bundles of simples made up, and other parcels spread 
out to dry, and ali the confusion, not to mention the 
mingled.and sickening smells, incidental to a drnggist's 
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stock in trade, he had also to avoid heaps of charcoal 
crucibles, bolt-heads, stoves, and the other furniture of a 
chemical laboratory. 

Amongst his other philosophical qualities, Doctor 
Lundin failed not to be a confused sloven, and his old 
housekeeper, whose life, as she said, was spent in 
‘redding him up,” had trotted off to the mart of gaietv 
with gther and younger folks. Much clattering and 
janfling therefore there was among jars, and bottles, and 
vials, ere the Doctor produced the salutiferous potion 
which he recommended so strongly, and a search equally 
long and noisy followed, among broken cans and cracked 
pipkins, ere he could bring forth a cup out of which to 
drink it. Both matters being at length achieved, the 
Doctor set the example to his guest, by quaffing off a 
cup of the cordial, and smacking his lips with approba- 
tion as it descended his guilet.—Roland, in turn, sub- 
mitted to swallow the potion which his host so ecamestly 
recommended, but which he found so insufferably bitter, 
that he became eager to escape from the laboratory in 
search of a draught of fair water to expel the taste. In 
spite of his efforts, he was nevertheless detained by the 
garrulity of his host, till he gave him some account of 
Mother Nicneven. 

‘I care not to speak of her,” said the Doctor, ‘’ in 
the open air, and among the throng of people; not for 
fright, like yon cowardly dog Anster, but because I 
would give no occasion for a fray, having no leisure to 
look to stabs, slashes, and broken bones, Men call the 
old hag a prophetess—I do scarce believe she could 
foretcl when a hrood of chickens will chip the shell— 
Men say she reads the heavens—my black bitch knows 
as much of them when she sits baying the moon—Men 
pretend the ancient wretch is a sorceress, a witch, and what 
not—/nrzer nos, 1 will never contradict a rumour which 
wi ig her to the stake which she so richly deserves; 
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but neither will I believe that the tales of witches which 
they din into our ears are aught but knavery, cozenage, 
and old women's fabies.” 

‘‘In the name of Heaven, what is she then,” said the 
page, ‘‘ that you make such a stir about her?” 

‘*She is one of those cursed old women,” replied the 
Doctor, ‘‘who take currently and impudently upon 
themselves to act as advisers and curers of the sick, on 
the strength of some trash of herbs, some rhyme of 
spells, some julap or diet, drink or cordial.” 

‘‘ Nay, go no farther,” said the page; ‘‘if they brew, 
cordials, evi) be their lot and all their partakers !” 

‘You say well, young man,” said Dr. Lundin ; “ for 
mine own part, I know no such pests to the common- 
wealth as these old incarnate devils, who haunt the 
chambers of the brain-sick patients, that are mad enough 
to suffer them to interfere with, disturb, and let, the 
regular progress of a learned and artificial cure, with 
their sirups, and their julaps, and diascordium, and 
mithridate, and my Lady What-shall-call'um’s powder, 
and worthy Dame Trashem's pill; and thus make 
widows and orphans, and cheat the regular and well- 
studied physician, in order to get the name of wise 
women and skeely neighbours, and so forth. But no 
more on't—Mother Nicneven and I will meet one day, 
and she shall know there is danger in dealing with the 
Doctor.” 

‘*It is a true word, and many have found it,”’ said the 
page ; ‘‘ but under your favour, J would fain walk abroad 
for a little, and see these sports.” 

‘It is well moved,” said the Dector, ‘‘and I too 
shou'd be showing myself abroad. Moreover, the play 
“waits us, young man—to-day, folas mundus agtt his- 
trionem.’—And they sallied forth one into the 
mirthful scene. ” 
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CHAP. XXVII. 


See on yon verdant lawn, the gathering crowd 
Thickens amain; the buxom nymphsadvance, 
Usher'd by jolly clowns ; distinctions cvase, 
Lost tn the common joy, and the bold slave 
Leans on his tucalthy master unreproved. 

»® Rurar Speorts.—Somervi.veg,. 


HE re-appearance of the dignified Chamberlain 

on the street of the village was eagerly hailed by 

the revellers, as a pledge that the play, or 
dramatic representation, which had been postponect 
owing to his absence, was now full surely to commence. 
Anything like an approach to this most intcresting of all 
amusements, was of recent origin in Scotland, and en- 
gaged public attention in proportion. All other sports 
were discontinued. The dance around the Maypole was 
arrested—the ring broken up and dispersed, while the 
dancers, each leading his partner by the hand, tripped 
off to the silvan theatre. A truce was in like manner 
achieved betwixt a huge brown bear and certain mastiffs, 

r) : 
who were tugging and pulling at his shaggy coat, under 
the mediation of the bear-ward and half-a-dozen butchers 
and yeomen, who, by dint of sfaving and tailing, as 
it was technicaliy termed, separated the unfortunate 
animals, whose fury had for an hour past been their chief 
amusement. The itinerant minstrel found himself de- 
serted by the audience he had collected, even in the 
most interesting passage of the romance which he recited, 
and just as he was sending about his boy, with bonnet 
in hand, to colléct their oblations. He indignantly 
stopped short in the midst of Rosewal and Lilian, and, 
replacing his three-stringed fiddle, or rebeck, in its 
leathern case, followed the crowd, with no good-will, to 
say is which had superseded his own. The 
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juggicr had ceased his exertions of emitting flame and 
smoke, and was content to respire in the manner of 
ordinary mortals, rather than to play gratuitously the 
part of a fiery dragon. In short, all other sports were 
suspended, so eagerly did the revellers throng towards 
the place of representation. 

They would err greatly, who should regulate their 
idcas of this dramatic exhibition upon those derjved 
trom a modern theatre ; for the rude shows of Thespis 
were far less different from those exhibited by Euripides 
on the stage of Athens, with all its magnificent decora- 
tions and pomp of dresses and of scenery. In the pre- 
sent case, there were no scenes, no stage, no machinery, 
no pit, box, and gallery, no box-lobby ; and, what might 
in poor Scotland be some consolation for other nega- 
tions, there was no taking of money at the door. Asin 
the devices pf the magnanimous Bottom, the actors had 
a greénsward plot for a stage, and a hawthorn bush for 
a green-room and tiring-house ; the spectators being 
accommodated with seats on the artificial bank which 
had becn raised around three-fourths of the playground, 
the remainder being left open for the entrance and exit 
of the performers. Here sate the uncritical audience, 
the Chamberlain in the centre, as the person highest in 
office, all alive to enjoyment and admiration, and all 
therefore dead to criticism. 

The characters which appeared and disappeared before 
the amused and interested audience, were those which 
fill the earlier stage in all nations—old men, cheated by 
their wives and daughters, pillaged by their sons, and 
imposed on by their domestics, a bragrgadocio captain, 
a knavish partner or quzestionary, a country bumpkin, 
and a wanton city dame. Amid all these, and more 
acceptable than almost the whole put together, was the 
all-licensed fool, the Gracioso of the Spanish drama, 
who, with his cap fashioned into the resemblance of a 
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coxcomb, and his bauble, a truncheon terminated by « 
carved figure wearing a fool's cap, in his hand, went, 
came, and returned, mingling in every scene of the piece, 
and interrupting the business, without having any shate 
himself in the action, and ever and anon transferring his 
gibes from the actors on the stage to the audience who 
sate around, prompt to applaud the whole. 

The wit of the piece, which was not of the most 
polished kind, was chiefly directed against the super- 
Stitious practices of the Catholic religion ; and the stage 
artillery had on this occasion been levelled by no less a 
person than Doctor Lundin, who had not only com- 
manded the manager of the entertainment to select one 
of the numcrous satires which had been written against 
the Papists (several of which were cast in a dramatic 
form), but had even, like the Prince of Denmark, caused 
them to insert, or according to his own phrase, to infuse 
here and there a few pleasantries of his own pennifg, on 
the same inexhaustible subject, hoping thercby to mollifv 
the rigour of the Lady of Lochleven towards pastimes of 
this description. He failed not to jog Roland's elbow, 
who was sitting in state behind him, and recommend to 
his particular attention those favourite passages. As for 
the page, to whom the very idea of such an exhibition, 
simple as it was, wads entirely new, he beheld it with the 
undiminished and ecstati¢ delight with which men of all 
ranks look for the first time on dramatic representation, 
and laughed, shouted, and clapped his hands as the per- 
formance proceeded. An incident at Iength took place 
which effectually broke off his interest in the business of 
the scene. ® 

One of the principal personages in the comic part of 
the drama was, as we have already said, a quzestionary, 
or pardoner, one of those itinerants who hawked about 
from place to place relics, real or ‘pretended, with which 
he exgited the devotion at once and the charity of the 
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populace, and genetally deceived both the one and the 
other. The hypocrisy, impudence, and profligacy of 
these clerical wanderers, hnd made them the subject of 
satire from the time of Chaucer down to that of Hey- 
wood. Their present representative failed not to follow 
the same line of humour, exhibiting pig's bones for relics, 
and boasting the virtues of small tin crosses, which had 
been shaken in the holy porringer at Loretto, and of 
cockle shells which had been brought from the shrine of 
St. James of Compostella, all which he disposed of to 
the devout Catholics at nearly as high a price as anti- 
quaries are now willing to pay for baubles of similar 
intrinsic value. At length the pardoner pulled from his 
scrip a small phial of clear water, of which he vaunted 
the quality in the following verses :— 


List’neth, gode people, everiche one, 
For in the londe of Babylone, 

Far eastward I wot it lyeth, 

And is the first londe the sonne espieth, 
Ther, as he cometh fro out the sé ; 
In this ilk londe, as thinketh me, 
Right as holie legendes tell, 
Snottreth from a roke a well, 

And falleth into ane bath of ston, 
Where chaste Susanne, in times long gon, 
Was svont to wash her bodie and lin— 
Mickle vertue hath that streme, 

As ye shall se er that ye pas, 

Ensample by this little glas— 

Through nightés cold, and dayés hote, 
Hiderward I have it brought ; 

Hath a wife made slip or slide, 

Or a maiden stepp’d aside, ¢ 
Putteth this water under her nese, 

Wold she nold she, she shall snese. 


The jest, as the reader skilful in the antique language 
of the. drama must at once perceive, turned on the sime 
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pivot as in the old minstrel tales of the Drinking Horn 
of King Arthur, and the Mantle made Amiss, But the 
audience were neither Icarned nor critical enough to 
challenge its want of originality. The potent relic was, 
after such grimace and buffooncry as befitted the subject, 
presented successively to each of the female personages 
of the drama, not one of whom sustained the supposed 
test of discretion ; but, to the infinite delight of the 
audience, sneezed much louder and longer than perhaps 
they themselves had counted on. The jest seemed at last 
worn threadbare, and the pardoner was passing on to 
some new pleasantry, when the jester or clown of the 
drama, possessing himself secretly of the phial which 
contained the wondrous liquor, applied it suddenly to 
the nose of a young woman, who, with her black silk 
muffler or screen drawn over her face, was sitting in the 
foremost rank. of the spectators, intent apparently upon 
the business of the stage. The contents of the phiad, well 
calculated to sustain the credit of the pardoner’s legend, 
set the damsel a-sneezing violently, an admission of frailty 
which was received with shouts of rapture by the audience. 
These were soon, however, renewed at the expense of the 
jester himself, when the insulted maiden extricated, ere 
the paroxysm was well over, one hand from the folds of 
her mantle, and bestowed on the wag a buffet, which 
made him reel fully his own length from the pasdoner, 
and then acknowledge the favour by instant prostration. 

No one pities a jester overcome in his vocation, and 
_the clown met with little sympathy, when rising from the 
ground, and whimipering forth his complaints of harsh 
treatment, he inyoked the assistance and sympathy of 
the audience. Bat the Chamberlain, feeling his own 
dignity insulted, ordered two of his halberdiers to bring 
the culprit before him. When these official persons 
first approached the virago, she threw herself into an 
attifude of firm defiance, as if determined to resist their 
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authority ; and from the sample of strength and spirit 
which she had already displaved, they showed no alacrity 
at executing their commission. But on half-a-minute’s 
reflection, the damsel changed totally her attitude and 
manner, folded her cloak around her arms in modest 
and maiden-like fashion, and walked of her own accord 
to the presence of the great man, followed and guarded 
by the two manful satellites. As she moved acresg the 
vacant space, and more especially as she stood at the 
footstool of the Doctor's judgment-seat, the maiden dis- 
covered that lightness and clasticitv of step, and natural , 
grace of manner, which connoisseurs in female beauty 
know to be seldom divided from it. Moreover, her 
neat russet-coloured jacket, and short petticoat of the 
same colour, displayed a handsome form and a pretty 
leg. Her features were concealed by the screen; but 
the Doctor, whose gravity did not prevent his pretensions 
to be‘a connoisseur of the school we have hinted at, saw 
enough to judge favourably of the piece by the sample. 

He began, however, with considerable austerity of 
manner.-—— ‘‘And how now, saucy quean!” said the 
medical man of office; ‘‘what have yoy to say why I 
should not order you to be ducked in the loch, for lifting 
your hand to the man in my presence?” 

‘*Marry,” replied the culprit, ‘‘ because I judge that 
your honour will not think the cold bath necessary for 
my complaints.” 

‘‘A pestilent jade,” said the Doctor, whispering to 
Roland Groeme ; ‘‘and [ll warrant her a good one— 
her voice is as sweet as sirup.—Put, my pretty maiden,” 
said he, ‘‘ you show us wonderful little of that counten- 
ance of yours—be pleased to throw aside your muffler.” 

‘‘T trust your honour will excuse me till we are more 
private.” answered the maidcn ; ‘‘for I have aequaint- 
ance, and I should like ill to be known in the country as 
the poor girl whom that scurvy knave put his jest gpon.”’ 
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‘* Fear nothing for thy good name, my sweet little 
modicum of candicd manna," replied the Doctor, '' for 
I yprotest to you, as I am Chamberlain of Lochleven, 
Kinross, and so forth, that the chaste Susanna herself 
could not have snuffed that elixir without sternutation, 
being in truth a curious distillation of rectified acetum, 
or vinegar of the sun, prepared by mine own hands— 
Whgyefore, as thou sayest thou wilt come to me in 
private, and express thy contrition for the offence whercof 
thou hast been guilty, I command that all for the present 
go forward as if no such interruption of the prescribed 
course had taken place.” 

The damsel curtseyed and tripped back to her place. 
The play proceeded, but it no longer attracted the atten- 
tion of Roland Graeme. 

The voice, the figure, and what the veil permitted to 
be seen of the neck and tresses of the village damsel, 
bore so strong a resemblance to those of CatMerine 
Seyton, that he felt like one bewildered in the mazes of 
a changeful and stupifying dream. The memorable 
scene of the hostelrie rushed on his recollection, with all 
its doubtful argi marvellous circumstances. Were the 
tales of enchantment which he had read in romances 
realised in this extraordinary girl? Could she transport 
herself from the walled and guarded Castla of Loch- 
leven, moated with its broad Jake (towards which he 
cast back a look as if to ascertain it was still in exist- 
ence), and watched with such scrupulous care as the 
safety of a nation demanded—-Could she surmount all 
these obstacles, and make such careless and dangerous 
use of her liberty as to engage herself publicly in a 
quarrel in a village fair? Roland was unable to deter- 
mine whether the exertions which it must have cost her 
to gain her freedom, or the use to which she had put it; 
rendered her the most unaccountable creature. 

Lostyin these meditations, he kept his gaze fixed on 


363 


THE ABBOT. 
the subject of them; and in every casual motion, dis- 
covered, or thought he discovered, something which 
reminded him still more strongly of Catherine Seytop. 
It occurred to him more than once, indeed, that he 
might be deceiving himself by exaggerating some casual 
likeness into absolute identity. But then the meeting at 
the hostelrie of Saint Michael's returned to his mind, 
and it scemed in the highest degree improbable, that, 
under such various circumstances, mere imagindtion 
should twice have found opportunity to play him the 
selfsame trick. This time, however, he determined to 
have his doubts resolved, and for this purpose he’ sate ‘ 
during the rest of the play like a greyhound in the slip, 
ready to spring upon the hare the instant that she was 
started. The damsel, whom he watched attentively lest 
she should escape in the crowd when the spectacle was 
closed, sate as if perfectly unconscious that she was ob- 
served. But the worthy Doctor marked the direction of 
his eyes, and magnanimously suppressed his own inclina- 
tion to become the Theseus to this Hippolyta, in de- 
ference to the rights of hospitality, which enjoined him to 
forbear interference with the pleasurable pursuits of his 
young friend. He passed one or two formal gibes upon 
the fixed attention which the page paid to the unknown, 
and upon his own jealousy ; adding, however, that if 
both were to be presented to the paticnt at once, he had 
little doubt she would think the younger man the 
sounder prescription, ‘‘I fear me," he added, ‘‘we 
shall have no news of the knave Auchtermuchty for 
some time, since the vermin whom I sent after him seem 
to have proved corbie-messengers. So you have an hour 
or two on your hands, Master Page 7 and as the min- 
strels are beginning to strike up, now that the play is 
ended, why, an you incline for a dance, yonder is the 
green, and there sits your partner—I trust you will hold 
we perfect in my diagnostics, since I see with half an 
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eye what disease you are sick of, and have administered 
a pleasing remedy. 


Discernit sapiens res (as Chambers hath it) guas confundit 
asellus.” 


The page hardly heard the end of the learned adage, 
or the charge which the Chamberlain gave him to be 
withir, reach, in case of the wains arriving suddenly, 
and sooner than expected—so eager was he at once to 
shake himself free of his learned associate, and to satisfy 
his curiosity regarding the unknown damsel. Yet in the 
haste with which he made towards her, he found time to 
reflect, that, in order to secure an opportunity of con- 
versing with her in private, he must not alarm her at 
first accosting her. He therefore composed his manner 
and gait, and advancing with becoming self-confidence 
before three or four country-fellows who were intent on 
the same design, but knew not so well how to pus their 
request into shape, he acquainted her that he, as the 
deputy of the venerable Chamberlain, requested the 
honour of her hand as a partner. 

** The venerable Chamberlain,”’ said the damsel frankly, 
reaching the page her hand, ‘‘ does very well to exercise 
this part of his privilege by deputy ; and I suppose the 
laws of the revels leave me no choice but to accept of 
his faithful delegate.” 

“ Provided, fair damsel,’”’ said the page, ‘‘ his choice 
of a delegate is not altogether distasteful to you.” 

“Of that, fair sir,’’ replied the maiden, ‘I will tell 
you more when we have danced the first measure.” 

Catherine Seyjon had admirable skill in gestic lore, 
and was sometimes called on to dance for the amuse- 
ment of her royal mistress. Roland Graeme had often 
been a spectator of her skill, and sometimes, at the 
Queen's command, Catherine’s partner on such occa- 
mia He was, therefore, perfectly acquainted with 
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Catherine's mode of dancing; and observed that his 
present partner, in grace, in agility, in quickness of ear, 
and precision of execution, exactly resembled her, save 
that the Scottish jig, which he now danced with her, 
required a more violent and rapid motion, and more 
rustic agility, than the stately pavens, lavoltas, and 
courantoes, which he had seen her execute in the 
chamber of Queen Mary. ‘The active duties of the 
dance left him little time for reflection, and none tor con- 
versation ; but when their pas de deux was finished, 
amidst the acclamations of the villagers, who had seldom 
witnessed such an exhibition, he took an opportunity, 
when they yielded up the green to another couple, to 
us¢ the privilege of a partner, and enter into conver- 
sation with the mysterious inaiden, whom he still held 
by the hand. 

‘‘Fair partner, may I not crave the name of her who 
has graced me thus far?” 

‘‘You may,” said the maiden; ‘‘but it is a question 
whether I shall answer you.” 

‘And why?” asked Roland. 

‘Because nobody gives anything for nothing—and 
you can tell me nothing in return which I care to herr." 

‘*Could I not tell you my name and lineage in ex- 
change for yours ?"’ returned Roland. 

‘* No!” answered the maiden, ‘‘ for you know little of 
cither.” 

‘‘How?” said the page, somewhat angrily. 

‘* Wrath you not for the matter,” said the damsel; ‘'I 
will show you in an instant that I know more of you 
than you do of yourself.” 

‘‘ Indeed,” answered Grzeme ; “‘ for whom then do you 
take me?” 

‘‘ For the wild falcon,’’ answered she, ‘‘whom a dog 
brought in his mouth to a certain castle, when he was 
but an unfledged eyas—for the hawk whom mep tare 
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not Ict fly, lest he should check at game, and pounce oa 
carrion—whom folk must keep hooded till he has the 
proper light of his eyes, and can discover good from 
evil." 

‘*Well—be it so,"" replied Roland Greeme; ‘'I guess 
at a part of your parabic, fair mistress mine—and per- 
haps I know as much of you as you do of me, and can 
well dispense with the information which you are so 
nigg@rA in giving.” 

‘* Prove that,” said the miaiden, ‘‘and I will give you 
credit for more penetration than I[ judged you to be 

® gifted withal.” 

“Tt shall be proved instantly,” said Roland Graeme. 
“The first letter of your naine is 5, and the last N.” 

‘* Admirable,” said his partner, ‘‘ guess on.” 

‘It pleases yoy to-day,” continued Roland, ‘ to wear 
the snood and kirtic, and pethaps you may be seen to- 
morrow in hat and feather, Jiose and doublet.” 

‘‘In the clout! in the clout! you have hit the very 
white,” said the damsel, suppressing a great inclination 
to laugh. 

**You can switch men’s cycs out of their heads, as 
well as the heart out of their bosoms.”’ 

These last werds were uttered in a low and tender 
tone, which, to Roland’s great mortification, and some- 
what to his dispicasure, was so far from allaying, that it 
greatly increased his partner's disposition to Jaughter. 
She could scarce compose herself while she replied, ‘' If 
you had thought my hand so formidable,” extricating it 
from his hold, ‘‘ you would not have grasped it so hard ; 
but I perceive you know me so fully, that there is no 
occasion to show y%u my face.” 

‘‘ Fair Catherine,” said the page, ‘‘ he were unworthy 
ever to have seen you, far less to have dwelt so long in 
the same service, and under the same roof with you, 
whetcould mistake your air, your gesture, your step in 
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walking or in dancing, the turn of your neck, the sym- 
metry of your form—none could be so dull us not to 
recognise you by so many proofs; but for me, I could 
swear even to that tress of hair that escapes from under 
your muffler.” 

‘‘And to the face, of course, which that muffler 
covers,” said the maiden, removing her veil, and in an 
instant endeavouring to replace it. She ‘showed the 
features of Catherine; but an unusual degree of pefulant 
impatience inflamed them, when, from some awkward- 
ness in her management of the muffler, she was unable 
again to adjust it with that dexterity which was a prin- 
cipal accomplishment of the coquettes of the time. 

‘The fiend rive the rag to tatters! "’ said the damsel, 
as the veil fluttered about her shoulders, with an accent 
so earnest and decided, that it made the page start. He 
looked again at the damsel’s face, but the information 
whiah his eyes received, was to the same purport as be 
fore. He assisted her to adjust her muffler, and both 
were for an instant silent. The damsel spoke first, for 
Roland Graeme was overwhelmed with surprise at the 
contrarieties which Catherine Seyton seemed to include 
in her person and character. ; 

‘* You are surprised,’’ said the damsel to him, at what 
you see and hear—But the times which make females 
men, are least of all fitted for men to become women ; 
yet you yourself are in danger of such a change.” 

‘‘I in danger of becoming effeminate!” said the page. 

‘‘ Yes, you, for all the boldness of your reply,” said 
the damsel. ‘‘ When you should hold fast your religion, 
because it is assailed on all sides by rebels, traitors, and 
heretics, you let it glide out of your breast like water 
grasped in the hand. If you are driven from the faith of 
your fathers from fear of a traitor, is not that womanish ? 
—If you are cajoled by the cunning arguments of a 
trumpeter of heresy, or the praises of a puritgnit ‘old 
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woman, is not that womanish?—If you are bribed by 
the hope of spoil and preferment, is not that womanish ?—- 
And when you wonder at my venting a threat or an 
execration, should you not wonder at yourself, who pre- 
tending to a gentle name, and aspiring to knighthood, 
can be at the same time cowardly, silly, and self- 
interested ?” 

‘IT would that a man would bring such a charge,” 
said*the page ; ‘‘ he should see, ere his life was a minute 
older, whether he had cause to term me coward or no.” 

‘‘ Beware of such big words,” answered the maiden ; 
‘fyou said but anon that 1 sometimes wear hose and 
doublet.” 

‘But remain still Catherine Scyton, wear what you 
list,” said the page, endeavouring again to possess him- 
self of her hand. 

‘*You indeed are pleased to call me so,” replied the 
maiden, evading his intenuon, ‘' but I have many Other 
names besides.” 

‘* And will you not reply to that,” said the page, ‘‘ by 
which you are distinguished beyond every other maiden 
in’Scotland?” ¢ 

The damsel, unallured by his praises, still kept aloof, 
and sung with gaicty a verse from an old ballad, — 

** Oh, some do call me Jack, sweet love, 
And some do call me Gill; 
But when I ride to Holyrood, 
My name is Wilful Will.” 

**Wuful Will!’ exclaimed the page, impatiently ; 
‘* say rather Will o' the Wisp—Jack with the Lantern— 
for never was suchya deceitful or wandering meteor !” 

“If I be such, replied the maiden, ‘* | ask no fools 
to follow me—lIf they do so, it is at their own pleasure, 
and must be on their own proper pcril.”’ 

‘‘ Nay, but, dearest Catherine,” said Roland Graeme, 
* beYor, one instant serious.” 
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“If you will call me your dearest Catherine, when 
I have given you so many names to choose upon,” re- 
plied the damsel, ‘‘ I would ask you how, supposing me 
for two or three hours of my life escaped from yonder 
tower, you have the cruelty to ask me to be serious 
during the only merry moments I have secn perhaps for 
months ?" 

‘* Ay, but, fair Catherine, there are moments of deep 
and true fecling, which are worth ten thousand years of 
the liveliest mirth ; and such was that of yesterday, Ww hen 
you so nearly '’—— 

‘*So nearly what?" demanded the damsel, hastily. 

‘‘When you approached your lips so near to the sign 
you had traced on my forchead.” 7 

‘Mother of Heaven!" exclaimed she, in a yet fiercer 
tone, and with a more masculine manner than she had 
vet exhibited, —‘' Catherine Seyton approach her lips to 
a man's brow, and thou that man !—vassal, thou liest !" 

The page stood astonished; but conceiving he had 
alarmed the damscel’s dclicacy by alluding to the en- 
thusiasm of a moment, and the manner in which he hal 
expressed it, he endeavoured to falter focth an apology. 
His excuses, though he was unable to give them anv 
regular shape, were accepted by his companion, who 
had indeed suppressed her indignation after its first 
explosion—‘‘ Speak no more on't,” she said. ‘‘ And 
now let us part; our conversation may attract more 
notice than is convenient for cither of us.” 

‘Nay, but allow me at least to follow you to some 
sequestered place.” 

‘* You dare not," replied the maiden, 

“*How,” said the youth, ‘‘dare not? where is it you 
dare go, where I dare not follow?” 

‘*You fear a Will o’ the Wisp,” said the damsel; 
‘how would you face a fiery dragon, with an enchant- 
ress mounted on its back?” € 
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“Like Sir Eger, Sir Grime, or Sir Greysteil,” said the 
page ; ‘‘ but be there such toys to be seen here?” 

‘‘T go to Mother Nicneven's,” answered the maid ; 
‘fand she is a witch enough to rein the horned devil, 
with a red silk thread for a bridle, and a rowan-tree 
switch for a whip.” 

**T will follow you,” said the page. 

*‘&2 it be at some distance,” said the maiden. 

And wrapping her mantle round her with more 
success than on her former attempt, she mingled with 

@the throng, and walked towards the village, heedfully 
followed by Roland Graeme at some distance, and 
under every precaution which he could use to prevent 
his purpose from being observed, 


CHAP. XXVIII. 


Yes, tt is she whose eyes look'd on thy childhood, 
And watch'd with trembling hope thy dawn of youth, 
0 That now, with these same eyeballs dimin'd with age, 
And dinmerGct with tears, sces thy dishonour. 
Op Pray. 


T the entrance of the principal, or indeed, so to 

speak, the only street in Kinross, the daimsel, 

| whose steps were pursued by Roland Gr2:me, 

cast a glance behind her, as if to be certain he had not 

lost trace of her, and then plunged down a very narrow 

lane which ran betwixt two rows of poor and ruinous 

cottages. She paused for a second at the door of one of 

those miserable terfements, again cast her eye up the lane 

towards Roland, then lifted the latch, opened the door, 
and disappeared from his view. 

With whatever haste the page followed ber example, 

the d@fficulty which he found in discovering the trick of 

the latcff, which did not work quite in the usual manner, 
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and in pushing open the door, which did not yield to his 
first effort, delayed for a minute or two his entrance into 
the cottage. A dark and smoky passage led, as usual, 
betwixt the exterior wall of the house and the Aal/an, or. 
clay wall, which served as a partition betwixt it and the 
§nterior. At the end of this passage, and through the 
partition, was a door leading into the dea, or inner 
chamber of the cottage, and when Roland Graeme's hand 
was upon the latch of this door, a female voice pro- 
nounced, ‘ Benedictus gui veniat tn nomine Domini, 
damnandus gui in nomine inimici.” On entering the 
apartment, he perceived the figure which the chamber- ¢ 
Jain had pointed out to him as Mother Nicneven, seated 
beside the lowly hearth. But there was no other person 
in the room. Roland Grzeme gazed around in surprise 
at the disappearance of Catherine Seyton, without pay- 
ing much regard to the supposed sorceress, until she 
attracted and riveted his regard by the tone ‘in which 
she asked him,—‘' What seekest thou here ?”’ 

‘‘T seek,’ said the page, with much embarrassment ; 
**T seek” 

But his answer was cut short, when the old woman, 
drawing her huge grey eyebrows sternly together, with a 
frown which knitted her brow into a thousand wrinkles, 
arose, and erecting herself up to her full natural size, 
tore the kerchief from her head, and seizing Roland by 
the arm, made two strides across the floor of the apartment 
to a small window through which the light fell full on her 
face, and showed the astonished youth the countenance of 
Magdalen Graeme. —'‘ Yes, Roland,” she said, ‘‘ thine eyes 
deceive thee not; they show thee try!y the features of 
her whom thou hast thyself deceived, whose wine thou 
hast turned into gall, her bread of joyfulness into bitter 
poison, her hope into the blackest despair—it is she who 
mow demands of thee, what seekest thou here ?—She 
whose heaviest sin towards Heaven hath been, thaf she 
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loved thee even better than the weal of the whole church, 
and could not without reluctance surrender thee even in 
the cause of God—she now asks you, what scekest thou 
here?” 

While she spoke, she kept her broad black eye riveted 
on the youth's face, with the expression with which the 
eagle regards his prey ere it tears it to pieces. Roland 
felteh¥nscif at the moment incapable either of reply or 
evasion, This extraordinary enthusiast had preserved 
over him in some measure the ascendancy which she had 
acquired during his childhood; and, besides, he knew 
the violence of her passions and her impatience of con- 
tradiction, and was sensible that almost any reply which 
he could make was likely to throw her into an ecstasy of 
‘rage. He was therefore silent ; and Magdalen Graeme 
proceeded with increasing enthusiasm in her apostrophe 
—‘‘Once more, what seek’st thou, false boy ?—seek’st 
thou the honour thou hast renounced, the fait thou 
hast abandoned, the hopes “thou hast destroyed ?—Or 
didst thou seck me, the sole protectress of thy youth, the 
eniy parent whom thou hast known, that thou mayest 
trample on if grey hairs, even as thou hast already 
trampled on the best wishes of my heart?” 

‘‘ Pardon me, mother,” said Roland Greme; “‘ but, 
in truth and reason, I deserve not your blame. I have 
been treated amongst you—even by yourself, my revered 
parent, as well as by others—as one who lacked the 
common attributes of free-will and human reason, or was 
at leas; deemed unfit to exercise them. A land of en- 
chantment have I been led into, and spells have been 
cast around me®-every one has met me in disguise— 
every one has spoken to me in parables—! have been 
like one who walks in a weary and bewildering dream ; 
and now you blame me that I have not the sense, and 
judgment, and steadiness of a waking, and a disenchanted, 
and a®reasonable man, who knows what he is doing, and 
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whercfore he docs it. If onc must walk with masks and 
spectres, who waft themselves from place to place as it 
were in vision rather than reality, it might shake the 
soundest faith and turn the wisest head. 1 sought, since 
} must necds avow my folly, the same Catherine Seyton 
with whom you made me first acquainted, and whom I 
most strangely find in this village of Kinross, gayest 
among the revellers, when I had but just left her in the 
well-guarded Castle of Lochleven, the sad attendafit of 
an imprisoned Qucen—I sought her, and in her place 
I find you, my mother, more strangely disguised than 

even she is,” 

‘« And what hadst thou to do with Catherine Seyton ?” 
said the matron, sternly ; ‘‘is this a time or a world to 
follow maidens, or to dance around a May-pole? When 
the trumpet summons every true-hearted Scotsman around 
the standard of the true sovereign, shalt thou be found 
loitensng in a lady's bower?” 

‘No, by Heaven, nor imprisoned in the rugged walls 
of an island castle!" answered Roland Greme: ‘‘I 
would the blast were to sound even now, for I fear that 
nothing less loud will dispel the chimerical visions by 
which Iam surrounded.” 

‘‘ Doubt not that it will be winded,” said the matron, 
‘fand that so fearfully loud, that Scotland will never hear 
the like until the last and loudest blast of all shall an- 
nounce to mountain and to valicy that time is no more. 
Meanwhile, be thou but brave and constant—Serve God 
and honour thy sovercign—Abide by thy religion—I can- 
not—I will not—I dare not ask thee the truth of the 
terrible surmises I have heard touching thy falling away 
—perfect not that accursed sacrifice—and yet, even at 
this late hour, thou mayest be what I have hoped for, the 
son of my dearest hope—what say I? the son of my hope 
—thou shalt be the hope of Scotland, her boast and her 
honour!—Even thy wildest and most foolish wiskhes‘may 
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perchance be fulfilled—I might blush to mingle meaner 
motives with the noble guerdon I hold out to thee—It 
shames me, being such as I am, to mention the idle pas- 
sions of youth, save with contempt and the purpose of 
censure. But we must bribe children to wholesome 
medicine by the offer of cates, and youth to honourable 
achievement Veith the promise of pleasure. Mark me, 

efmre, Roland. The love of Catherine Seyton will 
follow him only who shall achieve the freedom of her 
mistress ; and believe, it may be one day in thine own 
power to be that happy lover. Cast, therefore, away 
doubt and fear, and prepare to do what religion calls for, 
what thy country demands of thec, what thy duty as a 
subject and as a servant alike require at your hand; and 
be assured, even the idlest or wildest wishes cf thy heart 
will be most readily attained by following the call of thy 
duty.” 

As she ceased speaking, a double knock was*heard 
against the inner door. The matron, hastily adjusting 
her muffler, and resuming her chair by the hearth, de- 
wianded who was there. 

** Salve in nemine sancto,” was answered from without. 

** Salvete et vos,” answered Magdalen Grome. 

And a man entered in the ordinary dress of a noble- 
man’s retainer, wearing at his girdle a. sword and buckler 
—'' I sought you,” said he, ‘‘ my mother, and him whom 
I see with you.” Then addressing himself to Roland 
Graeme, he said to him, ‘‘ Hast thou not a packet from 
George Douglas : ae 

‘*I have,” said the page, suddenly recollecting that 
which had been gommitted to his charge in the morning, 
‘‘but I may not deliver it to any one without some token 
that they have a right to ask it.” 

** You say well,” replicd the serving-man, and whispered 

his ear, ‘‘ The packct which I ask is the report to his 
fathes—will this token suffice?” 
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** It will," replied the page, and taking the packet from 
his bosom, gave it to the man. 

‘‘ I will return presently,” said the serving-man, and 
ieft the cottage. 

Roland had now sufficiently recovered his surprise to 
accost his relative in turn, and request to know the reason 
why he found her in so precarious a disguise, and a place 
so dangerous—‘‘ You cannot be ignorant,” he sai¢, ¢‘ of 
the hatred that the Lady of I.ochleven bears to those of 
your—that is of our religion—your present disguise lays 
you open to suspicions of a different kind, but inferring 
no less hazard ; and whether as a Catholic, or as a sor- 
ceress, or as a friend to the unfortunate Queen, you are 
in equal danger, if apprehended within the bounds of the 
Douglas ; and in the chamberlain who administers their 
authority, you have, for his own reasons, an enemy, and 
a bitter one.” 

‘‘T Know it," said the matron, her eyes kindling with 
triumph ; ‘‘I know that, vain of his school-craft and 
carnal wisdom, Luke Lundin views with jealousy and 
hatred the blessings which the saints have conferred on 
my prayers, and on the holy relics, before¢he touch, nay, 
before the bare presence of which, disease and death 
have so often been known to retreat.—I know he would 
rend and tear me ; but there is a chain and a muzzle on 
the ban-dog that shall restrain his fury, and the Master's 
servant shall not be offended by him until the Master's 
work is wrought. When that hour comes, let the shadows 
of the evening descend on me in thunder and in tempest ; 
the time shall be welcome that relieves my eyes from 
seeing guilt, and my ears from listenixg to blasphemy. 
Do thou but be constant—play thy part as I have played 
and will play mine, and my release shall be like that of 
a blessed martyn whose ascent to heaven angels hail with 
psalm and song, while earth pursues him with hiss gnd 
with execration.” Pkt, t 
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As she concluded, the serving-man again entered the 
cottage, and said, ‘‘ All is well! the time holds for to- 
morrow night.” 

‘“What time? what holds?” exclaimed Roland 
Graeme; ‘‘I trust I have given the Douglas's packet to 
no wrong "—— 

‘‘Content yourself, young man,” answered the serving- 
mang 6‘ thou hast my word and token.”’ 

‘‘T know not if the token be right,” said the page; 
‘‘and I care not much for the word of a stranger.” 

‘‘ What,” said the matron, ‘‘although thou mayest have 
given a packet delivered to thy charge by ong of the 
Queen's rebels into the hand of a loyal subject—there 
were no great mistake in that, thou hot-brained boy !" 

‘‘ By Saint Andrew, there were foul mistake, though,” 
answered the page ; ‘‘it is the very spirit of my duty, in 
this first stage of chivalry, to be faithful to my trust; 
and had the devil given me a message to dischafge, I 
would not (so I had plighted my faith to the contrary) 
betray his counsel to an angel of light.” 

e'’ Now, by the love I once bore thee,” said the matron, 
**I could slay ¢hee with mine own hand, when I hear 
thee talk of a dearer faith being due to rebels and 
heretics, than thou owest to thy church and thy prince!” 

‘* Be patient, my good sister,” said the serving-man ; 
‘*] will give him such reasons as shall counterbalance 
the scruples which beset him—the spirit is honourable, 
though now it may be mistimed and misplaced. — Follow 
me, young man.” 

‘‘Ere I go to call this stranger to a reckoning,” said 
the page to the rratron, ‘‘is there nothing I can do ‘for 
your comfort and safety ?” 

‘‘ Nothing,’ she replied, ‘‘ nothing, save what will lead 
more to thine own honour ;—the saints who have pro- 
tectgd me thus far, will lend me succour as I need it. 
Tread ®he path of glory that is before thee, and only 
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think of me as the creature on earth who will be most 
delighted to hear of thy fame.—Follow the stranger—he 
hath tidings for you that you little expect.” 

The stranger remained on the threshold as if waiting 
for Roland, and as soon as he saw him put himself in 
motion, he moved on before at a quick pace. Diving 
still deeper down the lane, Roland perceived that it was 
now bordered by buildings upon the one side ogly, and 
that the other was fenced by a high old wall, over which 
some trees extended their branches. Descending a good 
way farther, they came to a small door in the wall.¢ 
Roland's guide paused, looked around for an instant to 
see if afly one were within sight, then taking a key from 
his pocket, opened the door and centered, making a sign 
to Roland Graeme to follow him. He did so, and the 
stranger locked the door carefully on the inside. During 
this operation, the page had a moment to look around, and 
perceived that he was in a small orchard very trimly kept. 

The stranger led him through an alley or two, shaded 
by trees loaded with summer-fruit, intoa pleached arbour, 
where, taking the turf-seat which was on the one side, he 
motioned to Roland to occupy that whigh was opposite 
to him, and, after a momentary silence, opened the con- 
versation as follows : '‘ You have asked a better warrant 
than the word ofa mere stranger, to satisfy you that I have 
the authority of George of Douglas for possessing myself 
of the packet intrusted to your charge?” 

‘It is preciscly the point on which I demand reckon- 
‘ing of you,” said Roland. ‘'I fear I have acted hastily ; 
if so, I must redeem my error as I best may.” 

‘*You hold me then as a perfect sgranger?”’ said the 
man. '' Look at my face more attentively, and see if the 
features do not resemble those of a man much known to 
you formerly. 

Roland gazed attentively ; but the ideas recalled tg his 
mind were so inconsistent with the mean and servige Srecs 
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of the person before him, that he did not venture to express 
the opinion which he was irresistibly induced to form. 

‘Yes, my son,” said the stranger, observing his em- 
barrassment, ‘‘ you do indeed see before you the unfor- 
tunate Father Ambrosius, who once accounted his 
ministry crowned in your preservation from the snares of 
heresy, but who is now condemned to lament thee asa 
castaway |” 

Rbdland Greeme's kindness of heart was at least equal 
to his vivacity of temper—he could not bear to sec his 
ancient and honoured master and spiritual guide in a 
situation which inferred a change of fortune so melan- 
choly, but throwing himself at his feet, grasped his knees 
and wept aloud. 

‘*What mean these tears, my son?"’ said the Abbot ; 
‘if they are shed for your own sins and follics, surely 
they are gracious showers, and may avail thee much— 
but, weep not, if they fallon my account. You isdeed 
see the Superior of the community of Saint Mary’s in the 
dress of a poor sworder, who gives his master the use of 
his blade and buckler, and if needful, of his life, for a 
cBarse livery cgat, and four marks by the year. But such 
a garb suits the time, and, in the period of the church 
militant, as well becomes her prelates, as staff, mitre, and 
crosier, in the days of the church's triumph.” 

‘* By what fate,” said the page—'‘‘and yet why,” added 
he, checking himself, ‘“‘need I ask? Catherine Seyton 
in some sort prepared me for this. But that the change 
shoul€ be so absolute —the destruction s> com- 
plete | "—— 

‘*Yes, my son,” said the Abbot Ambrosius, ‘‘ thine 
own eyes beheld, in my unworthy elevation to the 
Abbot's stall, the last especial act of holy solemnity which 
shall be seen in the church of Saint Mary's until it shall 
please Heaven to turn back the captivity of the charch. 
"—s} present, the shepherd is smitten—ay, well-nigh 
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to the earth—the flocks are scattered, and the shrines of 
saints and martyrs, and pious benefactors to the church, 
are given to the owls of night, and the satyrs of the 
desert.” 

‘ And your brother the Knight of Avenel—could he do 
nothing for your protection ?” 

‘*He himself hath fallen under the suspicion of the 
ruling powcrs,” said the Abbot, ‘‘who are as unjetst to 
their friends as they are cruel to their enemies. I could 
not grieve at it, did I hope it might estrange him from 
his cause ; but I know the soul of Halbert, and I rather 
fear it will drive him to prove his fidelity to their unhappy 
cause, by some deed which mav be yet more destructive 
to the church, and more offensive to Heaven. Enough 
of this ; and now to the business of our mecting—I trust 
you will hold it sufficient if I pass my word to you that 
the packet of which you were lately the bearer, was 
designed for my hands by George of Douglas?” 

‘‘Then,” said the page, ‘‘is George of Douglas "—— 

* A true friend to his Queen, Roland ; and will soon, 
1 trust, have his eyes opencd to the errors of his (més- 
called) church.” 1 

‘‘But- what is he to his father, and what to the Lady 
of Lochleven, who has bcen as a mother to him ?” said 
the page impatiently. 

‘The best friend to both, in time and through eter- 
nity,” said the Abbot, ‘‘ifhe shall prove the happy instru- 
ment for redeeming the evil they have wrought, and are 
still working.” 

‘Still, said the page, ‘'I like not that good service 
which begins in breach of trust.” G 

‘‘T blame not thy scruples, my son,” said the Abbot ; 
**but the time which has wrenched asunder the allegiance 
of Christians to the church, and of subjects to their king, 
has dissolved all the lesser bonds of society ; and, ingsuch 
days, mere human ties must no more restrain bur pro- 
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gress, than the brambles and briers which catch hold of 
his garments, should delay the path of a pilgrim who 
travels to pay his vows.”’ 

‘* But, my father,”—said the youth, and then stopped 
short in a hesitating manner. 

‘* Speak on, my son," said the Abbot; ‘speak with- 
out fear.”’ 

‘* Leg me not offend you then,” said Roland, ‘‘when I 
answer that it is even this which our adversaries charge 
against us; when they say that, shaping the means 
_according to the end, we are willing to commit great 
moral evil in order that we may work out eventual 
good.” 

‘‘ The heretics have played their usual arts on you, my 
son,” said the Abbot ; ‘‘ they would willingly deprive us 
of the power of acting wisely and secretly, though their 
possession of superior force forbids our contending with 
them on the termsof equality. They have reducedgus to 
a state of exhausted weakness, and now would fain pro- 
scribe the means by which weakness, through all the 
nge Of nature, supplies the lack of strength, and 
defends itself against its potent enemies. As well might 
the hound say to the hare, use not these wily turns to 
escape me, but contend with me in pitched battle, as the 
armed and powerful heretic demand of the down-trodden 
and oppressed Catholic to lay aside the wisdom of the 
serpent, by which alone they may again hope to raise up 
the Jerusalem over which they weep, and which it is 
their duty to rebuild—But more of this hereafter. And 
now, my son, I command thee on thy faith to tell. me 
truly and particularly what has chanced to thee since we 
parted, and what is the present state of thy conscience. 
Thy relation, our sister Magdalen, is a woman of excel- 
lent gifts, blessed with a zeal which neither doubt nor 
er can quench ; but yet it is nota zeal altogether 
ing to knowledge; wherefore, my son, 1 would 
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willingly be myself thy intcrrogator and thy counsellor, in 
these days of darkness and stratagem.” 

With the respect which he owed to his first instructor, 
Roland Greeme went rapidly through the events which 
the reader is acquainted with ; and while he disguised 
not from the prelate the impression which had becn 
made on his mind by the arguments of the preacher 
Henderson, he accidentally and almost involuntarity gave 
his Father Confessor to understand the influence which 
Catherine Seyton had acquired over him, 

“It is with joy I discover, my dearest son,” replied 
the Abbot, ‘' that I have arrived in time to arrest thee on 
the verge of the precipice to which thou wert approach- 
ing. These doubts of which you complain, are the 
weeds which naturally grow up in a strong soil, and re- 
quire the careful hand of the husbandman to cradicate 
them. Thou must study a little volume, which I will 
impart to thee in fitting time, in which, by Our Lady's 
grace, I have placed in somewhat a clearer light than 
heretofore, the points debated betwixt us and these 
heretics, who sow among the wheat the same tares whick 
were formerly privily mingled with the gad seed by the 
Albigenses and the Lollards. But it is not by reason 
alone that you must hope to conquer these insinuations 
of the enemy: It is sometimes by timely resistance, but 
oftener by timely flight. You must shut your ears against 
the arguments of the heresiarch, when circumstances 
permit you not to withdraw the foot from his company. 
Anchor your thoughts upon the service of Our Lady, 
while he is expending in vain his heretical sophistry. 
Are you unable to maintain your atter€ion on heavenly 
objects—think rather on thine own earthly pleasures, 
than tempt Providence and the Saints by giving an atten- 
tive car to the erring doctrine—think of thy hawk, thy 
hound, thine angling rod, thy sword and buckler—think 
even of Catherine Seyton, rather than give thy Sul to 
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the lessons of the tempter. Alas { my son, believe not 
that, worn out with woes, and bent more by affliction 
than by years, I have forgotten the effect of beauty over 
the heart of youth. Even in the watches of the night, 
broken by thoughts of an imprisoned Queen, a dis- 
tracted kingdom, a church laid waste and ruinous, 
come other thoughts than these suggest, and feclings 
which hglong to an earlier and happier course of life. 
Be it so, we must bear our Joad as we may : and not in 
vain are these passions implanted in our breast, since, as 
@ow in thy case, they may come in aid of resolutions 
founded upon higher grounds. Yet, beware, my son--- 
This Catherine Seyton is the daughter of one of Scot- 
land’s proudest, as well as most worthy barons ; and thy 
state may not suffer thee, as yet, to aspire so high. But 
thus it is—Heaven works its purposes through human 
folly ; and Douglas's ambitious affection, as well as 
thine, shall contribute alikeo the desired end.“ = ® 

‘* How, my father,”’ said the page, ‘‘my suspicions 
are then true !— Douglas loves” 

“He does; and with a love as much misplaced as 
thine own; but beware of him—cross him not—thwart 
him not.” 

‘Let him not cross or thwart me,” said the page ; 
** for I will not yield him an inch of way, had he in his 
body the soul of every Douglas that has lived since the 
time of the Dark Grey Man.” * 

** Nay, have patience, idle boy, and reflect that your 
suit can never interfere with his.—But a truce with these 
vanities, and let us better employ the litle space which 
still remains to us ¢0 spend together. To thy knees, my 
son, and resume the long-interrupted duty of confession, 
that, happen what may, the hour may find in thee a 
faithful Catholic, relieved from the guilt of his sins by 
authority of the Holy Church. Could I but tell thee, 
Roland the joy with which I see thee once more put 
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thy knee to its best and fittest use! Quid dics, os 
pli?” 

‘‘ Culpas meas," answered the youth; and according 
to the ritual of the Catholic Church, he confessed and 
received absolution, to which was annexed the condition 
of performing certain enjoined penances. 

When this religious ceremony was ended, an old man, 
in the dress of a peasant of the better order, approached 
the arbour, and greeted the Abbot.—'' I have waitefl the 
conclusion of your devotions,” he said, ‘‘ to tell you the 
youth is sought after by the chamberlain, and it were 
well he should appear without delay. Holy Saint Francis, “ 
if the halberdiers were to seek him here, they might 
sorely wrong my garden-plot—they are in office, and 
reck not where they tread, were each step on jessamine 
and clove-gillyflowers.” ; 

‘We will speed him forth, my brother,” said the 
Abbot; ‘‘ but, alas! is it possible that such trifles should 
live in your mind at a crisis so awful as that which is 
now impending ?”’ 

‘Reverend father,” answered the proprietor of the 
garden, for such he was, ‘‘ how oft shall I pray you to 
keep your high counsel for high minds like your own? 
What have you required of me that I have not granted 
unresistingly, though with an aching heart ?” 

‘*T would require of you to be yourself, my brother,” 
said the Abbot Ambrosius; ‘‘to remember what you 
were, and to what your early vows have bound you,” 

‘«T tell thee, Father Ambrosius,” replied the gardener, 
**the patience of the best saint that ever said paternoster 
would be exhausted by the trials to which you have put 
mine— What I have been, it skills not to speak at pre- 
sent—no one knows better than yourself, father, what I 
renounced, in hopes to find ease and quiet during ,the 

, femainder of my days—and no one better knows how 
my retreat has been invaded, my fruit-trees broken,'my 
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flower-beds trodden down, my qtiet frightened away, 
and my very sleep driven from my bed, since ever this 
poor Queen, God bless her, hath been sent to Loch- 
jeven.—-I blame her not ; being a prisoner, it is natural 
she should wish to get out from so vile a hold, where 
there is scarcely any place even fora tolerable garden, 
and where the water-mists, as I am told, blight all the 
carly blossoms—I say, I cannot blame her for endea- 

ng for her freedom; but why I should be drawn 
into thé scheme—why my harmless arbours, that I 
planted with my own hands, should become places of 
privy conspiracy— why my little quay, which I built for 
my own fishing-boat, should have become a huven for 
secret embarkations—in short, why I should be dragged 
into matters where both heading and hanging are like to 
be the issue, I profess to you, reverend father, I am 
totally ignorant.” . 

‘‘ My brother,” answered the Abbot, ‘' you areewise, 
and ought to know "—— 

‘‘T am not—I am not—I am not wise,’ replied the 
horticulturist, pettishly, and Stopping his ears with his 

“Ty wag never called wise but when men wanted 
to engage me in some action of notorious folly.” 

‘* But, my good brother,” said the Abbot —— 

‘*T am not good neither,” said the peevish gardener ; 
**I am neither good nor wise—Had I been wise, you 
would not have been admitted here; and were I good, 
methinks I should send you elsewhere to hatch plots for 
destrofing the quiet of the country. What signifies dis- 
puting about queen or king, when men may sit at peace 
—sub umbra vitis gui? and so would | do, after the pre- 
cept of Holy Writ, were I, as you term me, wise or 
good. But such as 1am, my neck is in the yoke, and 
you make me draw what weight you list..-Follow me, 
youngster. This reverend father, who makes in bis 
ee eS nearly as reverend a figure as I myself, 
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will agree with me in one thing at least, and that is, that 
you have been long enough here.” 

‘Follow the good father, Roland,” said the Abbét, 
‘‘and remember my words—a day is approaching that 
will try the temper of all true Scotsmen—may thy heart 
prove faithful as the steel of thy blade !"’ 

The page bowed in silence, and they parted; the 
gardencr, notwithstanding his advanced age, walking on 
before him very briskly, and muttering as he went, partly 
to himself, partly to his companion, after the manner of 
old men of weakened intellects—‘* When I was great,” , 
thus ran his maundering, ‘‘and had my mule and my am- 
bling palfrey at command, | warrant you I could have as 
well flown through the air as have walked at this pace. I 
had my gout and my rheumatics, and an hundred things 
besides, that hung fetters on my heels ; and now, thanks 
to Our Lady, and honest labour, I can walk with any 
good: man of my age in the kingdom of Fife—Fy upon 
it, that experience should be so long in coming !" 

As he was thus muttering, his eye fell upon the branch 
of a pear-tree which drooped down for want of support, 
and at once forgetting his haste, the old man stopped 
and set Seriously about binding it up. Roland Greeme 
had both readiness, neatness of hand, and good nature 
in abundance; he immediately lent his aid, and in a 
minute or two the bough was supported, and tied up in 
a way perfectly satisfactory to the old man, who looked 
at it with great complaisance. ‘‘ They are bergamots,”’ 
he said, ‘‘ and if you will come ashore in autumn, you 
shall taste of them—the like are not in Lochleven Castle 
—the garden there is a poor pin-fold, and the gardener, 
Hugh Houkham, hath little skill of his craft—so come 
ashore, Master Page, in autumn, when you would eat 
pears. But what am I thinking of—ere that time come, 
they may have given thee sour pears for plums. Take 
an old man's cdvice, youth, one who hath seez; thany 
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days, and sat in higher places than thou canst hope for-~ 
bend thy sword into a pruning-hook, and make a dibble 
of thy dagger—thy days shall be the longer, and thy 
health the better for it,—and come to aid me in my 
garden, and I will teach thee the real French fashion of 
imping, which the Southron call graffing. Do this, and 
do it without loss of time, for there is a whirlwind coming 
over tbe land, and only those shall escape who lie too 
much beneath the storm to have their boughs broken 
by it.” 
. So saying, he dismissed Roland Grame, through a 

different door from that by which he had entered, signed 
a cross, and pronounced a benedicite as they parted, 
and then, still muttering to himself, retired into the 
garden, and locked the door on the inside. 


CHAP. XXTX. 


Pray God she prove not masculine ered 
KixnG Henry VIL 
| ISMIS$ED from the old man's garden, Roland 
Graeme found that a grassy paddock, in which 
sauntered two cows, the property of the gar- 
dener, still separated him from the village. He paced 
through it, lost in meditation upon the words of the 
Abbot. Father Ambrosius had, with success enough, 
exerted over him that powerful influence which the 
guardians and instructors of our childhood possess over 
our more mature youth. And yet, when Roland looked 
hack upon what gbe father had said, he could not but 
suspect that he had rather sought to evade entering into 
the controversy betwixt the churches, than to repel the 
objections and satisfy the doubts which the lectures of 
Henderson had excited. ‘‘ For this he had no time,” 
said’ the page to himself, ‘‘ neither have I now calmness 
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and learning sufficient to judge upon points of such 
magnitude. Besides, it were base to quit my faith while 
the wind of fortune sets against it, unless I were so 
placed, that my conversion, should it take place, were 
free as light from the imputation of self-interest. I was 
bred a Catholic—bred in the faith of Bruce and Wallace 
—1 will hold that faith till time and reason shall convince 
me that it errs. I will serve this poor Queen asa sub- 
ject should serve an imprisoned and wronged sovereign 
—they who placed me in her service have to blame them- 
aelves—they sent me hither, a gentleman trained in the — 
paths of loyalty and honour, when they should have — 
sought out some truckling, cogging, double-dealing 
knave, who would have been at once the observant page 
of the Queen, and the obsequious spy of her enemies. 
Since I must choose betwixt aiding and betraying her, 
I will decide as becomes her servant and her subject ; 
but Catherine Seyton—Catherine Seyton, beloved by 
Douglas, and holding me on or off as the intervals of 
her leisure or caprice will permit—how shall I deal with 
the coquette >—By Heaven, when I next have an oppor- 
tunity, she shall render me some reason for her conduct, 
or I will break with her for ever!" 

As he formed this doughty resolution, he crossed the 
stile which led out of the little enclosure, and was almost 
immediately greeted by Dr. Luke Lundin. 

‘* Ha! my most excellent young friend,’’ said the 
Doctor, ‘‘ from whence come you ?—but I note the place. 
Yes, neighbour Blinkhoolie’s garden is a pleasaht ren- 
dervous, and you are of the age when lads look after a 
bonny lass with one eye, and a dainty plum with another. 
But hey ! you look subtriste and melancholic—I fear the 
maiden has proved cruel, or the plums unripe; and 
surely, I think neighbour Blinkhooke’s damsons can 
scarcely have been well preserved throughout the winter 
~—he spares the saccharine juice on his confecty. ‘But 
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courage, man, there are more Kates in Kinross ; and for 
the immature fruit, a glass of my double-distilled agua 
mirabilis probatum est.” 

The page darted an ireful glance at the facetious phy- 
sician ; but presently recollecting that the name Kate, 
which had provoked his displeasure, was probably but 
introduced for the sake of alliteration, he suppressed his 
wratheand only asked if the wains had been heard of? 

‘“Why, I have been seeking for you this hour, to tell 
you that the stuff is in your boat, and that the boat waits 
your pleasure. Auchtermuchty had only fallen into 
company with an idle knave like himself, and a stoup of 
aquavite between them. Your boatmen lie on their 
oars, and there have already been made two wefts from 
the warder's turret to intimate that those in the castle are 
impatient for your return. Yet there is time for you to 
take a slight repast ; and, as your friend and physician, 
I hold it unfit you should face the water-breeze wth an 
empty stomach.”’ 

Roland Greeme had nothing for it but to return, with 
gch cheer as he might, to the place where his boat was 
moored on the beach, and resisted all offer of refresh- 
ment, although the Doctor promised that he should pre- 
lude the collation with a gentle appetiser—a decoction of 
herbs, gathered and distilled by himself. Indeed, as 
Roland had not forgotten the contents of his morning 
cup, it is possible that the recollection induced him to 
stand firm in his refusal of all food, to which such an 
unpalatable preface was the preliminary. As they 
passed towards the boat (for the ceremonious politeness 
of the worthy Chgmberlain would not permit the page to 
go thither without attendance), Roland Graeme, amidst 
® group who seemed to be. assembled around a party of 
wandering musicians, distinguished, as he thought, the 

frat hala eg hat He shook himself clear from 
his ateendant, and at one spring was in the midst of the 
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erowd, and at the side of the damsel. ‘‘ Cathcrine,” he 
whispered, ‘‘ is it well for you to be still here ?—will you 
not return to the castle?” 

‘*To the devil with your Catherines and your castles ! "’ 
answered the maiden, snappishly ; ‘‘ have you not had 
time enough already to get rid of your follies? Begone ! 
I desire not your farther company, and there will be 
danger in thrusting it upon me. 

**Nay—but if there be danger, fairest Catherine," re- 
plied Roland, ‘‘ why will you not allow me to stay and 
share it with you?” 

‘*Intruding fool,’’ said the maiden, ‘‘the danger is all 
on thine own side—the risk is, in plain terms, that I 
strike thec on the mouth with the hilt of my dagger."’ So 
saying, she turned haughtily from him, and moved 
through the crowd, who gave way in some astonishment 
at the masculine activity with which she forced her way 
amotig them. 

As Roland, though much irritated, prepared to follow, 
he was grappled on the other side by Doctor Luke Lun- 
din, who reminded him of the loaded boat, of the two 
wefts, or signals with the flag, which kad been made 
from the tower, of the danger of the cold breeze to an 
empty stomach, and of the vanity of spending more 
time upon coy wenches and sour plums. Roland was 
thus, in a manner, dragged back to his boat, and 
obliged to launch her forth upon his return to Lochleven 
Castle. 

That little voyage was speedily accomplished, and the 
page was greeted at the landing-place by the severe and 
caustic welcome of old Dryfesdale. ¢‘So, young gal- 
lant, you are come at last, after a delay of six hours, and 
after two signals from the castle? But, I warrant, some 
idle junketing had occupied you too deeply to think of 
your service, or your duty. Where is the note of the 
plate and houschold-stuff?—Pray Heaven it 
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been diminished under the sleeveless care of so heedicss 
a gad-about !”’ 

‘‘ Diminished under my care, Sir Steward ?” retorted 
the page angrily ; ‘‘say so in earnest, and by Heaven 
your grey hair shall hardly protect your saucy tongue!" 

‘A truce with your swaggering, young esquire,” re- 
turned the steward ; ‘‘ we have bolts and dungeons for 
brayless. Go to my lady, and swagger before her, if 
thou darest—she will give thee proper cause of offence, 
for she has waited for thee long and impatiently." 

‘‘ And where then is the Lady of Lochleven?” said 
the page ; ‘‘for I conceive it is of her thou speakest."’ 

‘‘ Ay—of whom else?" replied Dryfesdale, ‘‘ or who 
besides the Lady of Lochleven hath a right to command 
in this castle?” 

‘‘ The Lady of Lochleven is thy mistress,” said Roland 
Graeme ; ‘‘ but mine is the (Queen of Scotland.” 

The steward looked at him fixedly for a moments with 
an air in which suspicion and dislike were ill-concealed 
by an affectation of contempt. ‘‘ The bragging cock- 
cpicken,’’ he said, ‘' will betray himself by his rash crow- 
ing. I have marked thy altered manner in the chapel of 
late—ay, and your changing of glances at meal-time 
with a certain idle damsel, who, like thyself, laughs 
at all gravity and goodness. ‘There is something about 
you, my master, which should be looked to. But, if 
you would know whether the Lady of Lochleven, or 
that ogher lady, hath a right to command thy service, 
thou wilt find them together in the Lady Mary's ante- 
Roland hastengi thither, not unwilling to escape from 
the fil-natured penetration of the old man, and marvel- 
ling at the same time what peculiarity could have occa- 
sioned the Lady of Lochleven's being in the Queen's 

at this time of the afternoon, so much 
~ to ber usual wont. His acuteness instantly 
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penetrated the meaning. ‘‘She wishes,” hé concluded, 
‘‘to see the mecting betwixt the Queen and me on my 
return, that she may form a guess whether there is any 
private intelligence or understanding betwixt us—I must 
be guarded."’ 

With this resolution he entered the parlour, where the 
Queen, seated in her chair, with the Lady Fleming lean- 
ug upon the back of it, had already kept the Lady of 
Lochleven standing in her presence for the space of 
nearly an hour, to the manifest increase of her very 
visible bad humour. Roland Grame, on entering the 
npartment, made a deep obcisance to the Queen, and 
another to the Lady, and then stood still as if to await 
their further question. Speaking almost. together, the 
Lady Lochleven said, ‘‘So, young man, you are re- 
turned at length ?” 

And then stopped indignantly short, while the Queen 
went on without regarding her—‘‘ Roland, you are wel- 
come home to us—you have proved the true dove and 
not the raven—Yet I am sure 1 cou!d have forgiven you, 
if, once dismissed from this water-circled ark of ourg 
you had never again returned to us. I ¢grust you have 
brought back an olive-branch, for our kind and worthy 
hostess has chafed herself much on account of your long 
absence, and we never needed more some symbol of 
peace and reconciliation.” 

‘*T grieve I should have been detained, madam,’ an- 
sweted the page; ‘‘but from the delay of the person 
intrusted with the matters for which 1 was sent, I did 
not reccive them till late in the day.” , 

**See you there now," said the Que¢sn to the Lady 
Lochleven ; ‘‘we could not persuade you, our dearest 
hostess, that your household. goods were in all safe keep- 
ing and. surety. True it is, that we can excuse your 
anxiety, considering that these august apartments are so 
scantily furnished, that we have not been able té offer 
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you even the relief of a stool during the long time you 
have afforded us the pleasure of your society.” 

‘‘ The will, madam,” said the lady, ‘‘the will to offer 
such accommodation was more wanting than the means.” 

‘* What!’ said the Queen, looking round, and affect- 
ing surprise, ‘‘ there are then stools in this apartment— 
ane, two—no less than four, including the broken one— 
2 royalegarniture !—We observed them not—will it please 
your ladyship to sit?" 

‘*No, madam, I will soon relieve you of my presence,” 
replied the Lady Lochleven ; ‘‘ and while with you, my 
aged limbs can still better brook fatigue, than my mind 
stoop to accept of constrained courtesy.” 

‘‘ Nay, Lady of Lochleven, if you take it so deeply,” 
said the Queen, rising and motioning to her own vacant 
chair, ‘' I would rather you assumed my seat —you are 
not the first of your family who has done so.” 

The Lady of Lochleven curtseyed a negative,” but 
seemed with much difficulty to suppress the angry answer 
which rose to her lips. 

eDuring this sharp conversation, the page’s attention 
had been almost entircly cccupied by the entrance of 
Catherine Seyton, who came from the inner apartment, 
in the usual dress in which she attended upon the Queen, 
and with nothing in her manner which marked either the 
hurry or confusion incident to a hasty change of disguise, 
or the conscious fear of detection in a perilous enterprise. 
Roland Grzeme ventured to make her an obeisance as she 
entered, but she returned it with an air of the utmost in- 
difference, avhich, in his opinion, was extremely incon- 
sistent with theecircumstances in which they stood 
towards each other.—‘‘Surely,’’ he thought, ‘‘ she can- 
not in reason expect to bully me out of the belief due to 
mine own eyes, as she tried to do concerning the appari- 
tion Jn the hostelrie of Saint Michael’s—I will try if I 
cannot nake her feel that this will be but a vain task, and 
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that confidence in me is the wiser and safer course to 
pursue.’ 

These thoughts had passed rapidly through his mind, 
when the Queen, having finished her altercation with the 
Lady of the castle, again addressed him—‘‘ What of the 
revels at Kinross, Roland Greeme? Methought they 
were gay, if I may judge from some faint -sounds of 
mirth and distant music, which found their way sa hal as 
these grated windows, and died when they entered them 
as all that is mirthful must—But thou lookest as sad as if 
thou hadst come from the conventicle of the Huguenots!" 

‘‘ And so perchance he hath, madam,” replied the Lady 
of Lochleven, at whom this side-shaft was launched. ‘‘I 
trust, amid yonder idle fooleries, there wanted not some 
pouring forth of doctrine to a better purpose than that 
vain mirth, which, blazing and vanishing like the crackling 
of dry thorns, leaves to the fools who love it nothing 
but dust and ashes.”’ 

‘‘ Mary Fleming,” said the Queen, turning round and 
drawing her mantle about her, ‘‘ 1 would that we had 
the chimney-grate supplied with a faggot or two of thege 
same thorns which the Lady of Lochleven describes so 
well. Methinks the damp air from the lake, which 
stagnates in these vaulted rooms, renders them deadly 
cold.” 

‘* Your Grace's pleasure shall be obeyed,” said the 
Lady of Lachleven ; ‘' yet may I presume to remind you 
that we are now in summer?” 

‘*] thank you for the information, my good lady,” said 
the Queen ; ‘‘for prisoners better learn their calendar 
from the mouth of their jailer, than froma any change they 
themselves feel in the seasons.—Once more, Roland 
Greeme, what of the revels?” 

‘* They were gay, madam,” said the page, ‘‘ but of the 
usual sort, and little worth your Highness's ear.” 

**Obh, you know not,” said the Queen, ‘‘ how tery in- 
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dulgent my ear has become to all that speaks of freedom 
and the pleasures of the free. Methinks I would rather 
have seen the gay villagers dance their ring round the 
Maypole, than have witnessed the most stately masques 
within the precincts of a palace. The absence of stonc- 
wall-—the sense that the green turf is under the footwhich 
may tread it free and unrestrained, is worth all that art or 
splegdeur can add to more courtly revels.” 

‘‘T trast,” said the Lady Lochlicven, addressing the 
page in her turn, ‘' there were amongst these follies none 
of the riots or disturbances to which they so naturally 
lead 2" 

Roland gave a slight glance to Catherine Scyton, as if 
to bespeak her attention, as he replied—'‘‘ 1 witnessed no 
offence, madam, worthy of marking ---none indeed of any 
kind, save that a bold damsel made her hand somewhat 
too familiar with the cheek of a plaver-man, and ran some 
risk of being ducked in the lake.” = 

As he uttered these words he cast a hasty glance nt 
Catherine ; but she sustained, with the utmost serenity 
cg manner and countenance, the hint which he had 
deemed could mot have been thrown out before her 
without exciting some fear and confusion. 

**T will cumber your Grace no longer with my pre- 
sence,” said the Lady Lochleven, ‘‘ unless you have 
aught to command me.” 

‘*Nought, our good hostess,” answered the Queen, 
e unlegs it'be to pray you that on another occasion you 
deem it not needful to postpone your better employment 
to wait so long upon us.”’ 

‘t May it pleassgyou,”’ added the Lady Lochleven, ‘to 
command this your gentleman to attend us, that I mav 
receive some account of these matters which have been 
sent hither for your Grace's use." 

‘We may not refuse what you are pleased to require, 
mnadant,” answered the Queen. ‘Go with the lady, 
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Roland, if our commands be indeed necessary to thy 
doing so. We will hear to-morrow the history of thy 
Kinross pleasures. For this night we dismiss thy atten- 
dance." 

Roland Graeme went with the Lady of Lochleven, who 
failed not to ask him many questions concerning what 
had passed at the sports, to which he rendered such 
answers as were most likely to lull asleep any suepjcgions 
which she might entertain of his disposition to favour 
Queen Mary, taking especial care to avoid all allusion to 
the apparition of Magdalen Grzme, and of the Abbot, 
Ambrosius. At Jength, after undergoing a long and 
somewhat close examination, he was dismissed with such 
expressions, as, coming from the reserved and stern Lady 
of Lochleven, might seem to express a degree of favour 
and conntenance. . 

His first care was to obtain some refreshment, which 
was®more cheerfully afforded him by a good-natured 
pantler than by Dryfesdale, who was on this occasion 
much disposed to abide by the fashion of Pudding-burn 


House, where e 


They who came not the first call® 
Gat no more meat till the next meal. 


When Roland Grzeme had finished his repast, having 
his dismissa] from the Queen for the evening, and being 
little inclined for such society as the castle afforded, he 
stole into the garden, in which he had permission to 
spend his leisure time, when it pleased him. In this 
place, the ingenuity of the contriver and disposer of the 
walks had exerted itself to make the neost of litule space, 
and by screens, both of stone ornamented with rude 
sculpture, and hedges of living green, had endeavoured to 
give as much intricacy and variety as the confined limits 
of the garden would admit. : 

‘Here the young man walked sadly, consideting the 
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events of the day, and comparing what had dropped from 
the Abbot with what he had himself noticed of the de- 
meanour of George Douglas. ‘‘It must be so,” was the 
painful but inevitable conclusion at which he arrived. 
‘‘It must be by his aid that she is thus enabled, like a 
phantom, to transport herself from place to place, and 
to appear at pleasure on the mainland or on the islet.—It 
must be so,” he repeated once more; ‘‘ with him she 
holdg a close, secret, and intimate correspondence, alto- 
gether inconsistent with the eye of favour which she has 
sometimes cast upon me, and destructive to the hopes 
which she must have known these glances have neces- 
sarily inspired.” And yet (for love will hope where 
reason despairs) the thought rushed on his mind, that it 
was possible she only encouraged Douglas's passion sa 
far as might serve her mistress’s interest, and that she 
was of too frank, noble, and candid a nature, to hold out 
to himself hopes which she meant not to fulfil. Last in 
these various conjectures, he seated himself upon a bank 
of turf which commanded a view of the lakeon the one 
side, and on the other of that front of the castle along 
which the Queeg's apartments were situated. 

The sun had now for some time set, and the twilight 
of May was rapidly fading into a serene night. On the 
lake, the expanded water rose and fell, with the slightest 
and softest influence of a southern breeze, which scarcely 
dimpled the surface over which it passed. In the dis- 
tance was still seen the dim outline of the island of Saint 
Serf, dnce visited by many a sandalled pilgrim, as the 
blessed spot trodden by a man of God—now neglected or 
violated, as the refnge of lazy priests, who had with jus- 
tice been compelied to give place to the sheep and the 
heifers of a Protestant baron. . 

As Roland gazed on the dark speck, amid the lighter 
blue of the waters which surrounded it, the mazes of 
polethiqal discussion again stretched themselves before 
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the eye of his mind. Had these men justly suffered their 
exile as licentious drones, the robbers, at once, and 
disgrace, of the busy hive? or had the hand of avarice 
and rapine expelled from the temple, not the ribalds who 
polluted, but the faithful priests who served the shrine 
in honour and fidelitye The arguments of Hendersen, 
in this contemplative hour, rose with double force before 
him, and could scarcely be parried by the appea} which 
the Abbot Ambrosius had made from his understatiding 
to his feelings—an appeal which he had felt more forcibly 
amid the bustle of stirring life, than now when his reflec- 
tions were more undisturbed. It required an effort to 
divert his mind from this embarrassing topic ; and he 
found that he best succeeded by turning his eyes to the 
front of the tower, watching where a twinkling light 
streamed from the casement of Catherine Seyton’s apart- 
ment, obscured by times for a moment as the shadow of 
the fair inhabitant passed betwixt the taper and the 
window. 

At length the light was removed or extinguished, 
and that object of speculation was also withdrawn 
from the eyes of the meditative lover, Dare J con- 
fess the fact, without injuring his character for ever 
as a hero of romance? ‘These eyes gradually became 
heavy ; speculative doubts on the subject of religious 
controversy, and anxious conjectures concerning the 
- state of his mistress’s affections, became confusedly 
blended together in his musings; the fatigues of a 
busy day prevailed over the harassing subjects 6f con- 
templation which occupied his mind, and he fell fast 
asleep. © 

Sound were his slumbers, until they were suddenly 
dispelled By the irou tongue of the castle bell, which sent 
ts deep and sullen sounds wide over the bosom of the 
lake, and awakened the echoes of Bennarty, the hill 
which descends siceply on its southern bank, Rdiand 
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started up, for this bell was always tolied at ten o'clock, 
as the signal for locking the castle gates, and placing the 
keys under the charge of the seneschal. He therefore 
hastened to the wicket by which the garden communi- 
cated with the building, and had the mortification, just 
as he reached it, to hear the bolt leave its sheath with a 
discordant crash, and enter the stone groove of the door- 
lintel. , 

“Hold, hold,” cried the page, ‘‘ and let me in ere you 
lock the wicket.” 

The voice of Dryfesdale replied from within, in his 
usual tone of imbittered sullenness, ‘‘ The hour is passed, 
fair master—you like not the inside of these walls—even 
make it a complete holiday, and spend the night as well 
as the day out of bounds.” 

‘*Open the door,” exclaimed the indignant page, 
*‘or by Saint Giles I will make thy gold chain —— 
for it!” 

‘‘Make no alarm here,” retorted the jidnenetrabie 
Dryfesdaie, ‘‘ but keep thy sinful oaths and silly threats 
er those that regard them—I do mine office, and carry 
the keys to the senescha)l.—Adieu, my young master! 
the coo) night air will advantage your hot blood.” 

The steward was right in what he said ; for the cooling 
dbreere was very necessary to appease the feverish fit of, 
anget which Roland experienced, nor did the remedy: 
succeed for sometime. At length, after some hasty turns: 
made through the garden, exhausting his passion in 
vain Yows of vengeance, Roland Graeme began to be: 
sensible that his situation ought rather to be held as 
matter of laughteg than of serious resentment. To one 
bred a sportsman, a night spent in the open air had in it 
tittle of bardship, and the poor fhalice of the steward 
Seemed more worthy of his contempt than his anger. “J 
would to God,” he said, ‘‘that the grim old man may 
alw2ys#have contented himself with such sportive revenge. 
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He often looks as he were capable of doing us a darker 
turn,” Returning, therefore, to the turf-seat, which he 
had formerly occupied, and which was partially sheltered 
by a trim fence of grecn holly, he drew his mantle around 
him, stretched himself at length on the verdant settle, and 
endeavoured to resume that sleep which the castle bell 
had interrupted to so little purpose. 

Sleep, like other earthly blessings, is niggard of its 
favours when most courted. The more Roland infoked 
her aid, the further she fied from his eyelids. He had 
been completely awakened, first, by the sounds of the _ 
bell, and then by his own aroused vivacity of temper, 
and he found it difficult again to compose himself to 
slumber. 

At length, when his mind was wearied out with a maze 
of unpleasing meditation, he succeeded in coaxing him- 
self into a restless slumber. This was again dispelled by 
the ypices of two persons who were walking in the garden, 
the sound of whose conversation, after mingling for some 
time in the page's dreams, at length succeeded in 
awaking him thoroughly. He raised himself from his 
reclining posture in the utmost astonishment, which the 
circumstance of hearing two persons at that late hour 
conversing on the outside of the watchfully guarded 
Castle of Lochleven, was so well calculated to excite. 
His first thought was of supernatural beings ; his next, 
upon some attempt on the part of Queen Mary's friends 
and followers; his last was, that George Douglas, 
possessed of the keys, and having the means of tngress 
and egress at pleasure, was availing himself of his office 
to hold a rendezvous with Catherine yton in the castle 
garden. He was confirmed ia this opinion by the tone 
of the voice, which asked in a low whisper, ‘‘ whether 
all was ready ?” 
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CHAP. XXX. 


In some breasts passion lics conceald and silent, 
Like war's swart powder t a castle vaull, 
Until occasion, like the linstock, lights it: 
Then comcs at ouce the lightning and the thunder, 
And distant echoes tell that all ts rent asunder. 
® Oup Pray. 


OLAND GR4EME, availing himself of a breach 
~ in the holly screen, and of the assistance of the 
Lay full moon, which was now arisen, had a perfect 
opportunity, himself unobserved, to reconnoitre the 
persons and the motions of those by whom his rest had 
been thus unexpectedly disturbed ; and his observations 
confirmed his jealous apprehensions. They stood to- 
gether in close and carnest conversation within four 
yards of the place of his retrcat, and he could ousily 
recognise the tall form and deep voice of Douglas, and 
the no less remarkable dress and tone of the page at the 
hostelrie of Saint Michael's. 

\«] have been,at the door of the page's apartment,” 
said Douglas, ‘‘but he is not there, or he will not 
answer. It is fast bolted on the inside, as is the custom, 
and we cannot pass through it—and what his silence may 
bode |] know not.” 

** You have trusted him too far,’’ said the other; ‘‘a 
feather-headed coxcomb, upon whose changeable mind 
and ho.’brain there is no making an abiding impression.” 

‘‘It wag not I who was willing to trust him,” said 
Douglas, ‘‘but I was assured he would prove friendly 
when called upon—for"’——- Here he spoke so low that 
Roland lost the tenor of his words, which was the more 
provoking, as he was fully aware that he was himself the 
subject of their conyersation. 

‘* jay,” replied the stranger, more aloud, ‘‘I have on 
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my side put him off with fair words, which make fools 
fain—but now, if you distrust him at the push, deal with 
him with your dagger, and so make open passage.” 

‘That were too rash,” said Douglas ; ‘‘ and besides, 
as I told you, the door of his apartmént is shut and 
bolted. I will essay again to waken him.” 

Grzme instantly comprehended, that the ladies having 
been somehow made aware of his being in the garden, 
had secured the door of the outer room in which he 
usually slept, as a sort of sentinel upon that only access 
to the Queen's apartments. But then, how came 
Catherine Seyton to be abroad, if the Queen and the 
other ladv were still within their chambers, and the 
access to them locked and bolted 2—‘'I will be instantly 
at the bottom of these mysteries,”” he said, ‘‘and then 
thank Mistress Catherine, if this be really she, for the 
kind use which she exhorted Douglas to make of his 
dag@er—they seek me, as I comprchend, and they shall 
not seek me in vain." 

Douglas had by this time re-entered the castle by the 
wicket, which was now open. The stranger stood alone 
in the garden walk, his arms folded of his breast, and 
his eyes cast impatiently up to the moon, as if accusing 
her of betraying him by the magnificence of her lustre. 
In a moment Roland Grzme stood before him—‘‘A 
goodly night,” he said, ‘‘ Mistress Catherine, for a young 
lady to stray forth in disguise, and to meet with men in 
an orchard |” 

‘' Hush ft” said the stranger page, ‘‘ hush, thou foolish 
patch, and tell us in a word if thou art friend or foe.” 

‘** How should I be friend to one who deceives me by 
fair words, and who would have Douglas deal with me 
with his poniard?” replied Roland. 

*« The fiend receive-George of Douglas and thee too, 
thou born madcap, and sworn marplot !” said the other ; 
‘¢we shall be discovered, and then death is the wortt.”* 
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Catherine,” said the page, ‘‘ you have dealt falsely 
‘and cruelly with me, and the moment of explanation is 
now come—neither it nor you shall escape me.” 

** Madman!” said the stranger, ‘‘ I am neither Kate 
nor Catherine—the moon shines bright enough surely to 


know the hart from the hind.” 
‘That shift shall not serve you, fair mistress,” said 
the , laying hold on the lap of the stranger's cloak ; 


‘‘ this time, at least, I will know with whom I deal.” 

‘*Unhand me,” said she, endeavouring to extricate 
herself from his grasp; and in a tone where anger 
seemed to contend with a desire to Jaugh, ‘‘ use you so 
little discretion towards a daughter of Seyton?” 

Bat as Roland, encouraged perhaps by her risibility to 
suppose his violence was not unpardonably offensive, 
kept hold on her mantle, she said in a sterner tone of 


unmixed resentment, —‘' Madman, let me go !—there is 
life and death in this moment—I would not willingly 
hurt thee, and yet beware!” ~ 


As she spoke she made a sudden effort té escape, and 
in,doing so, a pistol, which she carried in her hand or 
about her persorg, went off. 

This warlike sound instantly awakened the well-warded 
castle. The warder blew his horn, and began to toll the 
castle bell, crying out at the same time, ‘‘ Fie, treason ! 
treason ! cry all! cry ail!” 

The apparition of Catherine Seyton, which the page 
had let loose in the first moment of astonishment, 
vanished in darkness, but the plash of oars was heard, 
and in a second or two, five or six harquebusses and a 
falconet were fireg from the battlements of the castle 
successively, as if levelled at some object on the water. 
Confounded with these incidents, no way for Catherine's 

her to be in the boat which he had 

heard put from the shore) occurred to Roland, save to 

have redburse to George of Douglas. He hastened for 
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this purpose towards the apartment of the Queen, whence 
he heard loud voices and much trampling of feet. When 
he entered, he found himself added to a confused ana 
astonished group, which, assembled in that apartment, 
stood gazing upon each other. At the upper end of the 
room stood the Queen, equipped as for a journey, and 
atterided, not only by the Lady Fleming, but by the 
omnipresent Catherine Seyton, dressed in the habit of 
her own sex, and bearing in her hand thecasket in Which 
Mary kept such jewels as she had been permitted to 
retain. At the other end of the hall was the Lady of 
Lochleven, hastily dressed, as one startled from slumber 
by the sudden alarm, and surrounded by domestics, 
some bearing torches, others holding naked swords, 
partisans, pistols, or such other weapons as they had 
caught up in the hurry of a night alarm. Betwixt these 
two parties stood George of Douglas, his arms folded on 
his Breast, his eyes bent on the ground, like a criminal 
who knows not how to deny, yet continues unwilling to 
avow, the guilt in which he has been detected. 

** Speak, George of Douglas," said the Lady of Loch- 
leven ; ‘speak, and clear the horrid, suspicion whfch 
rests on thy name. Say, ‘A Douglas was never faithless 
to his trust, and I am a Douglas.’ Say this, my dearest 
son, and it is all I ask thee to say to clear thy name, 
even under such a foul charge. Say it was but the wile 
of these unhappy women, and this false boy, which 
plotted an escape so fatal to Scotland—so destructive to 
thy father’s house.” ¢ 

‘* Madam," said old Dryfesdale the steward, ‘‘this 
much do I say for this silly page, thgt he could not be 
accessory to unlocking the doors, since I myself this 
night bolted him out of the castle. Whoever limned 
this night-piece, the lad's share in it seems to have been 


nall, . 
**Thou Hest, Dryfesdale,” said the. Lady *‘and 
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wouldst throw the blame on thy master’s house, to save 
the worthless life of a gipsy boy.” 

‘* His death were more desirable to me than his life,” 
answered the steward, sullenly ; ‘‘but the truth is the 
truth.” 

At these words Douglas raised his head, drew up his 
figure to its full height, and spoke boldly and sedatcly, 
as ogeewhose resolution was taken. ‘‘Let no lite be 
endangered for me. I alone” 

‘*Dougias,” said the Queen, interrupting him, ‘‘art 
thou mad? Speak not, I charge you.” 

‘‘Madam,” he replied, bowing with the deepest re- 
spect, ‘‘ gladly would I obey your commands, but they 
must have a victim, and let it be the true one.-—Yes, 
madam,” he continued, addressing the Lady of Loch- 
leven, ‘‘I alone am guilty in this matter. If the word 
of a Douglas has yet any weight with you, believe me 
that this boy is innocent; and on your conscierte I 
charge you, do him no wrong ; nor let the Queen suffer 
hardship for embracing the opportunity of freedom 
which sincere loyalty—which a sentiment yet deeper— 
Offered to her acceptance. Yes! I had planned the 
escape of the most beautiful, the most persecuted of 
women ; and far from regretting that I, for a while, de- 
ceived the malice of her enemies, I glory in it, andam 
most willing to yield up life itself in her cause.” 

‘‘Now may God have compassion on my age,” said 
the y of Lochleven, ‘‘and enable me to bear this 
load ot affliction! O Princess, born in a luckless hour, 
when will you cease to be the instrument of seduction 
and of ‘ruin to allgvyho approach you? O ancient house 
of Lochleven, famed so long for birth and honour, evil 
was the hour which brought the decciver under thy 
"oof 1"* 

‘Say not so, madam,” replied her grandson ; ‘‘ the 
old horurs of the Douglas line will be outshone, when 
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one of its descendants dies for the most injured ef 
Queens—for the most lovely of women.” - 

‘* Douglas,” said the Queen, ‘‘ must I at this moment 
—ay, even at this moment, when [I may lose qa faithful 
subject for ever, chide thee for forgetting what is due to 
me as thy Queen ?” 

‘* Wretched boy," said the distracted Lady of Loch- 
leven, ‘‘ hast thou fallen even thus far into the spare of 
this Moabitish woman ?—hast thou bartered thy name, 
thy allegiance, thy knightly oath, thy duty to thy parents, 
thy country, and thy God, for a feigned tear, or a sickly 
smile, from lips which flattered the infirm Francis—lured 
to death the idiot Darnley—read luscious poetry with the 
minion Chastelar—mingled in the lays of love which were 
sung by the beggar Rizzio—and which were joined in 
rapture to those of the foul and licentious Bothwell !"’ 

‘‘Blaspheme not, madam!" said Douglas ;—‘‘ nor 
you, Yair Queen, and virtuous as fair, chide at this mo- 
ment the presumption of thy vassal !—Think not that 
the mere devotion of a subject could have moved me to 
the part I have been performing. Well you deserve thgt 
each of your lieges should die for you ; but I have done 
more—have done that to which love alone could compel 
a Douglas—I have dissembled—Farewell, then, Queen 
of all hearts, and Empress of that of Douglas !—When 
you are freed from this vile bondage-—as freed you shall 
be, if justice remains in Heaven—and when you load 
with honours and titles the happy man who shall deliver 
you, cast one thought on him whose heart would have 
despised every reward for a kiss of your hand—cast one 
thought on his fidelity, and drop one (gar on his grave.” 
And throwing himself at her feet, he seized her hand, 
and pressed it to his lips. 

‘This before my face!" exclaimed the Lady of Loch- 
leven—'' wilt thou coart thy adulterous paramour before 
the eyes of a parent?—Tear them asunder, and put ‘him | 
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under strict ward! Seize him, upon your lives!" she 
added, seeing that her attendants looked on each other 
with hesitation. 

‘‘They are doubtful,” said Mary. ‘‘Save thyself, 
Douglas, I command thee !” 

He started up from the floor, and only exclaiming, 
‘* My life or death are yours, and at your disposal ! "— 
drew dis sword, and broke through those who stood be- 
twixt him and the door. The enthusiasm of his onset 
was too sudden and too lively to have been resisted by 
anything short of the most decided opposition ; and as 
he was both loved and feared by his fathcr’s vassals, none 
of them would offer him any actual injury. 

The Lady of Lochleven stood astonished at his sudden 
escape—‘'Am I surrounded,’ she said, ‘‘by traitors? 
Upon him, villains !—pursue, stab, cut him down !"” 

‘‘He cannot leave the island, madam,” said Dryfes- 
dale, interfering ; ‘'I have the key of the boat-chaiz.” 

But two or three voices of those who pursued from 
curiosity, or command of their mistress, exclaimed from 
below, that he had cast himself into the lake. 

*** Brave Douglas still!” exclaimed the Queen—‘‘ Oh, 
true and noble heart, that prefers death to imprison- 
ment 1” 

‘‘ Fire upon him!” said the Lady of Lochleven ; ‘‘if 
there be here a true servant of his father, let him shoot 
the runagate dead, and let the lake cover our shame !”’ 

The report of a gun or two was heard, but they were 
probasly shot rather to obey the Lady, than with any 
purpose of hitting the mark; and Randal, immediately 
entering, said Master George had been taken up by 
a boat fram the castle, which lay at a little distance. 

‘* Man a barge, and pursue them !"’ said the Lady. 

‘‘It were quite vain,” said Randal; ‘‘by this time 
they are half-way to shore, and a cleud has come over 
the Magn.” 
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‘And has the traitor then escaped?” said the Lady, 
pressing her hands against her forehead with a gesture 
of despair; ‘‘the honour of our house is for ever 
gone, and all will be deemed accomplices in this base 
treachery.” 

‘* Lady of Lochleven,” said Mary, advancing towards 
her, ‘‘ you have this night cut off my fairest hopes—You 
have turned my expected freedom into bondage, ,and 
dashed away the cup of joy in the very instant I was 
advancing it to my lips—and yet I feel for your sorrow 
the pity that you deny to mine—Gladly would I comfort 
you if I might; but as ] may not, I would at least part 
from you in charity.” 

‘‘ Away, proud woman !"’ said the Lady; ‘‘who ever 
knew so well as thou to deal the deepest wounds under 
the pretence of kindness and courtesy >—Whao, since the 

at traitor, could ever so betray with a kiss?” 

‘*Igady Douglas of Lochleven,” said the Queen, ‘' in 
this moment thou canst not offend me—no, not even by 
thy coarse and unwomanly language, held to me in the 
presence of menials and armed retainers. I have this 
night owed so much to one member of the House of 
Lochleven, as to cancel whatever its mistress can do or 
say in the wildness of her passion.” 

‘“We are bounden to you, Princess,” said Lady Loch- 
leven, putting a strong constraint on herself, and passing 
from her tone of violence to that of bitter irony ; ‘‘ our 
poor house hath been but seldom graced with royal 
smiles, and will hardly, with my choice, exchange their 
rough honesty for such court-honour as Mary of Scot- 
land has now to bestow." e 

‘‘They,” replied Mary, ‘‘who knew so well how to 
take, may think themselves excused from the obligation 
implied in receiving. And that I have now little to offer, 
is the fault of the Douglases and their allies.” 

“Fear nothing, madam,” replied the Lady of @ch- 
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‘even, in the same bitter tone, “ you retain an exchequer 
which neither your own pfodigality can drain, nor your 
offended country deprive you of. While you have fair 
words and delusive smiles at command, you need no 
other bribes to lure youth to folly.” 

The Queen cast a not ungratified glance on a large 
mirror, which, hanging on one side of the apartment, 
and jjlgminated by the torch-light, reflected her beautiful 
face and person. ‘' Our hostess grows complaisant,” she 
said, ‘‘my Fleming ; we had not thought that grief and 
captivity had left us so well stored with that sort of 
wealth which ladies prize most dearly.” 

‘‘Your Grace will drive this severe woman frantic,” 
said Fleming, ina low tone. ‘‘On my knees [| implore 
you to remember she is already dreadfully offended, and 
shat we are in her power. 

‘J will not spare her, Flemjng,” answered the Queen ; 
‘it is against my nature. She returned my honest $ym- 
pathy with insult and abuse, and I will gall her in re- 
turn—if her words are too blunt for answer, let her use 
h¢ poniard if she dare !” 

“The Lady*Lochleven,” said the Lady Floming 
aloud, ‘‘ would surely do well now to withdraw, and to 
leave her Grace to repose.’ 

‘‘ Ay,” replied the Lady, ‘‘or to leave her Grace, and 
her Grace’s minions, to think what silly fly they may next 
wrap their meshes about. My eldest son is a widower-~ 
were he not more worthy the flattering hopes with which 
you have seduced his brother ?—True, the yoke of mar- 
riage has been already thrice fitted on—but the church 
of Rome,calls it zgsacrament, and its votaries may deem 
it one in which they cannot too often participate,” 

‘* And the votaries of the church of Geneva,” replied 
Mary, colouring with indignation, ‘‘ as they deem mar- 
riage no sacrament, are said at times to dispense with the 
holy cefemony."—Then, as if afraid of the consequences 
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of this home allusion to the errors of Lady Loch- 
leven’s early life, the Queen added, ‘‘'Come, my Fleming, 
we grace her too much by this altercation ; we will to 
our sleeping apartment. If she would disturb us again 
to-night, she must cause the door to be forced.” So 
saying, she retired to her bedroom, followed by her two 
women. 

Lady Lochleven, stunned as it were by this last sar- 
casm, and not the less deeply incensed that she had dtawn 
it upon herself, remained like a statue on the spot which 
she had occupied when she received an affront so 
flagrant. Dryfesdale and Randal endeavoured to rousc 
her to recollection by questions. 

** What is your honourable Ladyship’s pleasure in the 
premises?" 

‘* Shall we not double the sentinels, and place one upon 
the boats and another in the garden?" said Randal. 

‘*Would you that despatches were sent to Sir Wil- 
liam at Edjnburgh, to acquaint him with what has 
happened?" demanded Dryfesdale ; ‘‘and ought not 
the place of Kinross to be alarmed, lest there be force 
upon the shores of the lake?” Ad 

‘Do all as thou wilt,” said the Lady; collecting her- 
self, and about to depart. ‘‘Thou hast the name of a 
good soldier, Dryfesdale, take all precautions—Sacred 
Heaven f that I should be thus openly insulted!" 

** Would it be your pleasure,” said Dryfesdale, hesi- 
tating, ‘*that this person—this Lady—be more severely 
restrained ?" ‘ 

** No, vassal!" answered the Lady, indignantly, ‘‘ my 
revenge stoops not to so low a gratification. But I will 
have more worthy vengeance, or the t&nb of my ances- 
tors shall cover my shame !”’ 

And you shall have it, madam,” replied Dryfesdale—. 
*¢ Ere two suns go down, you shall term yourself amply 
revenged,”* e°. 
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The Lady made no answer—perhaps did not hear his 
words, as she presently left the apartment. By the com- 
mand of Dryfesdale, the rest of the attendants were 
dismissed, some to do the duty of guard, others to their 
repose. The steward himself remained after they had 
all departed ; and Roland Graeme, who was alone in the 
apartment, was surprised to see the old soldier advance 
to him with an air of greater cordiality than he had 
ever ore assumed to him, but which sat ill on his 
scowling features. 

‘* Youth,” he said, ‘‘I have done thee some wrong—- 


it is thine own fault, for thy behaviour hath seemed as 


light to me as the feather thou wearest in thy hat; and 
surely thy fantastic apparel, and idle humour of mirth 
and folly, have made me construe thee something 
harshly, But I saw this night from my easement (as I 
looked out to see how thou hadst disposed of thyself in 
the garden), I saw, I say, the true efforts which thou 
didst make to detain the companion of the perfidy of him 
who is no longer worthy to be called by his father’s name, 
byt must be cut off from his house like a rotten branch. 
I just aboutsto come to thy aésistance when the pistol 
went off, and the warder (a false knave, whom I suspect 
to be bribed for the nonce) saw himself forced to give 
the alarm, which, perchance, till then he had wilfully 
withheld. To atone, therefore, for my injustice towards 
you, I would willingly render you a courtesy, if you 
would accept of it from my hands.” 

‘‘ Mily I first crave to know what it is?" replied the 

¢. 

‘* Simply to cary the news of this discovery to Holy- 
rood, where thou mayest do thyself much grace, as weil 
with the Earl of Morton and the Regent himself, as with 
Sir William Douglas, seeing thou hast seen the matter 
from end to end, and borne faithful part therein. The 
makfhg*thine own fortune will be thus lodged in thine 
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own hand, when I trust thou wilt estrange thvself from 
foolish vanities, and l:arn to walk in this world as ‘one 
who thinks upon the next 

‘Sir Steward," said Roland Greeme, ‘'I thank you 
for your courtesy, but 1 may not do your errand. I pass 
that 1 am the Queen’s sworn servant, and may not be of 
counsel against her. But, setting this apart, methinks it 
were a bad road to Sir William of Lochieven’s faropr to 
be the first to tell him of his son's defection—neither 
would the Regent be over well pleased to hear the infi- 
delity of his vassal, nor Morton to learn the falsehood of 
his kinsman.” 

:“ Um!" said the steward, making that inarticulate 
sound which expresses surprise mingled with displeasure. 
‘* Nay, then, even fly where 7# kai; fer, giddy-pated as 
ye may be, vou know how t¢ bezy you in the world.” 

‘*E will show you my desire js less selffsh than ye 
think’ for,” said the page ; ‘‘for i hold truth and mirth 
to be better than gravity and cunning—ay, and in the 
end to be a match for them.—You never loved me less, 
Sir Steward, than you do at this moment. I know yar 
will give me no real confidence, and I'am resolved to 
accept no false protestations as current coin. Resumc 
your old course—suspect me as much and watch me as 
closely as you will, I bid you defiance—you have met 
with your match." 

‘‘By Heaven, young man,” said the steward, with a 
look of bitter malignity, ‘‘if thou darest to attempt 
any’ treachery towards the House of Lochleven, 
thy head shall blacken in the sun from the warder's 
turret |” rs 

-¢* He cannot commit treachery who refuses trust,” said 
the page; ‘‘and for my head, it stands as securely 
on mine own shoulders, as on any turret that ever mason 
bitilt.”” ; 

“Farewell, thou prating and speckled pie, said 
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Dryfesdale, ‘’ thou art so vain of thine idle tongue, and 
variegated coat! Beware trap aad lime-twig.” 

‘‘ And fare thee well, thou hoarse old raven,” answered 
the page; ‘‘ thy solemn flight, sable hue, and deep 
croak, are no charms against bird-bolt or hail-shot, and 
that thou mayest find—it is open war betwixt us, each 
for the cause of our mistress, and God show the right 1” 

ir and defend His own people!" said the 
steward. ‘'I will let my mistress know what addition 
thou hast made to this mess of traitors, Good-night, 
Monsicur Featherpate.” 

‘* Good-night, Seignior Sowersby,"’ replied the page ; 
and, when the old man departed, he betook himself to 
rest. 


CHAP. XXXI. 
Poison'd—ill fare! dead, forsook, cast off !—Kine JOun. 


OWEVER weary Roland Grame might be of 

the Castle of Lochleven—however much he 

might wish that the plan for Mary's escape had 
been perfected, I question if he ever awoke with mare 
pleasing feelings than on the morning after George 
Douglas's plan for accomplishing her deliverance had 
been frustrated. In the first place, he had the clearest 
conviction that he had misunderstood the innucndo of the 
Abbot, and that the affections of Douglas were fixed, 
not oy Catherine Seyton, but on the Queen ; and in the 
second place, from ‘the sort of explanation which had 
taken place t the steward and him, he felt himself 
at liberty, with@ut any breach of honour towards the 
family of Lochleven, to contribute his best aid to any 
scheme which should in future be formed for the Queen's 
escape ; and, independently of the good-will which he 
himee had to the enterprise, he knew he could Gad no 
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surer road to the favour of Catherine Seyton. He now 
sought but an opportunity to inform her that he had dedi- 
cated himself to this task, and fortune was propitious in 
affording him one which was unusually favourable. 

At the ordinary hour of breakfast, it was introduced by 
the steward with his usual forms, who, as soon as it was 
placed on the board in the inner apartment, said to 
Roland Grzme, with a glance of sarcastic impert,. cue | 
leave you, my young sir, to do the office of sewer—it has 
been too long rendered to the Lady Mary by one belong- 
ing to the house of Douglas.” 

‘*Were it the prime and principal who ever bore 
the name,” said Roland, ‘‘ the office were an honour to 
him." 

The steward departed without replying to this bravade, 
otherwise than by a dark look of scorn. Graeme, thus 
left alone, busied himself as one engaged in a labour of 
love,.to imitate, as well as he could, the grace and cour- 
tesy with which Gcorge of Douglas was wontto render his 
ceremonial services at meals to the Queen of Scotland. 
There was more than youthful vanity—there was @ - 
rous devotion in the feeling with which, he took pike 
task, as a brave soldier assumes the place of a comrade 
who has fallen in the front of battle. ‘‘I am now,” he 
said, ‘‘their only champion: and, come weal, come woe, 
I will be, to the best of my skill and power, as faithful, 
as trustworthy, as brave, as any Douglas of them all 
could have been.” 

At this moment Catherine Seyton entered alont, con- 
trary to her custom; and, not less contrary to her 
custom, she entered with her kercbief at her eyes. 
‘Roland Graeme approached her with ing heart and 
with downcast eyes, and asked her, in a low and hesita- 
ting voice, whether the Queen were well ? 

‘‘Can you suppose it?” said Catherine. ‘* Think you 
her heart and body are framed of steel and iron, to 
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endure the cruel disappointment of yester even, and the 
infamous taunts of yonder puritanic hag ?—Would to 
God that I were a man to aid her more effectually !" 

‘* If those who carry pistols, and batons, and poniards,” 
said the page, ‘‘are not men, they are at least Amazons ; 
and that is as formidable.” 

‘* You are welcome to the flash of your wit, sir,” replied 
the gausel ; ‘‘T am neither in spirits to enjoy, nor to 
reply to it. 

‘* Well, then,” said the page, ‘‘ list to me inall serious 
truth. And, first, let me say, that the gear last night 
had been smoother, had you taken me into your 
counsels.” 

‘*And so we meant; but who could have guessed that 
Master Page should choose to pass all night in the garden, 
like some moon-stricken knight in a Spanish romance— 
instead of being in his bedroom, when Douglas came to 
hold communication with him on our project.’ 

** And why,” said the page, ‘‘ defer to so late a moment 
so important a confidence ?”’ 

= use your communications with Henderson, and 

with pardon—¢the natural impetuosity and fickleness of 
your disposition, made us dread to entrust you with a 
secret of such consequence, till the last moment.” 

**And why at the last moment?” said the page, 
offended at this frank avowal; ‘‘why at that, or any 
other moment, since I had the misfortune to incur so 
much suspicion?” 

** Nfly—now you are angry again,” said Catherine ; 
‘‘and to serve you aright, I should break off this talk ; 
bat I will be magganimous, and answer your question. 
Know, then, our reason for trusting you was twofold. 
In the first place, we could scarce avoid it, since you 
slept in the room through which we had to pass. In the 
second place ”—— 

aa “ said the page, “ you can dispense with a second 
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reason, when the first makes your confidence in me a 
case of necessity.” 

‘Good now, hold thy peace,” said Catherine. ‘‘Inthe 
second place, as I said before, there is one foolish person 
among us, who believes that Roland Grzeme’s heart is 
warm, though his head is giddy—that his blood is pure, 
though it boils too hastily—and that his faith and honour 
are true as the load-star, though his tongue sometimes 
is far less than discrect.” 

This avowal Catherine repeated in a low tone, with 
her eye fixed on the floor, as if she shunned the glance 
of Roland while she suffered it to escape her lips.— — 
‘*‘And this single friend,’ exclaimed the youth in rap- 
ture ; ‘‘this only one who would do justice to the poor 
Roland Grzme, and whose own generous heart taught 
her to distinguish between follies of the brain and faults 
of the heart—Will you not tell me, dearest Catherine, 
to whom I owe my most grateful, my most heartfelt 
thanks ?"’ 

‘Nay,’ said Catherine, with her eyes still fixed on the 
ground, ‘if your own heart tel] you not "—— 

‘* Dearest Catherine !"’ said the page, seizing upon Ber 
hand, and kneeling on one knee. 

‘* If your own heart, I say, tell you not,” said Cathe- 
rine, gently disengaging her hand, ‘‘it is very ungrate- 
ful; for since the maternal kindness of the Lady 
Fleming "—— 

The page started on his fect. ‘‘ By Heaven, Catherine, 
your tongue wears as many disguises as your rf >son ! 
But you only mock me, cruel girl. You know the Lady 
Fleming has no more regard for any one, than hath the 
forlorn princess who is wrought into yonder piece of ald 
figured court tapestry.” 

“‘It may be so,” said Catherine Seyton, ‘‘ but you 
should not speak so loud.” 

‘* Pshaw !'" answered the page, but at the sane time 
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lowering his voice, ‘‘ she cares foy no one but herself and 
the Queen. And you know, besides, there is no ane of 
you whose opinion I value, if I have not your own. No 
—not that of Queen Mary herself.”’ 

‘The more shame for you, if it be so,” said Catherine, 
with great composure, 

. ‘* Nay, but fair Catherine," said the page, ‘‘ why will 
you thus damp my ardour, when I am devoting myself, 
body ahd soul, to the cause of your mistress?” 

‘‘It is because in doing so,’' said Catherine, ‘‘ you 
debase a cause so noble, by naming along with it any 
lower or more selfish motive. Believe me,” she said, 
with kindling eyes, and while the blood mantled on her 
cheek, ‘‘they think vilely and falsely of women—I mean 
of those who deserve the name-—who deem that they love 
the gratification of their vanity, or the mean purpose of 
engrossing a lover's admiration and affection, better than 
they love the virtue and honour of the man they mgy be 
brought to prefer. He that serves his religion, his 
prince, and his country, with ardour and devotion, need 
not plead his cause with the common-place rant of 
rémantic passign—the woman whom he honours with 
his love becomes his debtor, and her corresponding 
affection is engaged to repay his glorious toil."’ 

‘*You hold a glorious prize for such toil,’ said the 
youth, bending his eyes on her with enthusiasm. 

‘*Only a heart which knows how to valuc it,” said 
Catherine. ‘' He that should free this injured Princess 
from ghese dungeons, and set her at liberty among her 
loyal and warlike nobles, whose hearts are burning t« 
welcome her—where is the maiden in Scotland whom 
the love of suc#®a hero would not honour, were she 
sprung from the blood royal of the land, and he the off- 
spring of the poorest cottager that ever held a plough?” 

*‘T am determined,” said Roland, ‘‘to take the adven- 
turee gl ell me first, however, fair Catherine, and speakit 
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as if you were confessing to the priest—this poor Queen, 
I know she is unhappy—but, Catherine, do you hold her 
innocent? She is accused of murder.” 

‘*Do I hold the lamb guilty, because it is assailed by 
the wolf?’ answered Catherine ; ‘‘do I hold yonder sun 
polluted, because an carth-damp sullies his beams?” 

The page sighed and lookeddown. ‘‘ Would my con- 
viction were as deep as thine! But one thing is clear, 
that in this captivity she hath wrong.—She rendered 
herself up, on a capitulation, and the terms have 
been refused her—I will embrace her quarrel to the 
death!" 

** Will you—will you, indeed ?"’ said Catherine, taking 
his hand in her turn. ‘‘Oh, be but firm in mind, as 
thou art bold in deed and quick in resolution ; keep but 
thy plighted faith, and after ages shall honour thee as the 
saviour of Scotland !"’ 

‘* But when I have toiled successfully to win that Leah, 
Honour, thou wilt not, my Catherine,” said the page, 
‘¢condemn me to a new term of service for that Rachel, 
Love?” 

‘“‘Of that,” said Catherine, again extricating her 
hand from his grasp, ‘‘ we shall have full time to speak ; 
but Honour is the elder sister, and must be won the 
first." 

‘IT may not win her,” answered the page; ‘‘ but I wilt 
venture fairly for her, and man can dono more. And 
know, fair Catherine,—for you shall see the very secret 
thought of my heart,—that not Honour only—net only 
that other and fairer sister, whom you frown on me for 
so much as mentioning—but the stern commands of duty 
aiso, compel me to aid the Queen's deliverance.” 

** Indeed !" said Catherine ; ‘‘ you were wont to have 
doubts on that matter.” 

“Ay, but her life was not sah threatened,” replied 
Roland. 
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** And is it now more endangered than heretofore?” 
asked Catherine Seyton, in anxious terror. 

‘‘Be not alarmed,” said the page; ‘‘ but you heard 
the terms on which your royal mistress parted with the 
Lady of Lochleven ?" 

‘*Too well—but too well,” said Catherine ; ‘‘alast 
that she cannot rule her princely resentment, and refrain 
from counters like these ! " 

at hath passed betwixt them,’ said Rutand, ‘‘ for 
which woman never forgives woman. I saw the Lady’s 
brow turn pale, and then black, when, before all the 
ménzie, and in her moment of power, the Qucen hum- 
bled her to the dust by taxing her with her shame. And 
I heard the oath of deadly resentment and revenge 
which she muttered in the ear of one, who by his answer 
will, I judge, be but too ready an executioner of her 
will.” 

‘* You terrify me,” said Catherine. 

‘*Do not so take it—call up the masculine oa of 
your spirit—we will counteract and defeat her plans, be 
they dangerous as they may. Why do you look upon 
rie thus, and weep?" 

“‘ Alas!* said Catherine, ‘‘ because you stand there 
before me a living and breathing man, in all the adven- 
turous glow and enterprise of youth, yet still possessing 
the frolic spirits of childhood—there you stand, full alike 
of generous enterprise and childish recklessness ; and if 
to-day, to-morrow, or some such brief space, you lie 
a maggled and lifeless corpse upon the floor of these 
hateful dungeons, who but Catherine Seyton will be the 
cause of your brave and gay career being broken short 
as you start from the goal? Alas! she whom you have 
chosen to twine your wreath, may too probably have to 
work your shroud!" 

** And be it so, Catherine,” said the page, in the full 
glow cf youthful enthusiasm ; ‘‘and do thou work my 
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shroud { and if thou grace it with such tears as fall now 
at the thought, it will honour my remains more than 
an earl’s mantle would my living body. But shame cn 
this faintness of heart! the time craves a firmer mood— 
Be a woman, Catherine, or rather be a man—thou canst 
be a man if thou wilt.” 

Catherine dried her tears, and endeavoured to smile. 

‘* You must not ask me," she said, ‘‘ about that which 
60 much disturbs your mind; you shall know ali in‘ time 
—nay, you should know all now, but that——Hush ! 
here comes the Queen.” 

Mary entered from her aparimeat: paler than usual, 
and apparently exhausted by a sleepless night, and by 
the painful thoughts which had ill supplied the place of 
repose ; yet the languor of her looks was so far from 
impairing her beauty, that it only substituted the frail 
delicacy of the lovely woman for the majestic grace of 
the @ueen. Contrary to her wont, her toilette had been 
very hastily dispatched, and her hair, which was usually 
dressed by Lady Fleming with great care, escaping from 
beneath the head-tire, which had been hastily adjusted, 
fell in long and luxuriant tresses of Nature's own curlixg, 
over a neck and bosom which were somewhat less care- 
fully veiled than usual. 

As she stepped over the threshold of her apartment, 
Catherine, hastily drying her tears, ran to meet her royal 
mistress, and having first kneeled at her fect, and kissed 
her hand, instantly rose, and placing herself on the other 
side of the Queen, seemed anxious to divide with the 
Lady Fleming the honour of supporting amd assisting 
her. The page, on his part, advanced and put in order 
the chair of state, which she usualy goceupied, and 
‘having placed the cushion and footstool for her acoom- 
modation, stepped back, and stood ready for service in 
the place usually occupied by his predecessor, the young 
Seneschal, Mary’s eye rested an instant on kim, and 
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eould not but remark the change of persons. Hers was 
not the female heart which could refuse compassion, at 
least, to a gallant youth who had suffered in her cause, 
although he had been guided in his enterprise by a too 
presumptuous passion ; and the words ‘‘ Poor Douglas {” 
escaped from her lips, perhaps unconsciously, as she 
Jeant herself back in her chair, and put the kerchief to 
her cys. 

‘* Yes, gracious madam,” said Catherine, assuming a 
cheerful manner, in order to cheer her sovereign, ‘‘ our 
gallant Knight is indeed banished—the adventure was 
not reserved for him; but he has left behind him a 
youthful Esquire, as much devoted to your Grace's ser- 
vice, and who, by me, makes you tender of his hand and 
sword." 

“< If they may in aught avail your Grace,” said Roland 
Greeme, bowing profoundly. 

** Alas!” said the Queen, ‘‘ what needs this, @athe- 
tine ?>—-why prepare new victims to be involved in, and 
overwhelmed by, my cruel fortune ?—were we not better 

se to struggie, and ourselves sink in the tide without 
futther resistance, than thus drag into destruction with 
us every generous heart which makes an effort in our 
favour ?—I have had but too much of plot and intrigue 
around me, since I was stretched an orphan child in my 
very cradle, while contending nobles strove which should 
rule in the name of the unconscious innocent, Surely 
time it were that all this busy and most dangerous coil 
shoul@ end. Let me call my prison a convent, and my 
seclusion a voluntary sequestration of myself from the 
world and its way.” 

“Speak not thus, madam, before your faithful ser- 
vants,’ said Catherinc, ‘‘to discourage their zeal at 
once and to break their hearts. Daughter of Kings, be 
not in this hour so unkingly—Come, Roland, and let us, 
the foumgest of her followers, show ourselves worthy of 
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her cause—let us kneel before her footstool, and implore 
her to be’ her own magnanimous self." And leading 
Roland Grzeme to the Queen's seat, they both kneeled 
down before her. Mary raised herself in her chair, and 
sat erect, while extending one hand to be kissed by the 
page, she arranged with the other the clustering locks 
which shaded the bold yet lovely brow of the high- 
spirited Catherine. .; 

** Alas! ma mignonne,” she said, for so in fondness 
she often called her young attendant, ‘‘ that you should 
thus desperately mix with my unhappy fate the fortune 
of your young lives !—Are they not a lovely couple, my 
Fleming? and is it not heartrending to think that I must 
be their ruin?" 

‘‘Not so,” said Roland Graeme, ‘‘it is we, gracious 
Sovereign, who will be your deliverers.” i 

“Ex oribus parvulorum/" said the Queen, looking 
upwitrd ; ‘if it is by the mouth of these children that 
Heaven calls me to resume the stately thoughts which 
become my birth and my rights, Thou wilt grant them 
thy protection, and to me the power of rewarding their 
geal !'"—Then turning to Fleming, she mstantly add, 
—‘'* Thou knowest, my friend, whether to make those 
who have served me happy, was not ever Mary's favourite 
pastime. When I have been rebuked by the stern 
preachers of the Calvinistic heresy—when I have seen 
the fierce countenances of my nobles averted from me, 
has it not been because I mixed in the harmless pleasures 
of the young and gay, and, rather for the sake éf their 
happiness than my own, have mingled in the masque, 
the song, or the dance, with the youth, of my household ? 
Well, I repent not of it—though Knox termed it sin, 
and Morton degradation—I was happy, because I saw 
happiness around me; and woe betide the wretched 
jealousy that can extract guilt out of the overflowings of 
an unguarded gaiety !—Fleming, if we are res@réd wo 
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our throne, shall we not have one blithesome day at a 
blithesome bridal, of which we must now name neither 
the bride nor the bridegroom? but that bridegroom shall 
have the barony of Blairgowrie, a fair gift even far a 
Queen to give, and that bride’s chapiet shall be twined 
with the fairest pearls that ever were found in the depths 
of Lochlomond ; and thou thyself, Mary Fleming, the 
best dresser of tires that ever busked the tresses of a 
Queen, and who would scorn to touch those of any 
woman of lower rank,—thou thyself shalt, for my Jove, 
twine them into the bride's tresses.— Look, my Fleming, 
suppose them such clustered locks as those of our Cathe- 
rine, they would not put shame upon thy skill.” 

So saying, she passed her hand fondly over the head 
of her youthful favourite, while her more aged attendant 
f€plied despondently, ‘‘ Alas! madam, your thoughts 
Stray far from home.” 

‘‘ They do, my Fleming,” said the Queen ; ‘‘ but is it 
well or kind in you to call them back ?—God knows, 
they have kept the perch this night but too closely— 
Come, I will recall the gay vision, were it but to punish 
fem. Yes, af that blithesome bridal Mary herself shal} 
forget the weight of sorrows, and the toil of state, and 
herself once more lead a measure.—At whose wedding 
was it that we last danced, my Fleming? 1 think care 
has troubled my memory—yet something of it I should 
remember—canst thou not aid me?—I1 know thou 
canst.”’ 

‘* plas! madam,” replied the lady -—— 

‘*What!" said Mary, ‘‘ wilt thou not help us so far? 
this is a peevish ence to thine own graver opinion, 
which holds our talk as folly. But thou art court-bred, 
ami wilt well understand me when I say, the Queen 

‘s Lady Fleming to tell her where she led the 
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about to sink into the earth, the cotft-bred dame, 
no fonger daring to refuse obedience, faltered out-~ 
‘*Gracious Lady—if my memory err not—it was at a 
masque in Holyrood—at the marriage of Sebastian.” 

The unhappy Queen, who had hitherto listened with a 
melancholy smile, provoked by the reluctance with which 
the Lady Fleming brought out her story, at this ill-fated 
word interrupted her with a shriek so wild and loyd that 
the vaulted apartment rang, and both Roland and 
Catherine sprung to their feet in the utmost terror and 
alarm. Meantime, Mary seemed, by the train of horrible 
ideas thus suddenly excited, surprised not only beyond 
self-command, but for the moment beyond the verge of 
reason. 

‘*Traitress !" she said to the Lady Fleming, ‘‘ thou 
wouldst slay thy sovereign—Call my French guards—d 
moil ad moi! mes Francais /—\ am beset with traitors in 
mine*own palace—they have murdered my husband— 
Rescue! rescue for the Queen of Scotland!” She 
started up from her chair—her features, late so exquisitely 
lovely in their paleness, now inflamed with the fury of 
frenzy, and resembling those of a Belloma. ‘‘ We 
take the field ourself,” she said ; ‘‘ warn the city—warn 
Lothian and Fife—saddle our Spanish barb, and bid 
French Paris see our petronel be charged !—Better to die 
at the head of our brave Scotsmen, like our grandfather 
-at Flodden, than of a broken heart, like our ill-starred 
father !”" 

‘* Be patient—be composed, dearest Sovereign,” said 
Catherine : and then, addressing Lady Fleming angrily, 
she added, ‘‘ How could you say augat that reminded 
her of her husband ?” 

The word reached the ear of the unhappy princess, who 
caught it up, speaking with great rapidity.’ *‘ Husband ! 
-—what husband ?—Not his most Christian Majesty~he 
is ill at ease—he cannot mount on horseback.—Not*him 
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of the Lennox—but it was the Duke of Orkney thon 
wouldst say." . 

‘* For God's love, madam, be patient | "' said the Lady 
Fleming. 

But the Queen’s excited] imagination could by no 
entreaty be diverted from its course. ‘' Bid him come 
hither to our aid,” she said, ‘‘ and bring with him his 
lambs, qs he calls them-—Bowton, Hay of Talla, Black 
Ormiston, and his kinsman Hob—Fie! how swart 
they are, and how they smell of sulphur! What! 
closeted with Morton? Nay, if the Douglas and the 
Hepburn hatch the complot together, the bird, when it 
breaks the shell, will scare Scotland. Will it not, my 
Fleming ?”’ 

‘“‘She grows wilder and wilder,” said Fleming; ‘“‘ we 
have too many hearers for these strange words.” 

‘*Roland,” said Catherine, ‘‘in the name of God, 
begone! You cannot aid us here—Leave us to® deal 
with her alone—Away—away !" 

She thrust him to the door of the ante-room ; yet even 
when he had entered that apartment, and shut the door, 
h® could still hear the Queen talk in a loud and de- 
termined tone, as if giving forth orders, until at length 
the voice died away in a feeble and continued lamen- 
tation. 

At this crisis Catherine entered the ante-room. ‘ Be 
not too anxious,” she said, ‘‘ the crisis is now over ; but 
keep the door fast—let no one enter until she is more 

‘*‘In the name of God, what does this mean?” said 
the page ; ‘‘or yhat was there in the Lady Fleming's 
words to excite so wild a transport ?” 

“Oh, the Lady Fleming, the Lady Fleming,” said 
Catherine, repeating the words impatiently ; ‘‘ the Lady 
Fleming is a fool—she loves her mistress, yet knows so 
littihd@wy to express her love, that were the Queen to ask 
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her for very poison, she would deem it a point of duty not 
to resist her commands. I could have torn her starched 
head-tire from her formal head—The Queen should have 
as soon had the heart out of my body, as the word 
Sebastian out of my lips—That that piece of weaved 
tapestry should be a woman, and yet not have wit 
enough to tell a lie | "’ 

‘* And what was this story of Sebastian?” gaid the 
page. ‘‘ By Heaven, Catherine, you are all riddles alike id 

‘*You are as great a fool as Fleming,” returned the 
impatient maiden ; ‘‘ know ye not, that on the night of ¢ 
Henry Darnley's murder, and at the blowing up of the 
Kirk of Field, the Queen’s absence was owing to her 
attending on a masque at Holyrood, given by her to 
grace the marriage of this same Sebastian, who, himselfa 
favoured servant, married one of her female attendaits, 
who was near to her person?” 

‘By Saint Giles |!" said the page, ‘‘I wonder not at 
her passion, but only marvel by what forgetfulness it was 
that she could urge the Lady Fleming with such a 
question.” 

‘I cannot account for it,” said Catherine; ‘‘ buf iz 
seems as if great and violent grief or horror sometimes 
obscure the memory, and spread a cloud hike that of an 
exploding cannon over the circumstances with which they 
are accompanied. But I may not stay here, where I 
came not to moralise with your wisdom, but simply to 
cool my resentment against that unwise Lady Fleming, 
which | think hath now somewhat abated, so that I shall 
endure her presence without any desire to damage either 
her curch or vasquine. Meanwhile, keep fast that door 
—I would not for my life that any of these heretics saw 
her in the unhappy state, which, brought on her as it 
has been by the success of their own diabolical plottings, 
they would not stick to call, in their snuffling cant, the 
judgment of Providence.” ¢ « 
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She left the apartment just as the latch of the outward 
door was raised from without. But the bolt, which 
Roland had drawn on the inside, resisted the efforts of 
the person desirous to enter. ‘' Who is there?” said 
Greeme aloud. 

‘*It is I," replied the harsh and yet slow voice of the 

steward Dryfesdale. | 
te cannot enter now,” returned the youth. 
‘And wherefore?"' demanded Dryfesdale, ‘' seeing 
I come but to do my duty, and inquire what mean the 
shrieks from the apartment of the Moabitish woman. 
Wherefore, I say, since such is mine errand, can I not 
enter ?"’ 

‘‘Simply,” replied the youth, ‘‘ because the bolt is 
drawn, and I have no fancy to undo it. I have the 
rifht side of the door to-day, as you had last night.” 

‘* Thou art ill-advised, thou malapert boy,” replied 
the steward, ‘‘to speak to me in such fashion ; But I 
shall inform my Lady of thine insolence.” 

‘‘The insolence,”" said the page, ‘‘ is meant for thee 
only, in fair guerdon of thy discourtesy to me. For thy 

y's information, I have answer more courteous—you 
may say that the Queen is ill at case, and desires to be 
disturbed neither by visits nor messages." 

**T conjure you, in the name of God,” said the old 
man, with more solemnity in his tone than he had 
hitherto used, ‘‘ to let me know if her malady really gains 
power on her!” 

** She will have no aid at your hand, or at your Lady's 
—wherefore, begone, and trouble us no more—we neither 
want, nor will of, aid at your hands.” 

With this positive reply, the steward, grumbling and 
dissatisfied, returned down stairs, 
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CHAP. XXXIL. 


It ts the curse of kings to be attended 

By staves, who take their humours for a marvant 
Zo break into the bloody house of life, 

And on the winking of authority 

Zo understand a law.—KinG Joun. 


; ° 
HE Lady of Lochieven sat alone in her chamber, 
endeavouring, with sincere but imperfect zeal, to 
fix her eyes and her attention on the black- 

letter Bible which lay before her, bound in velvet and 

embroidery, and adorned with massive silver clasps and 
knosps. But she found her utmost efforts unable to 
withdraw her mind from the resentful recollection of 
what had last night passed betwixt her and the Queth, 
in which the latter had with such bitter taunt reminded 
her & her early and long-repented transgression. 
‘‘Why," she said, ‘‘should I resent so deeply that 
another reproaches me with that which I have rever 
ceased to make matter of blushing to myself? and yet, 
why should this woman, who reaps—at least, has reaptd 

—the fruits of my folly, and has jostled my son aside 

from the throne, why should she, in the face of all my 

domestics, and of her own, dare to upbraid me with 
my shame? Is she not in my power? Does she not 
fear me? Ha! wily tempter, I will wrestle with thee 
strongly, and with better suggestions thah my own evil 
heart can supply ! Es 

She again took up the sacred volume, and was en- 
deavouring to fix her attention on its qnntents, when she 
was disturbed by a tap at the door of the room. It 
opened at her command, and the steward Dryfesdale 
entered, and stood before her with a gloomy and per- 
turbed expression on his brow. 

‘* What has chanced, Dryfesdale, that thou .oukest 
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thus?" said his mistress—~‘‘ Have there been evil tidings 
of my son, or of my grandchildren ?”’ 

‘No, Lady,” replied Dryfesdale, ‘‘but you were 
deeply insulted last night, and I fear me thou art as 
deeply avenged this morning—Where is the chaplain ?"’ 

‘* What mean you by hints so dark, and a question so 
sudden? ‘The chaplain, as you well know, is absent at 
Perth upon an assembly of the brethren.” 
 @ Bare not,” answered the steward; ‘‘he is but a 
priest of Baal.” 

‘* Dryfesdale,” said the Lady, sternly, ‘‘ what meanest 
thou? I have ever heard, that in the Low Countries 
thou didst herd with the Anabaptist preachers, those 
boars which tear up the vintage— But the ministry which 
suits me and my house must content my retainers.” 
<1 would I had good ghostly counsel, though,” re- 
plied the steward, not attending to his mistress's rebuke, 
and seeming to speak to himself. ‘' This woman of 
Moab "—— 

‘‘ Speak of her with reverence,’ said the Lady ; ‘‘ she 
is a king’s daughter.” 

u'' Be it so,"’ replied Dryfesdale ; ‘‘ she goes where there 
is little difference betwixt her and a beggar’s child— 
Mary of Scotland is dying.” 

‘* Dying, and in my castle !"’ said the Lady, starting 
up in alarm ; ‘‘ of wh&t disease, or by what accident?” 

‘* Bear patience, Lady. The ministry was mine.” 

‘* Thine, villain and traitor |!—how didst thou dare" —— 

‘I heard you insulted, Lady—I heard you demand 
vengeance—I promised you should have it, and I now 
bring tidings of it.” 

* Dryfesdale, Ptrust thou ravest ?” said the Lady. 

‘‘I rave not," replied the steward. ‘‘ That which was. 
written of me a million of years ere I saw the light, must 
be executed by me. She hath that in her veins that, I 

.feawm3, will soon stop the springs of life.” 
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“* Cruel villain !°" exclaimed the Lady, ‘‘ thou hast not 
poisoned her?” 

‘‘And if I had,” said Dryfesdale, ‘‘what does it so 
greatly merit? Men bane vermin—why not rid them 
of their enemies so? in Italy they will do it for a 
cruizuedor.” 

‘‘ Cowardly ruffian, begone from my sight !"” 

‘‘Think better of my zeal, Lady,” said the steward, 
‘*and judge not without looking around you. Lindesay, 
Ruthven, and your kinsman Morton, poniarded Rizzio, 
and yet you now see no blood on their embroidery—the 
Lord Semple stabbed the Lord of Sanquhar—does his 
bonnet sit a jot more awry on his brow? What noble 
lives in Scotland who has not had a share, for policy or 
revenge, in some such dealing ?—and who imputes it to 
them? Be not cheated with names—a dagger Ot a 
draught work to the same end, and are little unlike—a 
giass phial imprisons the one, and a leathern sheath the 
other—one deals with the brain, the other sluices the 
blood—Yet, I say not I gave aught to this lady.” 

‘‘ What dost thou mean by thus dallying with me?” 
said the Lady; ‘‘as thou wouldst save thy neck frém 
the rope it merits, tell me the whole truth of this story— 
thou hast long been known a dangerous man.” 

‘** Ay, in my master's service I can be cold and sharp 
as my sword. Be it known to you, that when last on 
shore, I consulted with a woman of skill and power, 
called Nicneven, of whom the country has rung for some 
' brief time past. Fools asked her for charms to‘make 
them beloved, misers for means to increase their store ; 
some demanded to know the future—an idle wish, since 
it cannot be altered ; others would have an explanation 
- of the past—idler still, since it cannot be recalled. I 
heard their queries with scorn, and demanded the means 
of avenging myself of a deadly enemy, for I grow old, 
and may trust #0 longer to Bilboa blade. She gave me 
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a packet—‘ Mix that,’ said she, ‘with any liquid, and 
thy vengeance is complete.’ "’ 

‘* Villain ! and you mixed it with the food of this im- 
prisoned Lady, to the dishonour of thy master’s house ?”” 

‘‘To redeem the insulted honour of my master’s 
house, I mixed the contents of the packet with the jar of 
succory-water : They seldom fail to drain it, and the 
worhan Joves it over all.” 

‘‘¥ was a work of hell,” said the Lady Lochlieven, 
‘*both the asking and the granting.— Away, wretched 
man, let us see if aid be yet too late!” 

‘* They will not admit us, madam, save we enter by 
force—I have been twice at the door, but can obtain no 
entrance.” : 

“* We will beat it level with the ground, if needful— 
AMP hold—summon Randal hither instantly.— Randal, 
here is a foul and evil chance befallen—-send off a boat 
instantly to Kinross, the Chamberlain Luke Lunc%n is 
said to have skilli—Fetch off, too, that foul witch Nic- 
neven ; she shall first counteract her own spell, and then 
be burned to ashes in the island of Saint Serf. Away— 
away—Tell them to hoist sail and ply oar, as ever they 
would have good of the Douglas's hand !" 

‘* Mother Nicneven will not be lightly found, or fetched 
hither on these conditions,” answered Dryfesdale. 

‘‘Then grant her full assurance of safety—Look to 
it, for thine own life must answer for this Lady's 
recovery."’ 

‘‘I might have guessed that,” sdid Dryfesdale, sul- 
lenly ; ‘‘ but it is my comfort I have avenged mine own 
cause, as well as yours. She hath scoffed and scripped 
at me, and enco ed her saucy minion of a page to 
ridicule my stiff gait and slow speech. I felt it borne in 
upon me that I was to be avenged on them.” 

‘*Go to the western turret,” said the Lady, “and 
remam there in ward until we see how this gear 
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terminate, I know thy resolved disposition—thou wilf 
not attempt escape." 

‘* Not were the walls of the turret of egg-shells, and 
the lake sheeted with ice,’’ said Dryfesdale. ‘‘ I am well 
taught, and strong in belief, that man does nought of 
himself ; he is but the foam on the billow, which rises, 
bubbles, and bursts, not by its own effort, but by the 
mightier impulse of fate which urges him, Yet, Lady, if 
I may advise, amid this zeal for the life of the Jezevel of 
Scotland, forget not what is due to thine own honour, 
and keep the matter secret as you may.” 

So saying, the gloomy fatalist turned from her, and 
stalked off with sullen composure to the place of confine- 
ment allotted to him. 

His lady caught at his last hint, and only expressed 
her fear that the prisoner had partaken of some unwhw.> 
some food, and was dangerously ill. The castle was 
soon, alarmed and in confusion. Randal was dispatched 
to the shore to fetch off Lundin, with such remedies as 
could counteract poison ; and with farther instructions to 
bring Mother Nicneven, if she could be found, with full 
power to pledge the Lady of Lochleven’s word for ker 
safety. 

Meanwhile the Lady of Lochleven herself held parley 
at the door of the Queen's apartment, and in vain urged 
the page to undo it. 

‘‘ Foolish boy!" she said, ‘‘ thine own life and thy 
Lady's are at stake—Open, I say, or we will cause the 
door to be broken down.” 

‘‘I may not open the door without my royal mis- 
tress’s orders," answered Roland ; ‘‘she has been very 
ill, and now she slumbers—if you wake ber by using 
violence, let the consequence be on you and your 
followers.” 

‘* Was ever wonran in a strait so fearful 1’ exclaimed 
the Lady of Lochieven—"' At least, thou rash boy, be- 
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ware that no one tastes the food, but especially the jar 
of succory-water.”’ 

She then hastened to the turret, where Dryfesdale had 
composedly resigned himself to imprisonment. She 
found him reading, and demanded of him, ‘‘ Was thy 
fell potion of speedy operation?” 

‘« Slow,” answered the steward. ‘‘ The hag asked me 
which I chose—I told her I loved a slow and sure re- 
veng@. ‘Revenge,’ said I, ‘is the highest-flavoured 
draught which man tastes upon earth, and he should sip 
it by little and little—not drain it up greedily at once.’” 

‘* Against whom, unhappy man, couldst thou nourish 
sO fell a revenge ?”’ 

‘*T had many objects, but the chief was that insolent 
page.” | 
-<°The boy !—thou inhuman man,” exclaimed the lady ; 
‘*what could he do to deserve thy malice ?”’ 

‘‘ He rose in your favour, and you graced him with 
your commissions—that was one thing. He rose in that 
of George Douglas also—that was another. He was the 
favourite of the Calvinistic Henderson, who hated me 
be.ause my spiry disowns a separated priesthood. The 
Moabitish Queen held him dear—winds from each op- 
posing point blew in his favour—the old servitor of your 
house was held lightly among ye—above all, from the 
first time I saw his face, I longed to destroy him.” 

‘* What fiend have I nurtured in my house!” replied 
the Lady. ‘‘ May God forgive me the sin of having 
given thee food and raiment!” 

‘‘You might not choose, Lady," answered the steward. 
‘* Long ere this ae eer builded—ay, long ere the islet 
which sustains it its head above the blue water, I 
was destined to be your faithful slave, and you to be mv 
ungrateful mistress. Remember you not when I plunged 
amid the victorious French, in the time of this lady’s 
mother, and brought off your husband, when those who 
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had hung at the same breasts with him dared not attempt 
the rescue ?—Remember how I plunged jnto the Inke 
when your grandson’s skiff was overtaken by the tem- 
pest, boarded, and steered her safe to the land. Lady— 
the servant of a Scottish baron is he who regards not his 
own life, or that of any other, save his master. And, 
for the death of the woman, I had tried the potion on 
her sooner, had not Master George been her, taster. 
Her death-—-would it not be the happiest news that t- 
land ever heard? Is she not of the bloody Guisian 
stock, whose sword was so often red with the blood of 
God’s saints? Is she not the daughter of the wretched 
tyrant James, whom Heaven cast down from his king- 
dom, and his pride, even as the King of Babylon was 
smitten ?” 

‘* Peace, villain!” said the Lady—a thousand varied 
recollections thronging on her mind at the mention of her 
royaf lover's name ; ‘‘ Peace, and disturb not the ashes 
of the dead—of the royal, of the unhappy dead. Read 
thy Bible ; and may God grant thee to avail thyself better 
of its contents than thou hast yet done!” She de- 
parted hastily, and as she reached the sext apartmefft, 
the tears rose to her eyes so hastily, that she was com- 
pelled to stop and use her kerchief to dry them. ‘‘I 
expected not this,’’ she said, ‘‘no more than to have 
drawn water from the hard flint, or sap from a withered 
tree, I saw with a dry eye the apostasy and shame of 
George Douglas, the hope of my son's house—the child 
of my love ; and yet I now weep for him who has eo long 
lain in his grave—forhim to whom I owe it, that his 
daughter can make a scoffing and a jest of my name ! 
But she is 47s daughter—my heart, hardened against her 
for so many causes, relents when a glance of her eye 
places her father unexpectedly before me—and as often 
her likeness to that true daughter of the house of Guise, 
her detested mother, has again confirmed my res0lution. 
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But she must not—must not die in my house, and by so 
foul a practice. Thank God, the operation of the potion 
is slow, and may be counteracted. JI will to her apart- 
ment once more. But oh! that hardened villain, whose 
fidelity we held in such esteem, and had such high 
proof of ! What miracle can unite so much wickedness 
and so much truth in one bosom !" 

Thg bady of Lochleven was not aware how far minds 
of a certain gloomy and determined cast by nature, mav 
be warped by a keen sense of petty injuries and insults, 
combining with the love of gain, and sense of self-in.- 
terest, and amalgamated with the crude, wild, and indi- 
gested fanatical opinions which this man had gathered 
among the crazy sectaries of Germany; or how far the 
a ines of fatalism, which he had embraced so de- 
¢ ly, sear the human conscience, by representing our 
actions as the result of inevitable necessity. 

During her visit to the prisoner, Roland had comfau- 
nicated to Catherine the tenor of the conversation he had 
had with her at the door of the apartment. The quick 
intelligence of that lively maiden instantly comprehendext 
the outline of what was believed to have happened, bat 
her prejudices hurried her beyond the truth. 

‘* They meant to have poisoned us," she exclaimed in 
horror, ‘‘ and there stands the fatal liquor which shoukt 
have done the deed !—Ay, as soon as Douglas ceased to 
be our taster, our food was likely to be fatally seasoned. 
Thou, Roland, who shouldst have made the essay, wert 
readily ¢doomed to die with us. Ob, dearest Lady 
Fleming, pardon, pardon, for the injuries I said to you 
in my anger—yourgvords were prompted by Heaven to 
save our lives, and especially that of the injured Queen. 
But what have we now to do? that old crocodile of the 
lake will be presently back to shed her hypocritical tears 
over our dying agonies.—Lady Fleming, what shall we 
do?'* .° 
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“‘Our Lady help us in our need !"’ she replied ; ‘‘ how 
should I tell ?—unless we were to make our plaint to the 


‘‘ Make our plaint to the devil,” said Catherine, im- 
patiently, ‘‘ and accuse his dam at the foot of his burning 
throne !—The Queen still sleeps—we must gain time. 
‘The poisoning hag must not know her scheme has mis~ 
carried ; the old envenomed spider has but tao many 
avays of mending her broken web.—The jar of succory- 
water,” said she—‘‘ Roland, if thou be’st a man, help 
me—empty the jar on the chimney or from the window— 
make such waste among the viands as if we had made 
our usual meal, and leave the fragments on cup and pore 
ringer, but taste nothing as thou lovest thy life. I will sit 
by the Queen, and tell her at her waking, in what a_fear- 
ful pass we stand. Her sharp wit and ready spirit will 
teach us what is best to be done. Meanwhile, till 
durther notice, observe, Roland, that the Queen is in a 
state of torpor—that Lady Fleming is indisposed—that 
character " (speaking in a lower tone) ‘‘ will suit her best, 
and save her wits some labour in vain. I am not so 
much indisposed, thou understandest.” ¢ . 

‘“And 1?" said the page—— 

‘You ?" replied Catherine, ‘‘ you are quite well—who 
thinks it worth while to poison puppy-dogs or pages?” 

‘‘Does this levity become the’ time?” asked the 


**It does, it does,” answered Catherine Seyton ; ‘‘ if 
the Queen approves, I see plainly how this discohcerted 
attempt may do us good service.” 

She went to work while she spoke, gagerly assisted by 
Roland. The breakfast table soon displayed the appear- 
ance as if the meal had been eaten as usual; and the 
ladies retired as softly as possible into the Queen's sleep- 
ing apartment. Ata new summons of the Loch- 
leven, the page undid the door, and admitted her’ into 
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the anteroom, asking her pardon for having withstood 
her, alleging in excuse, that the Queen had fallen into a 
heavy slumber since she had broken her fast. 

‘*She has eaten and drunken, then?” said the Lady of 
Lochleven. 

‘« Surely,’’ replied the page, ‘‘ according to her Grace’s 
ordinary custom, unless upon the fasts of the church.” 

jar," she said, hastily examining it, ‘‘it is 
empty—drank the Lady Mary the whole of this water?” 

‘*A large part, madam; and I heard the Lady 
Catherine Seyton jestingly upbraid the Lady Mary Flem- 
ing with having taken more than a just share of what 
remained, so that but little fell to her own lot.” 

‘*And are they well in health?” said the Lady of 


‘ooporen- 
. y Fleming,” said the page, ‘‘complains of 
lethargy, and Jooks duller than usual; and the Lady 


Catherine of Seyton feels her head somewhat more 
giddy than is her wont.” 

He raised his voice a little as he said these words, to 
ae the ladies of the part assigned to each of them, 
and not, perhaps, without the wish of conveying to the 
ears of Catherine the page-like jest which lurked in the 
allotment. 

“TI will enter the Queen's bedchamber,"’ said the Lady 
Lochleven ; ‘‘ my business is express.” 

As she advanced to the door, the voice of Catherine 
Seyton was heard from within—‘‘ No one can enter here 
—the @ueen sleeps.” 

‘*I will not be controlled, young lady,” replied the 
Lady of Lochleveg ; ‘‘ there is, I wot, no inner bar, and 
I will enter in your despite.”’ 

‘* There is, indeed, no inner bar,” answered Catherine, 
firmly, ‘‘ but there are the staples where that bar should 
be ; and into those staples have I thrust mine arm, lke 
an aficeStress of your own, when, better employed than 
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the Douglascs of our days, she thus defended the bed- 
chamber of her sovereign against murderers. Try vour 
force, then, and see whether a Seyton cannot rival in 
courage n maiden of the house of Douglas." 

‘‘I dare not attempt the pass at such risk,” said the 
Lady of Lochleven. ‘‘Strange, that this Princess, with 
all that justly attaches to her as blameworthy, should pre- 
serve such empire over ¢he minds of her atte ts.— 
Damsel, I give thee my honour that I come for the 
Queen's safety and advantage. Awaken her, if thou 
lovest her, and pray her leave that I may enter—I will 
retire from the door the whilst.”’ 

‘* Thou wilt not awaken the Queen?” said the Lady 
Fleming. 

‘“What choice have we?" said the ready- 
maiden, ‘‘ unless you deem it better to wait till th Tney 
Lochleven herself plays lady of the bedchamber. Her 
fit af paticnce will not last jong, and the Queen must be 
prepared to meet her.” 

‘But thou wilt bring back her Grace’s fit by thus 
disturbing her." 

‘Heaven forbid!" replied Catherine ; ‘‘ but if sof, it 
must pass for an effect of the poison. I hepe better 
things, and that the Queen will be able when she awakes 
to form her own judgment in this terrible crisis. Mean- 
while, do thou, dear Lady Fleming, practise to look 
as dull and heavy as the alertness of thy spirit will 
permit." 

Catherine kneeled by the side of the Queems bed, 
and, kissing her hand repeatedly, succeeded at last in 
awakening without alarming her. Shg seemed surprised 
to find that she was ready dressed, but sate up in het 
bed, and appeared so perfectly composed, that Catherine 
Seyton, without farther preamble, judged it safe to in- 
form her of the predicament in which they were placed. 
Mary turned pale, and crossed herself again anli dgain, 
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when she heard the imminent danger in which she had 
stood. But, like the Ulysses of Homer, 


-—-——— Hardly waking yet 
Sprang in her mind the momentary wit, 


and she at once understood her situation, with the 
dangers and advantages that attended it. 

‘* We cannot do better,” she said, after her hasty con- 
ferefice with Catherine, pressing her at the same time to 
her bosom, and kissing her forehead ; ‘‘ we cannot do 
better than to follow the scheme so happily devised by 
thy quick wit and bold affection. Undo the door to the 
Lady Lochleven—She shall mect her match in art, though 
not in perfidy. Fleming, draw close the curtain, and 
get_thee behind it—thou art a better tire-woman than 

actress; do but breathe heavily, and, if thou wilt, 
groan slightly, and it will top thy part. Mark! they 
come. Now, Catherine of Medicis, may thy spigitt in- 
spire me, for a cold northern brain is too blunt for this 
seene |" 

Ushered by Catherine Seyton, and stepping as light as 
whe could, the J.ady Lochleven was shown into the twi- 
light apartment, and conducted to the side of the coucu, 
where Mary, pallid and exhausted from a sleepless night, 
and the subsequent agitation of the morning, lay ex- 
tended So listlessly as might well confirm the worst fears 
of her hostess. 

‘Now, God forgive us our sins!" said the Lady of 
Lochjeven, forgetting her pride, and throwing herself on 
her knees by the side of the bed ; ‘it is too true—She 1s 
murdered!" 

‘Who is in tRe chamber?” said Mary, as if awaking 
from a heavy sleep. ‘‘Seyton, Fleming, where are you? 
I heard a strange voice. Who waits ?-—Call Courcelles.”” 

“* Alas! her memory is at Holyrood, though her body 
is at Rochleven.—Forgive, madam," continued the Lady, 
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‘‘ if I call your attention to me—I am Margaret Erskine, 
of the house of Mar, by marriage Lady Douglas, of 
ochleven."' 

‘‘Oh, our gentle hostess,’’ answered the Queen, ‘‘ who 
hath such care of our lodgings and of our diet—We 
cumber you too much and too long, good Lady of Loch- 
leven ; but we now trust your task of hospitality is well- 
nigh ended.” e. 

‘*Her words go like a knife through my heart,” said 
the Lady of Lochleven—‘‘ With a breaking heart, I pray 
your Grace to tell me what is your ailment, that aid may 
be had, if there be yet time.’’ 

‘‘Nay, my ailment,” replied the Qucen, ‘‘is nothing 
worth telling, or worth a leech’s notice—my limbs feel 
heavy—my heart feels cold—a prisoner's limbs and Qgart 
are rarely otherwise—fresh air, methinks, and freedom~ 
would soon revive me; but as the Estates have ordered 
it, d€ath alone can break my prison-doors.”’ 

‘‘ Were it possible, madam,” said the Lady, ‘‘that 
your liberty could restore your perfect health, I would 
myself encounter the resentment of the Regent—of my 
son, Sir William—of my whole friends, eather than you 
should meet your fate in this castle.” sO 

** Alas! madam,”’ said the Lady Fleming, who con- 
ceived the time propitious to show that her own address 
had been held too lightly of; ‘‘it is but trymg what 
good freedom may work upon us; for myself, I think a 
free walk on the greensward would do me much good at 
heart.” * 

The Lady of Lochleven rose from the bedside, and 
darted a penetrating look at the elder valetudinary. 
** Are you so evil-disposed, Lady Fleming ?"' 

‘* Evil-disposed indeed, madam,’’ replied the court 
dame, ‘‘and more especially since breakfast." 

** Help! help !° exclaimed Catherine, anxious to break 
off a conversation which boded her schemes no‘gdod ; 
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iia I s#y, help! the Queen is about to pass away. 
Aid her, Lady Lochleven, if you be a woman !” 

The Lady hastened to support the Queen’s head, who, 
turning her eyes towards her with an air of great lan- 
guor, exclaimed, ‘‘ Thanks, my dearest Lady of Loch- 
leven—notwithstanding some passages of late, I have 
never misconstrued or misdoubted your affection to our 
housg.e It was proved, as I.have heard, before I was 
born.” 

The Lady Lochleven sprung from the floor on which 
she had again knelt, and, having paced the apartment in 
great disorder, flung open the lattice, as if to get air. 

‘‘Now, Our Lady forgive me!" said Catherine to 
herself. ‘‘ How deep must the love of sarcasm be im- 
planjed in the breasts of us women, since the Queen, 
~ 7 all her sense, will risk ruin rather than rein in her 
wit!" She then adventured, stooping over the Queen’s 
person, to press her arm with her hand, saying, at the 
same time, ‘‘ For God's sake, madam, restrain your- 
self!” 

‘*Thou art too forward, maiden,” said the Queen ; 
bet immediately added, in a low whisper, ‘‘ Forgive me, 
Catherine ; but when I felt the hag'’s murderous hands 
busy about my head and neck, I felt such disgust and 
hatred, that I must have said something, or died. But 
I will be schooled to better behaviour—only see that thou 
let her not touch me.”’ \ 

‘‘ Now, God be praised!" said the Lady Lochleven, 
withdsawing her head from the window, ‘‘the boat 
comes as fast as sail and o&r can send wood through 
water. It bringsghe leech and a female—certainly, from 
the appearance, the very person I was in quest of. Were 
she but well out of this castle, with our honour safe, I 
would that she were on the top of the wildest mountain 
in Norway ; or I would I had heen there myself, ere 1 
had ‘urtertaken this trust.” 
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While she thus expressed herself, standing apart at 
one window, Roland Grizeme, from the other, watched 
the boat bursting through the waters of the lake, which 
glided from its side in ripple and in foam. He, too, 
became sensible, that at the stern was seated the medical 
Chambeflain, clad in his black velvet cloak ; and that 
his own relative, Magdalen Graeme, in her assumed 
character of Mother Nigneven, stood in the bow, her 
hands clasped together, and pointed towards the éastle, 
and her attitude, even at that distance, expressing en- 
thusiastic eagerness to arrive at the landing-place. ‘They 
arrived therc accordingly, and while the supposed witch 
was detained in a room beneath, the physician was 
ushered to the Queen's apartment, which he entered with 
all due professional solemnity. Catherine had, in the 
sneanwhile, fallen back from the Queen’s bed, and 
in opportunity to whisper to Roland, ‘‘ Methinks from 
the «nformation of the threadbare velvet cloak and the 
solemn beard, there would be litle trouble in haltering 
yonder ass. But thy grandmother, Roland—thy grand- 
mother's zeal will ruin us, if she get not a hint to a 
semble." 

-Roland, without reply, glided sats the deor of ts 
a t, crossed the parlour, and safely entered the 
ante-chamber ; but when he attempted to pass farther, 
the word ‘‘ Back ! back !"’ echoed from one to the other, 
by fwo men armed with carabines, convinced him that the 
Lady of Lochleven's suspicions had not, even in the 
midst of her alarms, been so far lulled to sleep as ¢o0 omit 
the precaution of stationing sentinels on her prisoners. 
He was compelled, therefore, to retury to the parlour, or 
nudience-chamber, in which he found the Lady of the 
castle in conference with her learned leech. 

‘‘A truce with your cant phrase and your solemn fop- 
pery, Lundin,”’ in sugh terms she accosted the man of 
art, ‘‘and let me know instantly, if thou cast tell, 
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whether this lady hath swallowed aught that is less than 
wholesome ? ”’ 

‘* Nay, but, good lady—honoured patroness —to whom 
Tam alike bondsman in my medical and official capacity, 
teal reasonably with me. If this, mine illustrious 
yatient, will not answer a question, saving with sighs and 
moans—if that other honourable lady will do nought but 
yaw gn my face when I inquire after the diagnostics—~ 
and if that other young damscl, who I profess is a comely 
inaiden "’ 

‘‘Talk not to me of comeliness or of damsels,” said 
the Lady of Lochleven, ‘‘I say, are they evil-disposed? 
—In one word, man, have they taken poison, ay or 
no?” 

‘‘ Poisons, madam,” said the learned leech, ‘‘are of 

ious sorts. There is your animal poison, as the lepus 
inarinus, as mentioned by Dioscorides and Galen—therce 
are mineral and semi-mineral poisons, as those’ com- 
pounded of sublimate regulus of antimony, vitriol, and 
the arsenical salts—there are your poisons from herbs 
and vegetables, as the aqua cymbalaric, opium, aconi- 
tim, cantharices, and the like—there are also “—— 

‘* Now, out upon thee for a learned fool! and I myself 
am no better for expecting an oracle from such a log,” 
said the Lady. 

‘*Nay, but if your ladyship will have patience—if I 
knew what food they have partaken of, or could see but 
the remnants of what they have last eaten—for as to the 
extemal and internal symptoms I can discover nought 
like ; for, as Galen saith in his second book de Anii- 
dotss" is 

‘‘ Away, fool!” said the Lady; ‘‘send me that hag 
hither ; she shall avouch what it was that she hath given 
to the wretch Dryfesdale, or the pilniewinks and thumbi- 
kins shall wrench it out of her finger-joints |” 

“ #tt hath no enemy unless the ignorant,” said the 
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mortified Doctor ; veiling, however, his remark under the 
Latin version, and stepping apart into a corner to watch 
the result. 

In a minute or two Magdalen Greeme entered the 
apartment, dressed as we have described her at the revel, 
but with her muffler thrown back, and all affectation of 
disguise. She was attended by two guards, of whose 
presence she did not seem even to be conscious, arwigvho 
followed her with an air of embarrassment and timidity, 
which was probably owing to their belief in her super- 
natural power, coupled with the effect produced by her 
bold and undaunted demeanour. She confronted the 
Lady of Lochleven, who seemed to endure with high 
disdain the confidence of her air and manner. 

‘Wretched woman!” said the Lady, after essayj 
for a moment to bear her down, before she addre 
her, by the stately severity of her look, ‘‘ what was that 
powder which thou didst give to a servant of this house, 
by name Jasper Dryfesdale, that he might work out with 
it some slow and secret vengeance ?—Confess its nature 
and properties, or, by the honour of Douglas, I give thee 
to fire and stake before the sun is lower ! '¥ 

* Alas!" said Magdalen Graeme im reply, ‘‘ artd when 
became a Douglas or a Douglas's man so unfurnished of 
his means of revenge, that he should seek them at the 
hands of a poor and solitary woman? The towers in 
which your captives pine away into unpitied graves, yet 
stand fast on their foundation—the crimes wrought in 
them have not yet burst their vaults asunder—your men 
have still their cross-bows, pistolets, and daggers—why 
need you seek to herbs or charms for g*he execution of 
your revenges?"’ 

** Hear me, foul hag,” said the Lady of Lochleven,— 
*‘but what avails speaking to thee ?—Bring Dryfesdale 
hither, and let them be confronted together.” 

‘You may spare your retainers the labour,” fepiied 
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Magdalen Graeme. ‘‘I came not here to be confronted 
with a base groom, nor to answer the intcrrogatories of 
James's heretical leman—lI came to speak with the Queen 
of Scotland—Give place there ! "’ 

And while the Lady Lochleven stood confounded at 
her boldness, and at the reproach she had cast upon 
herself, Magdalen Graeme strode past her into the bed- 
chamber of the Queen, and, kneeling on the floor, made 
a sdlutation as if, in the Oriental fushion, she meant to 
touch the earth with her forehead. 

‘* Hail, princess |’ she said, ‘‘ hail, daughter of many 
a King, but graced above them all in that thou art called 
to suffer for the true faith !—hail to thee, the pure gold 
of whose crown has been tried in the seven-times heated 
furnace of affliction—hear the comfort which God and 

Lady send thee by the mouth of thy unworthy ser- 
vant.—But first ’’—and stooping her head she crossed 
herself repeatedly, and, still upon her knees, appecced to 
be rapidly reciting some formula of devotion. 

‘* Seize her, and drag her to the massy-more !—to 
the deepest dungeon with the sorceress, whose master, 
te devil, could alone have inspired her with boldness 
enough to insult the mother of Douglas in his own 
castle {” 

Thus spoke the incensed Lady of Lochleven, but the 
physician presumed to interpose. 

‘*I pray of you, honoured madam, she be permitted 
to take her course without interruption. Peradventure 
we spall learn something concerning the nostrum she 
hath ventured, contrary to law and the rules of art, to 
adhibit to these, ladies, through the medium of the 
steward Dryfesdale.” 

‘For a fool,” replied the Lady of Lochleven, ‘‘ thou 
hast counselled wisely—I will bridle my resentment till 
their conference be over.” 

“Gad forbid, honoured lady,” said Doctor Lundin, 
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**that you should suppress it longer—nothing may more 
endanger the frame of your honoured body ; and truly, 
if there be witchcraft in this matter, it is held by the 
vulgar, and even by solid authors on Demonology, that 
three scruples of the ashes of the witch, when she hath 
been well and carefully burned at a stake, is a grand 
Catholicon in such matter, even as they prescribe criss 
cants rabédi, a hair of the dog that bit the pati¢gt, in 
cases of hydrophobia. I warrant neither treatment, 
being out of the regular practice of the schools ; but in 
the present case, there can be little harm in trying the 
conclusion upon this old necromancer and quack-salver 
‘experimentum (as we say) in corpore vili,” 

'Peace, fool!" said the Lady, ‘‘she is about to 

At that moment Magdalen Greeme arose from ‘he 
knees, and turned her countenance on the Queen, at the 
same .ime advancing her foot, extending her arm, and 
assuming the mien and attitude of a sibylin frenzy. As 
her grey hair floated back from beneath her coif, and 
her eye gleamed fire from under its shaggy eyebrow, the 
effect of her expressive, though emaciatec features, 
heightened by an enthusiasm approaching to imsanity, 
and her appearance struck with awe all who were pre- 
sent. Her eyes for a time glanced wildly around, as if 
seeking for something to aid her in collecting her powers 
of expression, and her lips had a nervous and quivering 
motion, as those of one who would fain speak, yet rejects 
as inadequate the words which present themsclives. 
Mary herself caught the infection as if by a sort of mag- 
netic influence, and raising herself from,her bed, without 
being able to withdraw her eyes from those of Magdalen, 
waited as if for the oracle of a Pythoness. She waited 
not long, for no sooner had the enthusiast collected ber- 
self, than her gaze became intensely steady, her features 
assumed a determined cnergy, anid when she bezati to 
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speak, the words flowed from her with a profuse fluency, 
which might have passed for inspiration, and which, 
yerhaps, she herself nristook for such. 

‘¢ Arise,” she said, ‘‘ Queen of France and of England ! 
Arise, Lioness of Scotland, and be not dismayed though 
the nets of the hunters have encircled thee ! Stoop not 
‘0 feign with the false ones, whom thou shalt soon meet 
in th¢ field. The issue of battle is with the God of 
armies, but by battle thy cause shall be tried. Lay 
aside, then, the arts of lower mortals, and assume those 
which become a Queen! True defender of the only true 
‘aith, the armoury of heaven is open to thee! Faithful 
daughter of the Church, take the keys of St. Peter, to 
Jind and to loose !—Royal Princess of the land, take 
che gyvord of Saint Paul, to smite and to shear! There 
darkness in thy destiny ;—Dbut not in these towers, not 
under the rule of their haughty mistress, shall that 
destiny be closed—In other lands the lioness may 
crouch to the power of the tigress, but not in her own 
—not in Scotland shall the Queen of Scotland long 
remain captive—nor is the fate of the royal Stuart 
in the hands of the traitor Douglas. Let the Lady of 
Lochleven double her bolts and deepen her dungeons, 
hey shall not retain thee—each element shall give thee 
its assistance ere thou shalt continue captive—the land 
shall lend its earthquakes, the water its waves, the air 
its tempests, the fire its devouring flames, to desolate 
this house, rather than it shall continue the place of thy 
captivgy.—Hear this, and tremble, all ye who fight 
against the light, for she says it, to whom it hath been 
assured !” is . 

She was silent, and the astanished physician said, “If 
-here was ever an Lnergumene, or possessed demoniac, 
in our days, there is a devil speaking with that woman's 
tongue {"’ 

‘* Practice,” said the Lady of Lochleven, recovering 
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her surprise ; ‘‘here is all practice and imposture—To 
the dungeon witb her!” 

‘*Lady of Lochleven,’’ said Mary, arising from her 
bed, and coming forward with her wonted dignity, ‘‘ ere 
you make arrest On any one in our presence, hear me 
but one word. 1 have done you some wrong—lI believed 
you privy to the murderous purpose of your vassal, and 
I deceived you in suffering you to believe it had taken 
effect. I did you wrong, Lady of Lochleven, for I per- 
ceive your purpose to aid me was sincere. We tasted 
not of the liquid, nor are we now sick, save that we 
languish for our freedom.” 

‘* It is avowed like Mary of Scotland,” said Magdalen 
Groene; ‘‘and know, besides, that had the Queen 
drained the draught to the dregs, it was harmless as the 
water from a sainted spring. ‘Trow ye, proud wom. 
she added, addressing herself to the Lady of Lochleven, 
**that 1—I—would have been the wretch to put poison 
in the hands of a servant or vassal of the house of 
Lochicven, knowing whom that house contained? as 
soon would I have furnished drug to slay my ie 
daughter!" 

‘‘Am [ thus bearded in mine own castle?” said m 
Lady ; ‘‘ to.the dungcon with her !—she shall abye what 
is due to the vendor of poisons and practiser of witch- 

‘*Yet hear me for an instant, Lady of Lochleven,” 
said Mary ; ‘‘and do you,” to Magdalen, ‘‘be silent at 
my command.—Your steward, lady, has by confgssion 
attempted my life, and those of my household, and this 
woman hath done her best to save them, by furnishing 
nim with what was harmless, im place o1 the fatal drugs 
which he expected. Methinks 1 propose to you but a 
fair exchange when I say I forgive your vassal with all 
my heart, and leave vengeance to God, and to his con- 
sclenoe, so that you also forgive the boldness vf: this 
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woman in your presence ; for we trust you do not hold 
it as a crime, that she substituted an innocent beverage 
for the mortal poison which was to have drenched ourcup."’ 

‘' Heaven forefend, madam,” said the Lady, ‘‘ that I 
should account that a crime which saved the house of 
Douglas from a foul breach of honour and hospitality ! 
We have written to our son touching our vassal’s delict, 
and ba must abide his doom, which will most likely be 
death. Touching this woman, her trade is damnable by 
Scripture, and is mortally punished by the wise laws of 
our ancestry—she also must abide her doom.” 

‘‘And have I then,” said the Queen, ‘‘no claim on 
the house of Lochleven for the wrong I have so nearly 
suffered within their walls? I ask but in requital, the 
life gf a frailand aged woman, whose brain, as yourself 
=" judge, seems somewhat affected by years and 
suffering."’ 

‘If the Lady Mary,” replied the inflexible Lady of 
Lochleven, ‘‘ hath been menaced with wrong in the house 
of Douglas, it may be regarded as some compensation, 
that her complots have cost that house the exile of a 

dson.” °® 

‘‘ Plea@ no more for me, my gracious Sovereign,” said 
Magdalen Grzme, ‘‘nor abase yourself to ask so much 
as a grey hair of my head at her hands. I knew the risk 
at which I served my Church and my Queen, and was 
ever prompt to pay my poor life as the ransom. It is a 
comfort to think, that in slaying me, or in restraining my 
freedom, or even in injuring tkat single grey hair, the 
house, whose honour she boasts se highly, will have 
filled up the meagure of their shame by the breach of 
their solemn written assurance of safety.”"—And taking 
from her bosom a paper, she handed it to the Queen. 

** It is a solemn assurance of safety in life and limb,” 
said n Mary, ‘‘with space to come and go, under 
the and seal of the Chamberlain of Kinross, granted 
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to Magdalen Graeme, commonly called Mother Nicneven, 
in consideration of her consenting to put herself, for the 
space of twenty-four hours, if required, within the iron 
gate of the Castle of Lochieven.” 

‘*Knave!" said the Lady, turning to the Chamber- 
lain, ‘‘ how dared you grant her such a protection ?” 

‘It was by your Ladyship’s orders, transmitted by 
Randal, as he can bear witness,” replied Doctor J_undin ; 
'‘nay, I am only like the pharmacopolist, who com- 
pounds the drugs after the order of the mediciner." 

‘*T remember—I remember,” answered the Lady; 
‘but I meant the assurance only to be used in case, by 
residing in another jurisdiction, she could not have been 
apprehended under our warrant.” 

‘¢ Nevertheless," said the Queen, ‘‘the Lady of Loch- 
leven is bound by the action of her deputy in grant 
the assurance.” 

‘“Madam,” replied the Lady, ‘‘the house of Douglas 
have never broken their safe-conduct, and never will— 
too deeply did they suffer by such a breach of trust, 
exercised on themselves, when your Grace's ancestor, 
the second James, in defiance of the righ.s of hospitality, 
and of his own written assurance of safety, ponMrded the 
brave Earl of Douglas with his own hand, and within 
two yards of the social board, at which he had just before 
sat the King of Scotland's honoured guest,” 

‘‘Methinks,” said the Queen, carelessly, ‘‘in con- 
sideration of so very recent and enormous a tragedy, 
which I think only chanced some six-score years agone, 
the Douglases should have shown themselves less tena- 
cious of the company of their sove-eigns, than you, 
Lady of Lochleven, seem to be of mine.”’ 

‘*Let Randal,” said the Lady, ‘‘ take the hag back to 
Kinross, and set her at full liberty, discharging her from 
our bounds in future, on peril of her head.—And let 
your wisdom,” to the Chamberlain, ‘‘ keep her cdmpany. 
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And fear not for your character, thovgh I send you is 
such company ; for, granting her to Le a witch, it would 
be a waste of faggots to burn you for a wizard." 

The crest-fallen Chamberlain was preparing to depart ; 
but Magdalen Graeme, collecting herself, was about to 
reply, when the Queen interposed, saying, ‘‘ Good 
mother, we heartily thank you for your unfeigned zeal 
towards our person, and pray you, as our liege-woman, 
that? you abstain from whatever may lead you into 
personal danger ; and, further, it is our will that you 
depart without a word of farther parley with any one in 
this castle. For thy present guerdon, take this small 
relijuary—it was given to us by our uncle the Cardinal, 
and hath had the benediction of the Holy Father him- 
self ;—and now depart in peace and in silence.—Ior you, 

“Yed sir," continued the Queen, advancing to the 
Doctor, who made his reverence in a manner doubly 
embarrassed by the awe of the Quéen’s presence, Which 
made him fear to do too little, and by the apprehension 
of his lady's displeasure, in case he should chance to do 
too much—'‘‘for you, learned sir, as it was not your 
fMiit, though sercly our own good fortune, that we did 
not nced@your skill at this time, it would not become us, 
however circumstanccd, to suffer our leech to leave us 
without such gucrdon as we can offer.” 

With these words, and with the grace which never 
forsook her, though, in the present case, there might 
Jurk under it a litde gentle ridicule, she offered a small 
embr@idered purse to the Chamberlain, who, with ex- 
tended hand and arched back, his learned face stooping 
unul a physiognqnist might have practised the metopo- 
scopical science upon it, as seen from behind betwixt 
his gambadoes, was about to accept of the professional 
recompense offered by so fair as well as illustrious a 
hand. But the Lady interposed, and, regarding the 
Cha@falferlain, said aloud, ‘‘ No servant of our house, 

45% m GGa3 


THE ABBOT. ; 
without instantly relinquishing that character, and incur- 
ring withal our highest displeasure, shall dare receive 
any gratuity at the hand of the Lady Mary." 

Sadly and slowly the Chamberlain raised his depressed 
stature into the perpendicular attitude, and left the apart- 
ment dejectediv, followed by Magdalen Grzme, after, 
with mute but expressive gesture, she had kissed the 
reliquary with which the Queen had presented hr, and, 
raising her clasped hands and uplifted eyes towards 
Heaven, had seemed to entreat a benediction upon the 
royal dame. As she left the castle, and went towards 
the quay where the boat lay, Roland Graeme, anxious to 
communicate with her if possible, threw himself in her 
way, and might have succeeded in exchanging a few 
words with her, as she was guarded only by nee 
jected Chamberlain and his halberdiers, but she seem 
to have taken, in its most strict and literal acceptation, 
the Sommand to be silent which she had received from 
the Qucen ; for, to the repeated signs of her grandson, 
she only replied by laying her finger on her lip. Dr. 
Lundin was not so reserved. Regret for the loss of the 
gratuity, and for the compulsory task oi self-denial im- 
posed on him, had grieved the spirit of that wdrthy and 
learned mediciner—‘‘ Even thus, my friend,” said he, 
squeezing the page’s hand as he bade him farewell, ‘‘is 
merit rewarded. I came to cure this unhappy Lady— 
and I profess she well deserves the trouble, for, say what 
they will of her, she hath a most winning manner, 2 sweet 
voice, a gracious smile, and a most majestic wave vf her 
hand. If she was not poisoned, say, my dear Master 
Roland, was that fault of mine, I bei g ready to cure 
her if she had ?—and now I am denied the permission to 
accept my well-earned honorarium—O Galen! O Hip- 
pocrates! is the graduate’s cap and doctor's scarlet 
brought to this pass! Frustra fatigamnus remedits 
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He wiped his eyes, stepped on the gunwale, and the 
boat pushed off from the shore, and went merrily acréss 
the lake, which was dimpled by the summer wind.* 


CHAP. XXXIII. 


Death distant i—No, alas! he's cvcr with us, 
Mind shakes the dart at usin all our actings; 
He lurks within aur cup, while we're in health ; 
Sits by our sick-bed, mocks our medicines ; 
We cannot walk, or sit, or ride, or travel, 
But Death is by to seize us when he lists. 
THe Spanisu FATugr. 


ROM the agitating scene in the Quceen’s pre- 
' sence-chamber, the Lady of Luchleven retreated 
to her own apartment, and ordered the steward 
to be called before her. 

‘*Have they not disarmed thee, Dryfesdale?"” she 
said, on seeing him enter, accoutred as usual with sword 
and dagger. 

‘«No!” replied the old man; ‘‘ how should they ?— 
Your ladyship, #hen you commanded me to ward, said 
nought of laying down my arms; and I think none of 
your menials, without your order, or your son's, dare 
approach Jasper Dryfesdale for such a purpose. Shaul I 
now give up my sword to you ?—it is worth little now, 
for @ has fought for your house tll it is worn down to 
old iron, like the pantler’s old chipping-knife.” 

‘*You have attempted a deadly critne—poison under 
trust.” 

‘* Under trust?-@hem !—I know not what your lady- 
ship thinks of it, but the world without thinks the trust 
was given you even for that very end; and you would 
have been well off had it been so ended as I proposed, 
and y ither the worse nor the wiser.” 

“<Wretch |" exclaimed the Lady, ‘‘and fool as weil 
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as villtin, who could not even execute the crime he had 
planned!” 

‘‘T bid as fair for it as man could,” replied Dryfes- 
dale ; ‘‘I went to a woman—a witch and a Papist—if 
I found not poison, it was because it was otherwise pre- 
destined. I tried fair for it; but the half-done job may 
be clouted, if you will.” 

‘Villain! Iam even now about to send off aneysnress 
messenger to my son, to take order how thou shouldst 
be disposed of. Prepare thyscif for death, if thou 
canst."’ 

‘‘He that looks on death, Lady,” answered Dryfes- 
dale, ‘‘as that which he may not shun, and which 
has its own fixed and certain hour, is ever prepared for 
it. He that is hanged in May will eat no flaunes ingmid- 
summer—so there is the moan made for the old serving-~ 
girl en whom, pray I, send you on so fair an errand ?” 

‘There will be no lack of messengcrs,” answered his 
mistress. 

‘* By my hand, but there will,” rephed the old man ; 
*“‘your castle is but poorly manned, considering the 
watches that you must keep, having this charge—There 
is the warder, and two others, whom you disc&rded for 
tampering with Master George; then for the warder's 
tower, the bailie, the donjon—five men mount each 
guard, and the rest must sleep for the most part in their 
clothes. To send away another man, were to hagnss 
the sentinels to death—unthriftv misuse for a household. 
To take in new soldiers were dangerous, the chasge re- 
quiring tried men. I sce but one thing for it—I will do 
your errand to Sir William Douglas m_self.”’ 

‘‘That were indeed a resource !—And on what day 
within twenty vears would it be done?” said the Lady. 

‘+ Even with the speed of man and horse," said Dryfes- 
dale; ‘‘for though I care not much about the latter 
days of an old serving-man’s life, yet I would like to 


aga ‘ 


THE AS8BOT. 
know as soon 1s may be, whcther my neck is mine own 


or the hangman’s.”’ 

‘*Holdest thou thy own life so lichtly?” said the 
Lady. 

‘* Else I had recked more of that of others,” said the 
predestinarian—‘‘ What is death ?—it is but ceasing. to 
live—And what is living ?—a weary return of light and 
darkgegs, sleeping and waking, being hungcred and 
eating. Your dead man needs neither candle nor can, 
neither fire nor feather-bed ; and the joiner’s chest serves 
him for an eternal frieze-jerkin.” 

‘Wretched man! believest thou not that after death 
comes the judgment ?”’ 

‘‘ Lady,” answered Dryfesdale, ‘‘as my mistress, I 
maygiot dispute your words ; but, as spiritually speak- 
™ you are still but a burner of bricks in Egypt, 
ignorant of the freedom of the saints; for, as was well 
shown to me by that gifted man, Nicolaus Schcefferfach, 
who was martyred by the bloody Bishop of Munster, he 
cannot sin who doth but execute that which is pre- 
destined, since "—— 

* Silence!’ said the Lady, interrupting him,—‘‘ Answer 
me not @ith thy bold and presumptuous blasphemy, but 
hear me. Thou hast been long the servant of our 
house "—— 

*‘ The born servant of the Douglas—they have had the 
best of me—I served them since I left Lockerbie : 1 was 
then ten years old, and you may soon add the threescore 
to it." 

** Thy foul attempt has miscarried, so thou art guilty 
only in intention.g It were a deserved deed to hang thee 
on the warder’s tower ; and yet in thy present mind, it 
were but giving a soul to Satan. I take thine offer, then— 
Go hence—here is my packet—I w'll add to it put a line, 
to d him to send me a faithful servant or two to 
comBtete the garrison. Let my son deal with you as he» 
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will, If thou art wise, thou wilt make for Lockerbie so 
soon as thy foot touches dry land, and let the packet 
find another bearer ; at all rates, look it miscarries not.” 

**Nay, madam,” replicd he—‘'1 was born, as I said, 
the Douglas’s servant, and I will be no corbie-messenger 
in mine old age—your message to your son shall be done 
as truly by me as if it concerned another man’s neck. I 
take my leave of your honour.” 

The Lady issued her commands, and the old man was 
ferried over to the shore, to proceed on his extraordinary 
pilgrimage. It is necessary the reader should accompany 
him on his journey, which Providence had determined 
should not be of long duration. 

On arriving at the village, the steward, although his 
disgrace had transpired, was readily accommodated with 
a horse, by the Chamberlain's authority ; and the road? 
being by no means esteemed safe, he associated himself 
with sAuchtermuchty, the conimon carrier, in order to 
travel in his company to i-dinburgh. 

The worthy waggoner, according to the established 
custom of all carriers, stage-coachmen, and other persons 
in such authority, from the earliest days to the present, 
never wanted good reasons for stopping upon the road 
as often as he would; and the place which had most 
captivation for him as a resting-place was a change- 
house, as it was termed, not very distant from a romantic 
dell, well known by the name of Kiery-craigs. Attrac- 
tions of a kind very different from those which arrested 
the progress of John Auchtermuchty and his wains 
still continue to hover round this romantic spot, and 
none has visited its vicinity without a lesire to remain 
long and to return soon. 

Arrived near his favourite 4owf, not all the authority 
of Dryfesdale (much diminished indeed by the rumours 
of his disgrace) could prevail on the carrier, obstinate as 
the brutes which he drove, to pass on without 
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customed halt, for which the distance he had travelled 
furnished little or no pretence. Old Keltie, the landlord, 
who has bestowed his name on a bridge in the neigh- 
bourhood of his quondam dwelling, received the carrier 
with his usual festive cordiality, and adjourned with him 
into the house, under pretence of important business, 
which, I believe, consisted in their eniptying together a 
mutchkjn stoup of usqucbaugh. While the worthy host 
and his guest were thus employed, the discarded steward, 
with a double portion of moroseness in his gesttre and 
look, walked discontentedly into the kitchen of the place, 
which was occupied but by one guest. The stranger 
was a slight figure, scarce above the age of boyhood, and 
in the dress of a page, but bearing an air of haughty 
aristgcratic boldness and even insolence in his look and 
®hanner, that might have made Dryfesdale conclude he 
had pretensions to superior rank, had not his experience 
taught him how frequently these airs of superiority vere 
assumed by the domestics and military retainers of the 
Scottish nobility. —‘‘ The pilgrim’s morning to you, old 
sir,’ said the youth; ‘‘ you come, as I think, from Loch- 
icfen Castle—What news of our bonny Queen ?—a fairer 
dove wa@never pent up in so wretched a dovecot.” 

‘* They that speak of Lochleven, and of those whom 
its walls contain,” answered Dryfesda!e, ‘‘ speak of what 
concerns the Douglas ; and they who speak of what con- 
cerns the Douglas, do it at their peril.” 

‘* Do you speak from fear of them, old man, or would 
you meke a quarrel for them ?—I should have decmed 
your age might have cooled your blood.” 

** Never, while cre are empty-pated coxcombs at each 
corner to keep it warm.” 

‘The sight of thy grey hairs kceps mine cold,” 
said the boy, who had risen up and now sat down 
again. 

“ft fs well for thee, or I had cool:d it with this 
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holly-rod,” replied the steward. ‘‘I think thou be'st one 
of those swash-bucklers, who brawl in alehouses and 
taverns ; and who, 1f words were pikes, and oaths were 
Andrew Ferraras, would soon place the religion of Baby- 
Jon in the Jand once more, and woman of Moab upon the 
throne.” 

‘* Now, by Saint Bennet of Seyton,” said the youth, 
‘I will strike thee on the face, thou foul-moutked old 
railing heretic!" 

‘*Saint Bennet of Seyton!" echoed the steward; ‘‘a 
proper warrant is Saint Bennet’s,and for a proper nest of 
wolf-birds like the Seytons !—I will arrest thee as a traitor 
to King James and the good Regent. Ho! John 
Auchtermuchty, raise aid against the King’s traitor !"’ 

So saying, he laid his hand on the youth's collar land 
drew his sword. John Auchtermuchty looked in, but,“ 
seeing the naked weapon, ran faster out than he entered. 
Kelt@e, the landlord, stood by and helped neither party, 
only exclaiming, ‘'Gentlemen! gentlemen! for the love 
of Heaven!" and so forth. A struggle ensued, in which 
the young man, chafed at Dryfesdale’s boldness, and 
unable, with the ease he expected, to eutricate hims&if 
from the old man’s dctermined grasp, drew hisdagger, 
and with the speed of light, dealt him three wounds in 
the breast and body, the least of which was mortal. The 
old man sunk on the ground with a deep groan, and the 
host set up a piteous exclamation of surprise. 

‘‘Peace, ye brawling hound!" said the wounded 
steward ; ‘‘are dagyer-stabs and dying men such rarities 
in Scotland, that you should cry as if the house were 
falling ?— Youth, I do not forgive thee, fer there is nought 
betwixt us to forgive. Thou hast done what I have done 
to more than one—aAnd I suffer what I have seen them 
suffer—it was all ordained to be thus and not otherwise. 
But if thou wouldst do me right, thou wilt send this 
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see that my memory suffer not, as if I would have loitered 
on mine errand for fear of my life.” 

The youth, whose passion had subsided the instant he 
had done the deed, listened with sympathy and attention, 
when another person, muffled in his cloak, entered the 
apartment, and exclaimed—‘' Good God! Dryfesdale, 
and expiring !"’ 

** By» and Dryfesdale would that he had been dead,” 
answered the wounded man, ‘‘rather than that his ears 
had heard the words of the only Douglas that ever was 
false—but yct it is better as it is. Good my murderer, 
and the rest of you, stand back a little, and let me speak 
with this unhappy apostate.-—-Kneel down by me, Master 
George—You have heard that I failed in my attempt to 
takqaway that Moabitish stumbling-block and her re- 
tinue—I gave them that which I thought would have 
removed the temptation out of thy path—and this, though 
I had other reasons to show to thy mother and oth®rs, I 
did chiefly purpose for love of thee.” 

‘For the love of me, base poisoner!’’ answered 

uglas, ‘‘wouldst thou have committed so horrible, 
sounprovoked 2 murder, znd mentioned my namewithit?" 

** An@ wherefore not, George of Douglas?" answered 
Dryfesdale. ‘‘ Breath is now scarce with me, but I 
would spend my last gasp on this argument. Hast thou 
not, despite the honour thou owest to thy parents, the 
faith that is due to thy religion, the truth that is due to 
thy king, been so carried away by the charms of this 
beaut#ful sorceress, that thou wouldst have helped her to 
escape from her prison-house, and lent her thine arm 
again to ascend the throne, which she had made a place 
of abomination ?—Nay, stir not from me—my hand, 
though fast stiffening, has yet force enough to hold thee 
—What dost thou aim at ?--to wed this witch of Scot- 
land #1 warrant thee, thou mayest succeed—her heart 
and d have been oft won at « cheaper rate, than thou, 
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fool that thou art, would think thyself happy to pay. 
But, should a servant of thy father’s house, have seen 
thee embrace the fate of the idiot Darnley, or of the 
villain Bothwell—the fate of the murdered fool, or of the 
living pirate—while an ounce of ratsbane would have 
saved thee?” 

‘Think on God, Dryfesdale,"’ said George Douglas, 
‘‘and leave the utterance of those horrors—Repent, if 
thou canst—if not, at least be silent.—Seyton, aid the to 
support this dying wretch, that he may compose himself 
to better thoughts, if it be possible.” 

‘‘Seyton !"" answered the dying man; ‘‘Seyton! Is 
it by a Seyton’s hand that I fall at last —There is some. 
thing of retribution in that—since the house had nigh 
lost a sister by my decd.” Fixing his fading eyes on the 
youth, he added, ‘'He hath her very features and pre-™ 
scence !—Stoop down, youth, and let me see thee closer— 
I wowld know thee when we mect in yonder world, for 
homicides will herd together there, and I have been one,” 
He pulled Seyton's face, in spite of some resistance, closer 
to his own, looked at him fixedly, and added, '‘ Thou 
hast begun young--thy career will be the briefer—af, 
thou wilt be met with, and that anon—a young plant 
never throve that was watered with an old man's blood. 
—Yet why blame I thee? Strange turns of fate,” he 
muttered, ccasing to address Seyton, ‘‘I designed what 
I could not do, and he has done what he did not per- 
chance design.—Wondrous, that our will should ever 
oppose itself to the strong and uncontrollable tide of 
destiny—that we should strive with the stream when we 
might drift with the current! My brain, will serve me to 
question it no farther—I would Schoefferbach were here 
—yet why ?—I am on a course which the vessel can hold 
without a pilot.—Farewell, George of Douglas—I die 
true to thy father’s house.” He fell into convulsions at 
these words, and shortly after expired. i: 





THE ABBOT. 


Seyton and Douglas stood looking on the dying man, 
and when the scene was closed, the former was the first 
to speak. ‘‘ As I live, Douglas, I meant not this, and am 
sorry ; but he laid hands on me, and compclled me to 
defend my freedom, as I best might, with my dagger. 
If he were ten times thy friend and follower, I can but 
say that I am sorry.” 

**Lbdame thee not, Seyton,” said Douglas, ‘‘ though 
I lament the chance. ‘There is an overruling destiny 
above us, though not in the sense in which it was viewed 
by that wretched man, who, beguiled by some foreign 
mystagogue, used the awful word as the ready apology 
der whatever he chose todo-—we mustexamine the packet.” 

They withdrew into an inner room, and remained deep 
in cqnsultation, until they were disturbed by the entrance 
"of Keltie, who, with an embarrassed countenance, asked 
Master George Dougias’s pleasure respecting the dis- 
posal of the body. ‘' Your honour knows,” he added, 
‘‘that I make my bread by living men, not by dead 
corpses ; and old Mr. Dryfesdale, who was but a sorry 
cystomer while he was alive, occupies my public room 
now that he is @eceased, and can neither call for ale nor 
brandy. ® 

‘*Tie a stone round his neck,” said Seyton, ‘‘and 
when the sun is down, have him to the Loch of Ore, 
heave him in, and let him alone for finding out the 
bottom.” 

‘*Under your favour, sir,” said George Douglas, ‘‘ it 
shall wot be so.—Keltie, thou art a true fellow to me, 
and thy having been so shall advantage thee. Send or 
take the body to the chapel at Scotland's wall, or to the 
church of Ballingry, and tell what tale thou wilt of his 
having fallen in a brawl with some unruly guests of 
thine. Auchtermuchty knows nought else, nor are the 
times, sg peaceful as to admit close looking into such 
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‘* Nay, let him tell the truth,” said Seyton, ‘' so far as 
it harms not our scheme.—Say that Henry Seyton met 
with him, my good fellow ;—I care not a brass boddle 
for the feud." 

‘A feud with the Douglas was ever to be feared, how- 
ever,’’said George, displeasure mingling with his natural 
deep gravity of manner. 

‘*Not when the best of the name is on my side," 
replied Seyton. : 

‘* Alas ! Henry, if thou meanest me, I am but half a 
Douglas in this emprise-—-half head, half heart, and 
half hand.—But I will think on one who can never be 
forgotten, and be all, or more, than any of my an- 
cestors was ever.—Keltic, say it was Henry Seyton did 
the deed ; but beware, not a word of me !—Let Auch- 
termuchty carry this packet’ (which he had resealet 
with his own signet) ‘‘to my father at Edinburgh ; and 
here’ is to pay for the funeral expenses, and thy loss 
of custom.” 

‘*And the washing of the floor,"’ said the landlord, 
‘which will be an extraordinary job; for blood, they 
say, will scarcely ever cleanse out.” t 

‘‘But as for your plan,” said George of Mouglas, 
addressing Seyton, as if in continuation of what they had 
been before treating of, ‘Sit has a good face ; but, under 
your favour, you are yourself too hot and too young, 
besides other rcasons which are much against your 
playing the part you propose.” 

‘We will consult the Father Abbot upon it,” sgid the 
youth. ‘‘ Do you ride to Kinross to-night?” 

** Ay—so I purpose,” answered Doyglas ; ‘‘the night 
will be dark, and suits a muffled man.—Keltie, I forgot, 
there should be a stone laid on that man’s grave, record- 
ing his name, and his only merit, which was being a 
faithful servant to the Douglas.” 

** What religion was the man of?" said Seyton ; ‘‘ he 
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used words which make me fear I have sent Satan a 
subject before his time.” 

‘‘I can tell you little of that,” said George Douglas ; 
he was noted for disliking both Rome and Geneva, and 
spoke ef lights he had learned among the fierce sectarics 
of Lower Germany—an evil doctrine it was, if we judge 
by the fruits. God keep us from presumptuously judging 
of Hi eed secrets!" 

men !"' said the young Seyton, ‘‘and from meeting 
any encounter this evening.” 

‘‘It is not thy wont to pray so," said George Douglas. 

‘*Nol I leave that to you,” replicd the youth, ‘‘ when 

are seized with scruples of engaging with your 
father’s vassals. But I would fain have this old man’s 
blood off these hands of mine cre I shed more—I will 
““confess to the Abbot to-night, and I trust to have light 
penance for ridding the earth of such a miscreant. All J 
sorrow for is, that he was not a score of years younger— 
He drew steel first, however, that is one comfort.” 


‘ "CHAP. XXXIV. 


Ay, Pedro,—Come you here with mask and lantern, 
Ladder of rapes and other moonshine tools— 
Why, youngster, thou mayest cheat the old duexna, 
Flatter the waiting-woman, bribe the valet ; 
But know that 1 her father play the Gryphon, 
Tameless and sleepless, proof to fraud or bribe, 
‘den treasure of her beauty. 
Tue SpanisH FATHER. 
| HE tenogof our tale carries us back to the Castle 
of Lochleven, where we take up the order of 
events on the same remarkable day on which 
Dryfesdale had been dismissed from the castle. It was 
past ngon, the usual hour of dinner, yet no preparations 
seeied made for the Queen's entertainment. Mary hese 
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self had retired into her own apartment, where she was 
closely engaged in writing. Her attendants were together 
in the presence-chamber, and much disposed to speculate 
on the delay of the dinner; for it may be recollected that 
their breakfast had been interrupted. ‘‘I believe in my 
conscience,’’ said the page, ‘‘that having found the 
poisoning scheme miscarry, by having gone to the wrong 
merchant for thcir deadly wares, they are now ahout to 
try how famine will work upon us.”’ 

Lady Fleming was somewhat alarmed at this surmise, 
but comforted herself by observing that the chimney of 
the kitchen had reeked that whole day in a manner which 
contradicted the supposition. —- Catherine Seyton pre- 
sently exclaimed, ''‘They were bearing the dishes across 
the court, marshalled by the Lady Lochleven h¢rself, 
dressed out in her highest and stiffest ruff, with her part-~ 
let and slecves of cyprus, and her huge old-fashioned 
farthingale of crimson velvet.” 

‘'I believe on my word,” said the page, approaching 
the window also, ‘it was in that very farthingale that 
she captivated the heart of gentle King Jamie, which 
procured our poor Queen her precious bargain of a 
brother.” v 

‘That may hardly be, Master Roland,”’ answered the 
Lady Fleming, who was a great recorder of the changes 
of fashion, ‘‘since the farthingales came first in when 
the Queen Regent went to Saint Andrews, after the battle 
of Pinkie, and were then called Vertugardins ” 

She would have proceeded farther in this important 
discussion, but was interrupted by the entrance of the 
Lady of Lochleven, who preceded the,servants bearing 
the dishes, and formally discharged the duty of tasting 
each of them. Lady Fleming regretted, in courtly 
phrase, that the Ladv of Lochleven should have under- 
taken so troublesome an office. 

** After the strange incident of this day, madam," said 
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the Lady, ‘‘it is necessary for my honour and that of my 
son, that I partake whatever is offered to my involuntary 
guest. Please to inform the Lady Mary that I attend 
her commands." 

‘* Hpr Majesty,” replied Lady Fleming, with due em- 
phasis on the word, ‘‘shall be informed that the Lady 
Lochleven waits.” 

Mary appeared instantly, and addressed her hostess 
with Zourtesy, which even approached to something more 
‘cordial. ‘This is nobly done, Lady Lochleven,” she 
said ; ‘‘for though we ourselves apprehend no danger 
under your roof, our ladies have been much alarmed by 

js morning's chance, and our meal will be the more 
cheerful for your presence and assurance. Please you to 
sit down,” 

TRe Lady Lochleven obeyed the Queen's commands, 
and Roland performed the office of carver and attendant 
as usual. But, notwithstanding what the Queers had 
said, the meal was silent and unsocial ; and every effort’ 
which Mary made to excite some conversation, died away 
under the solemn and chill replies of the Lady of Loch- 
Wen. At length it became plain that the (Queen, who 
had compidered these advances as a condescension on her 
part, and who piqued herself justly on her powers of 
pleasing, became offended at the repulsive manner of her 
hostess. After looking with a significant glance at Lady 
Fleming and Catherine, she slightly shrugged het 
shoulders, and remained silent. A pause ensued, at the 
end pf which the Lady Douglas spoke :—‘' I perceive, 
madam, I am a check on the mirth of this fair company. 
I pray you toex me—I am a widow—alone here in a 
most perilous charge—deserted by my grandson— be- 
trayed by my servant—I am little worthy of the grace 
you do me in offering mea seat at your table, where I 
am aware that wit and pastime are usually expected 
from the guests." 
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** Nas the murderer of the Douglas's vassal escaped?” 
was the Lady's hasty question. 

‘‘There was none to challenge him but old Keltie, 
and the carrier Auchtermuchty,” replied Randal; ‘' un- 
likely men to stay one of the frackest youths in Scetland 
of his years, and who was sure to have friends and par- 
takers at no great distance,” 

‘* Was the deed completed ?" said the Lady. .., 

**Done, and done thoroughly,’”’ said Randal; ‘‘a 
Seyton seldom strikes twice — But the body was not 
despoiled, and your honour’s packet goes forward to 
Edinburgh by Auchtermuchty, who leaves Keltie-Bridge 
early to-morrow—miarry, he has drunk two bottles ef 
aquavitz to put the fright out of his head, and now 
sleeps them off beside his cart-avers.”’ 

There was a pause when this fatal tale was told. “The 
Queen and Lady Douglas looked on cach other, as if 
each thought how she could best turn the incident to her 
own advantage in the controversy which was continually 
kept alive betwixt them—Catherine Seyton kept her ker- 
chief at her eyes, and wept. 

‘* You see, madam, the bloody maxims and practice ‘of 
the deluded Papists,”” said Lady Lochleven. ¢ 

‘Nay, madam,” replied the Queen, ‘‘ say rather you 
see the deserved judgment of Heaven upon a Calvin- 
istical poisoner.’’ 

‘* Dryfesdale was not of the Church of Geneva, or of 
Scotland,” said the Lady Lochleven, hastily. 

** He was a heretic, however,” replied Mary; ‘:there 
is but one true and unerring guide; the others lead 
alike into error.” e 

** Well, madam, I trust it will reconcile you to your 
retreat, that this deed shows the temper of those who 
might wish you at liberty. Bloodthirsty tyrants and 
cruel men-quellers are they all, from the Clan-Ranald 
and Clan-Tosach in the Bost, to the Ferniherst'and 
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Buccleuch in the south—the murdering Seytons in the 
east, and” 

‘‘ Methinks, madam, you forget that I am a Seyton?” 
said Catherine, withdrawing her kerchief from her face, 
which was now coloured with indignation. 

‘If I had forgot it, fair mistress, your forward bear- 
ing would have reminded me," said Lady Lochleven. 

‘6 my brother has slain the villain that would have 
poisoned his Sovereign, and his sister,’’ said Catherine, 
‘*T am only so far sorry that he should have spared the 
hangman his proper task. For aught farther, had it 
been the best Douglas in the land, he would have been 
tonoured in falling by the Seyton’s sword.” 

** Farewell, gay mistress,” said the Lady of Lochleven, 
risigg to withdraw ; ‘‘it is such maidens as you, who 
make giddy-fashioned revellers and deadly brawlers. 
Boys must needs rise, fersooth, in the grace of some 
sprightly damsel, who thinks to dance through fife as 
through a French galliard.”” She then made her rever- 
ence to the Queen, and added, '‘ Do you also, madam, 
ree piaicbi till curfew time, when I will make, per- 

ce, more old than welcome in attending upon your 
supper board.— Come with me, Randal, and tell me 
more of this cruel fact.” 

***Tis an extraordinary chance,” said the Queen, when 
she had departed ; ‘‘and, villain as he was, I would this 
man had been spared time for repentance. We will 
cause something to be done for his soul, if we ever attain 
our Uberty, and the Church will permit such grace to a 
heretic. — But, tell me, Catherine, ma mignonne—this 
brother of thing who is so /rack, as the fellow called 
him, bears he the same wonderful likeness to thee as 
formerly ?” 

** If your Grace means in temper, you know whether 
I am go /frack as the serving-man spoke him." 

# Nay, thou art prompt enough in all reasonable oon- 
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sctence,’” replied the Queen ; ‘‘but thou art my own 
darling notwithstanding—But I meant, is this thy twin- 
brother as like thee in form and features as formerly ? 
I remember thy dear mother alleged it as a reason for 
destining thee to the veil, that, were ye both to go at 
large, thou wouldst surely get the credit of some of thy 
brotber'’s mad pranks.” 

‘‘T believe, madam,’ said Catherine, ‘‘ there are, some 
unusually simple people even yct, who can hardly dis- 
tinguish betwixt us, especially when, for diversion's sake, 
my brother hath taken a female dress,"—and as she 
spoke, she gave a quick glance at Roland Grzme, to 
whom this conversation conveyed a ray of light, welcome, 
as ever streamed into the dungeon of a captive through 
the door which opened to give him freedom. = 

‘‘He must be a handsome cavalier this brother of 
thine, if he be so like you,” replied Mary. ‘‘ He was in 
Franck, I think, for these late years, so that I saw him 
not at Holyrood.” 

‘‘His looks, madam, have never been much found 
fault with,'’ answered Catherine Seyton; ‘‘ but I would 
he had less of that angry and heady spisit, which evi 
times have encouraged amongst our young nobles God 
knows, I grudge not his life in your Grace's quarrel ; 
and love him for the willingness with which he labours 
for your rescue. But wherefore should he brawl with an 
old ruffianly serving-man, and stain at once his name 
with such a broil, and his hands with the blood of an 
old and ignoble wretch ?"’ . ‘ 

‘*Nay, be patient, Catherine; I will not have thee 
traduce my gallant young knight. With Henry for my 
knight, and Roland Graeme for my trusty squire, me- 
thinks I am like a princess of romance, who may shortly 
set at defiance the dungeons and the weapons of all 
wicked sorcerers.—But my head aches with the agitation 
of the day. Take me La Mer des Histoires, and resuine 
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where we left off on Wednesday.—Our Lady help thy 
head, girl, or rather may she help thy heart—I asked 
thee for the Sea of Histories, and thou hast brought Ze 
Cronigue d'Amour,” 

Once embarked upon the Sea of Histories, the Queen 
continued her labours with her needle, while Lady 
Fleming and Catherine read to her alternately for two 
hours. 

ASS Roland Graeme, it is probable that he continued 
in secret intent upon the Chronicle of Love, notwith- 
standing the censure which the Queen seemed to pass 
upon that branch of study. He now remembered a 
thousand circumstances of voice and manner, which, 

ad his own prepossession been less, must surely have 
discriminated the brother from the sister ; and he felt 
ashafhed, that, having as it were by heart every parti- 
cular of Catherine’s gestures, words, and manners, he 
should have thought her, notwithstanding her spirit® and 
levity, capable of assuming the bold step, loud tones, 
and forward assurance which accorded well enough with 
her brother's hasty and masculine character. He en- 
d@ivoured repgatedly to catch a glance of Catherine's 
eye, thag he might judge how she was disposed to look 
upon him since he had made the discovery, but he was 
unsuccessful ; for Catherine, when she was not reading 
herself, seemed to take so much interest in the exploits 
of the Teutonic knights against the heathens of Esthonia 
and Livonia, that he could not surprise her eye even for 
asecond. But when, closing the book, the Queen com- 
manded their attendance in the garden, Mary, perhaps 
of set purpose (fgr Roland's anxiety could not escape so 
practised an observer), afforded him a favourable oppor- 
tunity of accosting his mistress, The Queen commanded 
them to a little distance, while she engaged Lady Flem- 
ing in a particular and private conversation ; the subject 
wheredf we learn, from another authority, to have been 
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the comparative excellence of the high standing ruff and 
the falling band. Roland must have been duller, and 
more sheepish than ever was youthful lover, if he had 
not endeavoured to avail himself of this opportunity. 

‘‘T have been Jonving this whole evening to ask you, 
fair Catherine,” said the page, ‘ how foolish and unap- 
prehensive you must have thought mé, in being capable 
to mistake betwixt your brother and you?” . 

‘*The circumstance docs indeed little honour to my 
rustic manners,” said Catherine, ‘‘ since those of a wild 
young man were so readily mistaken for mine. But I 
shall grow wiser in time; and with that view I am 
determined not to think of your follies, but to correct #: 
own.” 

“Tt will be the lighter subject of meditation ef the 
two,” said Roland. 

a I know not that,”” said Catherine, very gravely ; ae | 
fear Wwe have been both anpardonably foolish.” 

‘‘[ have been mad,” said Roland, ‘‘unpardonably 
mad. But you, lovely Catherine "-—— 

“J,” said Catherine, in the same tone of unusyal 
gravity, ‘‘have too long suffered vou fo use such ex- 
pressions towards mc—I fear I can permit it nb longer, 
and I blame myself for the pain it may give you.” 

‘* And what can have happened so suddenly to change 
our relation to each other, or alter, with such sudden 
cruelty, your whole deportment to me?” 

‘*T can hardly tell,” replied Catherine, ‘‘unless it is 
that the events of the day have impressed on my mind 
the necessity of our observing more distance to each 
other. A chance similar to that whick betrayed to you 
the existence of my brother, may make known to Henry 
the terms you have used to me; and, alas! his whole 
conduct, as well as his deed this day, makes me too 
justly apprehensive of the consequences.” 

Nay, fear not for that, fair Catherine,” answerefl the 
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page: ‘‘ Iam well able to protect myself against risks of 
that neture.”’ 

‘‘That is to say,” replied she, ‘‘ that you would fight 
with my twin-brother to show your regard for his sister ? 
I haveheard the Quecn say, in her sad hours, that men 
are, in love or in hate, the most selfish animals of creation ; 
and your carelessness in this matter looks very like it. 
But De not so much abashed—you are no worse than 
others.” 

‘*You do me injustice, Catherine,” replied the page ; 
*T thought but of being threatened with a sword, and 
did not remember in whose hand your fancy had placed 

If your brother stood before me, with his drawn 
weapon in his hand, so like as he is to you in word, 
perggn, and favour, he might shed my life's blood cre I 
could find in my heart to resist him to his injury.” 

**Alas!” said she, ‘it is not my brother alone. But 
you remember only the singular circumstances in Which 
we have met in equality, and I may sayin intimacy. You 
think not, that whenever I rc-enter my father’s house, 
there is a gulf between us you may not pass, but with 
ei of your 4ife.—Your only known relative is of wild 
and sifffular habits, of a hostile and broken clan—the 
rest of your lineage unknown—forgive me that I speak 
what is the undeniable truth.” 

‘‘ Love, my beautiful Catherine, despises genealogies,” 
answered Roland Graeme. 

‘*Love may, but so will not the Lord Scyton,” re- 
joinasgi the damsel. 

‘*The Queen, thy mistress and mine, she will intercede. 
Oh! drive me apt from you at the moment I thought 
myself most happy !—and if I shall aid her deliverance, 
said not yourself that you and she would become my 
debtors ?"” 

_ ‘* Al] Scotland will become your debtors,” said Cathe- 
tin®; “but for the active effects you might hope from 
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our gratitude, you must remember I am wholly subjected 
to my father; and the poor Queen is, for a long time, 
more likely to be dependent on the pleasure of the nobles 
of her party, than possessed cf power to control 
them." 

‘' Be it so,” replied Roland; ‘‘my deeds shall contro) 
prejudice itself—it is a bustling world, and I will have 
my share. The Knight of Avenel, high as he now stands, 
rose from as obscure an origin as mine.’ 

“Ay!” said Catherine, ‘‘there spoke the doughty 
knight of romance, that will cut his way to the imprisoned 
princess, through fiends and fiery dragons !”’ 

‘But if I can set the princess at large, and procure 
the freedom of her own choice,”’ said the page, ‘‘ where, 
dearest Catherine, will that choice alight ?”’ 

‘Release the princess from duresse, and she wiil tell 
you,’ said the damsel ; and breaking off the conversation 
abruotly, she joined the Queen so suddenly, that Mary 
exclaimed, half aloud— 

‘‘No more tidings of evil import—no dissension, 1 
trust, in my limited household ?”—-Then looking on 
Catherine's blushing check, and Roland’s expandid 
brow and glancing eye—‘' No—no,” she said, ‘‘I see 
all is well— Mu petite mignonne, go to my apartment 
and’ fetch me down—let me sce—ay, fetch my pomander 
box.” 

And having thus disposed of her attendant in the 
manner best qualified to hide her confusion, the Queen 
added, speaking apart to Roland, ‘'I should at least 
have two grateful subjects of Catherine and yot; for 
what sovereign but Mary would aid true love so willingly ? 
—Ay, you lay your hand on your sWord—your petite 
Aamberge d rien there—Well, short time will show if all 
the good be true that is protested to us—I hear them toll 
curfew from Kinross. To our chamber—this old dame 
has promised to be with us again at our evening | 
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Were it not for the hope of speedy deliverance, her 
presence would drive me distracted. But,I will be 
patient.” 

‘‘I profess,” said Catherine, who just then entered, 
“TI would L,could be Henry, with ail a man’s privileges, 
for one moment—I long to throw my plate at that confect 
of pride and formality, and ill-nature.” 

The Lady Fleming reprimanded her young companion 
for this explosion of impatience ; the Queen laughed, and 
they went to the presence-chamber, where almost im- 
mediately entered supper, and the [Lady of the castle. 
The Queen, strong in her prudent resolutions, endured 

resence with great fortitude and equanimity, until 
er patience was disturbed by a new form, which had 
hither{g made no part of the ceremonial of the castle, 
When the other attendant had retired, Randal entered, 
bearing the keys of the castle fastened upon a chain, and, 
announcing that the watch was set, and the gates lock&d, 
delivered the keys with all reverence to the Lady of 
Lochleven. 

The Queen and her Jadies exchanged with each other 
a Wok of disappointment, anger, and vexation ; and 
Mary said aloud, ‘‘ We cannot regret the smallness of 
our court, when we see our hostess discharge in person 
so many of its offices. In addition to her charges of 
principal steward of our household, and grand al- 
moner, she has to-night done duty as captain of our 

‘Ang will continue to do fo in future, madam,” 
answered the Lady Lochleven, with much gravity ; ‘‘ the 
history of Scotlanqgmay teach me how ill the duty is per- 
formed, which is done by an accredited deputy—We 
have heard, madam, of favourites of later date, and as 
little merit, as Oliver Sinclair.” 

‘‘Oh, madam,” replied the Queen, ‘‘ my father had 
his as well as his male favourites—there were the 
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Ladies Sandilands and Olifaunt, and some others, me- 
thinks ; but their names cannot survive in the memory of 
sO grave a person as you.” 

The Lady Lochleven looked as if she could have slain 
she Queen on the spot, but commanded her temper, and 
retired from the apartment, bearing in her hand the 
ponderous bunch of keys. 

** Now God be praised for that woman's ,youthful 
frailty!" said the Queen. ‘Had she not that weak 
point in her character, I might waste my words on her 
in vain.—But that stain is the very reverse of what is said 
of the witch’s mark—I can make her feel there, though 
she is otherwise insensible all over.—But how say pay, 
girls—here is a new difficulty—How are these keys to be 
come by ?—there is no deceiving or bribing this dragon, 
I trow.’ 

‘*May I crave to know,” said Roland, ‘whether, if 
your Grace were beyond the walls of the castle, you could 
find means of conveyance to the firm land, and protection 
when you are there?” 

** Trust: us for that, Roland,” said the Queen; = for 
to that point our scheme is indifferent well laid.” “ 

“Then if your Grace will permit me to speak my 
mind, I think I could be of some use in this matter.” 

‘‘As how, my good youth ?—speak on,” said the 
Queen, ‘' and fearlessly.” 

‘*My patron the Knight of Avenel used to compel 
the youth educated in his household to learn the use of 
axe and hammer, and working in wood and iron—he 
used to speak of old northern champions, who forged 
their own weapons, and of the Lighland Captain, 
Donafd nan Ord, or Donald of the Hammer, whom he 
himself knew, and who used to work at the anvil with a 
sledge-hammer in each hand. Some said he praised this 
art because he was himself of churl’s blood. However, I 
gained some practice in it, as the Lady Catherine Seyton 
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partly knows; for since we were here I wrought her a 
silver brooch.” 

‘‘ Ay,” replicd Catherine, ‘‘but you should tell her 
Grace that your workmanship was so indifferent that it 
broke tg gigees next day, and I flung it away.” 

‘Believe her not, Roland,” said the Queen; ‘she 
wept when it was broken, and put the fragments into 
her bosgm. But for your scheme---could your skill avail 
to forge a second set of keys?” 

‘* No, madam, because I know not the wards. Put I 
am convinced I could make a set so like that hateful 
bunch which the Lady bore off cven now, that could 
t be exchanged against them by any means, sbe 
would never dream she was possesscd of the wrong.” 

‘““And the good dame, thank Heaven, is somewhat 
blind said the Queen; ‘‘but then for a forge, my boy, 
and the means of labouring unobserved ?” 

‘*The armourer's forge, at which I used sometimes to 
work with him, is the round vault at the bottom of the 
turret—he was dismissed with the warder for being sup- 
posed too much attached to George Douglas. The 
peBple are accestomed tu see me busy there, and I 
warrante I shall find some excuse that will pass 
current with them for putting bellows and anvil to 
work.” 

‘* The scheme has a promising face,” said the Queen ; 
*‘ about it, my lad, with all speed, and beware the nature 
of your work is not discovered.” 

‘Nay, I will take the liberty to draw the bolt 
against chance visitors, so that I will have time to 
put away what lam working upon bcfore I undo the 
door.” 

‘Will not that of itself attract suspicion, in a place 
where it is So current already?" said Catherine. . 

JUN a whit,” replied Roland; ‘‘Gregory th 
armé@urer, and every good hammerman, locks himself in 
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when he is about some masterpiece of craft. Besides, 
something must be risked.” 

‘Part we then to-night,’ said the Queen, ‘‘ and God 
bless you, my children !—If Mary's head ever rises 
above watcr, you shall all rise along with | 


CHAP. XXXV. = 


It ts a time of danger, not of revel, 
When churchmen turn to masquers. 
SPANISH FATHER. 


HE enterprise of Roland Graeme 

prosper. A trinket or two, of which the work 

did not surpass the substance (for the materials 
were silver, supplied by the Queen), were judiciously — 
presented to those most likely to be inquisitive into the 
labours of the forge and anvil, which they thus were 
induced to reckon ‘profitable to others and harmless in 
itself. Openly, the page was seen working about such 
trifles. In private, he forged a number of keys regem- 
bling so nearly in weight and in form those which were 
presented every evening to the Lady Lochlevery, that, on 
a slight inspection, it would have been difficult to per- 
ceive the difference. He brought them to the dark 
rusty colour by the use of salt and water; and, in the 
triumph of his art, presented them at length to Queen 
Mary in her presence-chamber, about an hour before the 
tolling of the curfew. She looked at them with pleasure, 
but at the same time with doubt.—‘'I allow,” she said, 
‘*that the Lady Lochleven's eyes, which are not of the 
clearest, may be well deceived, could we pass those keys 
on her in -place of the real implements of her tyranny. 
But how is this to be done, and which of my little court 
‘dare attempt this fowr de jongleur with any chance of 
success? Could we but engage her in some earnest 


THE ABBOT. 

matter of argument—but those which I hold with her 
always have been of a kind which make her grasp her 
keys the faster, as if she said to herself---Here 1 hold 
what sets me above your taunts and reproaches- -And 
even ferefer liberty, Mary Stuart could not stoop to 
spcak the proud heretic fair.—What shall we do? Shall 
Lady Fleming try her eloquence in describing the last 
new kemd-tire from Paris?-—alas! the good dame has 
not changed the fashion of her head-gear since Pinkie- 
field, for aught that I know. Shall my mignonne 
Catherine sing to her one of those touching airs, which 
draw the very souls out of me and Roland Graeme ?— 
we AM! Dame Margaret Douglas would rather hear a 
Huguenot psalm of Clement Marrot, sung to the tune 
of Révetlles vous, belle endormie.—Cousins and liege 
counsellors, what is to be done, for our wits are really 
astray in this matter ?—Must our man-at-arms andgthe 
champion of our body, Roland Grieme, manfully assault 
the old lady, and take the keys from her par vote du 
fait?” 

@ Nay! with your Grace’s permission,” said Roland, 
‘‘T do not douft being able to manage the matter with 
more difcretion ; for though in your Grace's service, I 
do not fear ""—— 

‘‘A host of old women,” interrupted Catherine, ‘‘each 
armed with rock and spindle, yet he has no fancy for 
pikes and partisans, which might rise at the cry of He/p/ 
@ Douglas, a Douglas!” 

‘““TRey that do not fear fair ladies’ tongues, con- 
tinued the page, ‘‘need dread nothing else.—But, 
gracious liege, I #n well-nigh satisfied that I could pass 
the exchange of these keys on the Lady Lochleven ; but 
I dread the sentinel who is now planted nightly in the 
garden, which, by necessity, we must traverse.” 

** Quwlast advices from our friends on the shore have 
promised us assistance in that matter,” replied the Quecn. 
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‘‘And is your Grace well assured of the fidelity and 
watchfulness of those without?” 

‘For their fidelity I will answer with my life, and tor 
their vigilance I will answer with my life—I will give 
thee instant proof, my faithful Roland, that they are 
ingenious and trusty as thyself. Come hither—Nay, 
Catherinc, attend us; we carry not so deft a page into 
our private chamber alone. Make fast the door of the 
parlour, Fleming, and warn us if you hear the least step 
—or stay, go thou to the door, Catherine” (in a whisper, 
‘thy cars and thy wits are both sharper). — Good 
Fleming, attend us thyself ''— (and again she whispered, 
‘her reverend presence will be as safe a watch on Rolagd 
as thine can—so be not jealous, mignonne”’). : 

Thus speaking, they were lighted by the Lady Fleming 
into the Queen’s bedroom, a small apartment enlightened 
by a projecting window. 

‘Look from that window, Roland," she said ; ‘see 
you amongst the several lights which begin to kindle, 
and to glimmer palely through the grey of the evening 
from the village of Kinross—seest thou, I say, one 
solitary spark apart from the others, and nearer it seéms 
to the verge of the water ?—It is no brighter at this dis- 
tance than the-.torch of the poor glow-worm, and yet, 
my good youth, that light is more dear to Mary Stuart, 
than every star that twinkles in the blue vault of heaven. 
By that signal, I know that more than one truce heart is 
plotting my deliverance ; and without that conscious- 
ness, and the hope of frecdem it gives me, I had long 
Since stooped to my fate, and died of a broken heart. 
Plan after plan bas been formed and abandoned, but 
still the light glimmers; and while it glimmers, my hope 
lives. —Oh ! how many evenings have I sat musing in 
cespair over our ruined schemes, ‘and scarce hoping that 
T should again see that blessed signal; when it.has sud- 
denly kindled, and, like the lights of Saint Eimy in a 
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tempest, brought hope and consolation, where there was 
only dejection and despair |" 
‘If I mistake not,’’ answered Roland, ‘‘the candle 
shines from the house of Blinkhoolie, the maibk 


‘*Thou hast a good eye,’’ said the Queen; ‘it is 
there where my trusty lieges—God and the saints pour 
blessjggs on them !—hold consultation for my deliverance. 
‘The voice of a wretched captive would die on these blue 
waters, long ere it could mingle in their councils ; and 
yet l can hold communication—I will confide the whole 
to thee—I am about to ask those faithful friends, if the 
,weoment for the great attempt is nigh.—Place the amp 
jin the window, Fleming.” 

Shg obeyed, and immediately withdrew it. No sooner 
had she done so, than the light in the cottage of the 
gardener disappeared. 

** Now count," said Queen Mary, ‘‘ for my heart Beats 
so thick that I cannot count myself.” 

The Lady Fleming began deliberately to count one, 
w. three, and when she had arrived at ten, the light on 
the shore agairshowed its pale twinkle. 

‘*Nof®, our Lady be praised!” said the Queen; “it 
was but two nights since, that the absence of the light 
remained, while I could tell thirty. The hour of deliver- 
ance approaches. May God bless those who labour in 
it with such truth to me !—alas! with such hazard to 
themselves—and bless you, too, my children !—Come, 
we myst to the audience-chamber again, Our absence 
might excite suspicion, should they serve supper.’ 

They returnedg to the presence-chamber, and the 
evening concluded as usual. 

The next morning, at dinner-hour, an unusual incident 
eeccurred. While Lady Douglas of Lochleven per- 
formed,her daily duty of assistant and taster at the 
Quefn's table, she was told a man-at-arms had arrived, 
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recommended by her son, but without any letter or 
other token than what he brought by word of mouth. 

‘“‘Hath he given you that token?" demanded the 
Lady. 

‘‘He reserved it, as I think, for your Ladys:.'p’s ear,” 
replied Randal. 

‘‘He doth well,” said the Lady; ‘‘tell him to wait in 
the hall—But no—with your permission, madam” (to 
the Queen), ‘‘let him attend me here.” 

‘‘Since you are pleased to receive your domestics in 
my presence,” said the Queen, ‘‘ I cannot choose "—— 

‘My infirmities must plead my excuse, madam,” 
reptied the Lady ; ‘‘the life I must lead here ill sax, 
with the years which have passed over my head, and 
compels me to waive ceremonial.” 

‘*Oh, my good Lady,” replied the Queen, ‘‘I would 
thers were nought in this your castle more strongly com- 
pulsive than the cobweb chains of ceremony ; but bolts 
and bars are harder matters to contend with.” 

As she spoke, the person announced by Randal 
entered the room, and Roland Graeme at once recognised 
in him the Abbot Ambrosius. 

‘‘What is your name, good fellow?” said the 
Lady. 

‘‘Edward Glendinning,” answered the Abbot, witha 
suitable reverence. 

‘Art thou of the blood of the Knight of Avenel ?” 
said the Lady of Lochleven. 

*‘ Ay, madam, and that nearly,” replied the pretended 
soldier. 

** It is likely enough,” said the Ladyg ‘‘ for the Knight 
is the son of his own good works, and has risen from 
obscure Hneage to his present high rank in the Estate— 
But he is of sure truth and approved worth, and his 
kinsman is welcome to us. You hold, unquestionably, 
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 “*Do not doubt of it, madam,” said the disguised 
churchman. 

‘Hast thoua token to me from Sir William Douglas?” 
said the Lady. 

“? five, madam,” replied he; ‘‘ but it must be said 
in private.”’ 

* Thou art right,” said the Lady, moving towards the 
recés@ of a window ; ‘‘ say in what does it consist?” 

‘*In the words of an old bard,” replied the Abbot. 

‘* Repeat them,” answered the Lady ; and he uttered, 
in a low tone, the lines from an old poem, called The 

**O Douglas! Douglas ! 


Powlet,— 
Tender and true.” 


‘°Trusty Sir John Holland!“ said the Lady Douglas, 
apostrophising the poet, ‘‘a kinder heart never inspired 
a rhyme, and the, Douglas’s honour was ever an thy 
harp-string! We receive you among our followers, 
Glendinning—But, Randal, see that he keep the outer 
ward only, till we shall hear more touching him from our 
@on.— Thou fgarest not the night-air, Glendinning ?"’ 

** Ig the cause of the Lady before whom I stand, I 
fear nothing, madam,” answered the disguised Abbot. 

*‘Our garrison, then, is stronger by one trustworthy 
soldier,” said the matron—‘‘ Go to the buttery, and let 
them make much of thee.” 

When the Lady Lochleven had retired, the Queen 
said to Roland Grzeme, who was now-almost constantly 
in fer company, ‘‘I spy comfort in that stranger's 
countenance ; I know not why it should be so, but I am 
well persuaded fe is a friend.” 

‘‘Your Grace's penetration does not deceive you,” 
answered the page; and he informed her that the 
Abbot of Saint Mary's himself played the part of the 
newlytarrived soldier. 

The Queen crossed hegself and looked upwards. 
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**Unworthy sinner that I am,” she said, ‘‘ that fer my 
sake a man so holy, and so high in spiritual office, should 
wear the garb of a base sworder, and run the risk of 
dying the death of a traitor.” 

‘*Heaven will protect its own servant, madu:z,* said 
Catherine Seyton ; ‘‘his aid would bring a blessing on 
our undertaking, were it not already blest for its own 
sake.” « 
‘*What I admire in my spiritual father,’’ said Roland, 
*‘was the steady front with which he looked on me, 
without giving the least sign of former acquaintance. I 
did not think the like was possible, since I have ceased 
to believe that Hicnry was thesame person with Catherin@&., 

‘*But marked you not how astuciously the good 
father,” said the Queen, ‘‘eluded the questions of the 
woman Lochleven, telling her the very truth, which yet 
she received not as such?” 

Roland thought in his heart, that when the truth was 
spoken for the purpose of deceiving, it was little better 
than a lie in disguise. But it was no time to agitate 
such questions of conscience. ce 

‘* And now for the signal from the shore,” exclaimed 
Catherine ; ‘‘my bosom tells me we shall see this night 
two lights instead of one gleam from that garden of 
Kden—And then, Roland, do you play your part man- 
fully, and we will dance on the greensward like midnight 
fairies |" 

Catherine’s conjecture misgave not, nor deceived her. 
In the evening two beams twinkled from the coaage, 
instead of one ; and the page heard, with beating heart, 
that the new retainer was ordered to®%tand sentinel on 
the outside of the castle. When he intimated this news 
to the Queen, she held her hand out to him—he knelt, 
and when he raised it to his lips in all dutiful homage, 
he found it was damp and cold as marble. ‘‘ For God's 
sake, madam, droop not now,—sink not now |” 
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“Call upon Our Lady, my licge,” said the Lady 
Fieming—‘‘ call upon your tutclar saint.”’ 

‘Call the spirits of the hundred kings you are 
descended from,” exclaimed the page ; ‘‘in this hour of 
need, thg resolution of a monarch were worth the aid of 
a hundred saints.”’ ‘ 

‘Oh! Roland Greeme,”’ said Mary, in a tone of deep 
despondency, ‘‘be true to me-——many have been false 
tome. Alas! I have not always been true to myself. 
My mind misgives me that I shall die in bondage, and 
that this bold attempt will cost all our lives. It was 
foretold me by a soothsayer in France, that I should die 

dl prison, and bya violent death, and here comes the 
hour—Oh, would to God it found me prepared |” 

_ Madam," said Catherine Seyton, ‘‘remember you 
are a Queen. Better we all died in bravely attempting to 
gain our freedom, than remain here to be poisoned, as men 
rid them of the noxious vermin that haunt old hou$es.” 

‘*You are right, Catherine,” said the Queen; ‘‘and 
Mary will bear her like herself. But alas! your young 
and buoyant spirit can ill spell the causes which have 

en mine. © Forgive me, my children, and farcwell for 
a while—I will prepare both mind and body for this 
awful venture.’’ 

They separated, till again called together by the tolling 
of the curfew. ‘The Queen appeared grave, but firm and 
resolved ; the Lady Fleming, with the art of an ex- 
perienced courtier, knew: perfectly how to disguise her 
inward tremors ; Catherine's eye was fired, as if with the 
boldness of the project, and the half smile which dwelt 
upon her beaugful mouth seemed to contemn all the 
risk and all the consequences of discovery ; Roland, who 
felt how much success depended on his own address and 
boldness, summoned together his whole preserce of 
mind, and if he found his spirits flag for a momen!, cast 
histye upon Catherine, whom he thought he had never 
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seen look so beautiful.—‘‘ I may be foiled,” he thought, 
‘‘but with this reward in prospect, they must bring the 
devil to aid them ere they cross me.’”’ Thus resolved, Fe 
stood like a greyhound in the slips, with hand, heart, 
and eye intent upon making and seizing opportynity for 
the execution of their project. 

The keys had, with the wonted ceremonial, been pre- 
sented to the Lady Lochleven. She stood with her back 
to the casement, which, like that of the Queen's Xpart- 
ment, commanded a view of Kinross, with the church, 
which stands at some distance from the town, and nearer 
to the lake, then connected with the town by straggling 
cottages. With her back to this casement, then, a 
her face to the table, on which the keys lay for an instant 
while she tasted the various dishes which were placed 
there, stood the Lady of Lochleven, more provokingly 
intent than usunl—so at least it seemed to her prisoners 
—upon the huge and heavy bunch of iron, the imple- 
ments of their restraint. Just when, having finished her 
ceremony as taster of the Queen’s table, she was about 
to take up the keys, the page, who stood beside her, and 
had handed her the dishes in succession, lcoked sidewise 
to the churchyard, and exclaimed he saw corpse-candles 
in the churchyard. The Lady of Lochleven was not 
without a touch, though a slight one, of the superstitions 
of the time; the fate of her sons made her alive to 
omens, and a corpse-light, as it was called, in the family 
burial-place boded death. She turned her head towards 
the casement—saw a distant glimmering—forgot her 
charge for one second, and in that second were lost the 
whole fruits of her former vigilance. e page held the 
forged keys under his cloak, and with great dexterity 
exchanged them for the real ones. His utmost address 
could not prevent a slight clash as he took up the latter 
bunch. ‘' Who touches the keys?” said the Lady; 
and while the page answered that the sleeve of his cioak 
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had stirred them, she looked round, possessed herself of 
the bunch which now occupied the place of the genuine 
keys, and again turned to gaze on the supposed corpse- 
candies. 

“s I, bold these gleams,” she said, after a moment's 
consideration, ‘‘to come, not from the churchyard, but 
from the hut of the old gardener Blinkhoolie. I wonder 
what thrift that churl drives, that of late he hath ever had 
light in his house till the night grew deep. I thought 
him an industrious, peaceful man —If he turns resetter of 
idle companions and night-walkers, the place must be 
rid of him.” 
gab’ He may work his baskets perchanec,” said the page, 
desirous to stop the train of her suspicion. 

r nets, may he not ?"’ answered the Lady. 

“Ay, madam,” said Roland, ‘‘for trout and 
salmon." 

‘‘Or for fools and knaves,"’ replied the Lady ; ® but 
this shall be looked after to-morrow.—1 wish your Grace 
and your company a good evening.—Randal, attend us.” 
And Randal, who waited in the antechamber, after 
Having surren@ered his bunch of keys, gave his escort to 
his mistress as usual, while, leaving the Queen's apart- 
ments, she retired to her own. 

‘To-morrow !"’ said the page, rubbing his hands 
with glee as he repeated the Lady's last words, ‘‘ fools 
look to to-morrow, and wise folk use to-night.—May I 
pray you, my gracious liege, to retire for one half-hour, 
untiLall the castle is composed to rest! I must go and 
rub with oil these blessed implements of our freedom. 
Courage and cgnstancy, and all will go well, provide! 
our friends on the shore fail not to send the boat you 
spoke of.”’ 

‘‘Fear them not,” said Catherine, ‘‘ they are true as 
steel—if our dear mistress do but Sena Der noe ae 
roy&l courage."'* 
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** Doubt not me, Catherine,” replied the Queen: “a 
while since I was overborne, but I have recalled the spirit 
of my earlier and more sprightly days, when I used to 
accompany my armed nobles, and wish to be myself a 
man, to know what life it was to be in the €@elds with 
sword and buckler, jack and knapscap.” 

**Oh, the lark lives not a gayer life, nor sings a lighter 
and gayer song than the merry soldier,’ answered 
Catherine. ‘‘ Your Grace shall be in the midst of them 
soon, and the look of such a liege Sovereign will make 
each of your host worth three in the hour of need :—but 
I must to my task.” 

*4 We have but brief time,”’ said Queen Mary; ‘‘ oac, 
of the two lights in the cottage is extinguished—that 
shows the boat is put off.” ‘ 

** They will row very slow,’’ said the page, ‘‘or kent 
where depth permits, to avoid noise.—To our several 
task¢—I will commumicate with the good Father.” ' 

At the dead hour of midnight, when all! was silent in 
the castle, the page put the key into the lock of the 
wicket which opened into the garden, and which was at 
the bottom of a staircase that descentled from the 
Queen's apartment. ‘‘ Now, turn smooth and softly, 
thou good bolt,” said he, ‘‘if ever oil softened rust!" 
and his precautions had been so effectual, that the bolt 
revolved with little or no sound of resistance. He 
ventured not to cross the threshold, but exchanging a 
word with the disguised Abbot, asked if the boat were 
ready? ‘. 

“This half-hour,” said the sentinel. ‘‘She lies be- 
neath the wall, too close under the islet {> be seen by the 
warder, but I fear she will hardly escape his notice in 
putting off again.” 

‘«The darkness,” said the page, ‘“‘and our profound 
silence, may take her off unobserved, as she came in. 
Hildebrand has the watch on the tower—a heavy-heailed 
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Imave, who holds a can of ale to be the best head-picce 
upon a night-watch. He sleeps for a wager.” 

‘* Then bring the Queen,” said the Abbot, ‘‘and I will 
call Henry Seyton to assist them to the boat.” 

On tipggs, with noiseless step and suppressed breath, 
trembling at every rustle of their own apparel, one after 
another the fair prisoners glided down the winding stair, 
under gge guidance of Roland Gra:me, and were received 
at the wicket-gate by Henry Seyton and the churchman. 
The former seemed instantly to take upon himself the 
whole direction of the enterprise. ‘‘ My Lord Abbot,” 
he said, ‘‘give my sister your arm—I will conduct the 
_Queen—and that youth will have the honour to guide 
Lady Fleming.” 

Thig was no time to dispute the arrangement, although 
it was not that which Roland Graeme would have chosen. 
Catherine Seyton, who well knew the garden path, 
tripped on before like a sylph, rather leading the ABbot 
than receiving assistance—the Queen, her native spirit 
prevailing over female fear, and a thousand painful re- 
flegtions, moved steadily forward, by the assistance of 
Hoary Seyton®while the Lady Fleming encumbered 
with her@fears and her helplessness Roland Greeme, who 
followed in the rear, and who bore under the other arm 
a packet of necessaries belonging to the Queen. The 
door of the garden, which communicated with the shore 
of the islet, yiclded to one of the keys of which Roland 
had possessed himself, although not until he had tried 
severaj—a moment of anxious terror and expectation. 
The ladies were then partly led, partly carried, to the 
side of the lake, where a boat with six rowers attended 
them, the men couched along the bottom to secure them 
from observation. Henry Seyton placed the Queen in 
the stern ; the Abbot offered to assist Catherine, but she 
was seated by the Queen’s side before he could utter his 
proff& of help ; and Roland Graeme was just lifting Lady 
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Fleming over the boat-side, when a thought suddenly 
occurred to him, and exclaiming, ‘‘ Forgotten, forgotten { 
wait for me but one half-minute,” he replaced on che 
shore the helpless Lady of the bed-chamber, threw the 
Queen's packet into the boat, and sped bagk tbrongh 
the garden with the noiseless speed of a bird on the 


wing. 

‘* By Heaven, he is false at last!" said Seyton ; ‘1 
ever feared it!” . 

‘* He is as true,” said Catherine, ‘‘as Heaven itself, 
and that | will maintain.” 

‘* Be silent, minion,” said her brother, ‘‘ for shame, 
if not for fear—Fellows, put off, and row for year 
lives !” 

‘‘ Help me, help me on board!” said the deserted 
Lady Fleming, and that louder than prudence war- 
janteci. 

«Put off—put off!" cried Henry Seyton ; ‘‘ leave all 
behind, so the Queen is safe.” 

** Will you permit this, madam?” said Catherine, 
imploringly ; ‘‘ you leave your deliverer to death.” 

‘¢ J will not,” said the Queen.—‘‘ Seyfon, I co 
you to stay at every risk.” ‘ 

‘‘Pardon me, madam, if I disobey,” said the intract- 
able young man; and with one hand lifting in Lady 
Fleming, he began himself to push off the boat. 

She was two fathoms’ length from the shore, and the 
rowers were getting her head round, when Roland 
Graeme, arriving, bounded from the beach, and ajtained 
the boat, overturning Seyton, on whom he lighted. ‘The 
youth swore a deep but suppressed qeth, and stopping 
Graeme as he stepped towards the stern, said, ‘‘ Your 
place is not with high-barn dames—keep at the head and 
trim the vessel— Now give way—give way—Row, for God 
and the Queen!” : 

The rowers obeyed, and began to pull vigorously: 
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“Why did ye not muffle the oars?” said Roland 
Groeme ; the. dash must awaken the sentinel--Row, 
lads, and get out of reach of shot; for had not old 
Hildebrand, the warder, supped upon poppy-porridge, 
this whispering must have waked him.” 

it all thine own delay,” said Seyton ; ‘thou 
shalt reckon with me hereafter for that and other 
matters.’ 

But “land's apprehension was verified too instantly 
to permit him to reply. The sentinel, whose slumbering 
had withstood the whispering, was alarmed by the dash 
of the oars. His challenge was instantly heard. ‘‘A 
boat—a boat!—bring to, or I shoot!" And as they 

®ontinued to ply their oars, he callcd aloud, ‘‘ Treason ! 
treason !|"’ rung the bell of the castle, and discharged his 
harquébuss at the boat. The ladies crowded on each 
other like startled wild-fowl, at the flash and report of 
the piece, while the men urged the rowers to the utngost 
speed. They heard more than one ball whiz along the 
surface of the lake, at no great distance from their little 
bark ; and from the lights, which glanced like meteors 
froM window togvindow, it was evident the whole castle 
was alargied, and their escape discovered. 

‘* Pull!” again exclaimed Seyton; ‘‘stretch to your 
oars, or I will spur you to the task with my dagger—they 
will launch a boat immediately.” 

‘* That is cared for,” said Roland; ‘'] locked gate and 
wicket on them when I went back, and no boat will stir 
from the island this night, if doors of good oak and bolts 
of iro can keep men within stone-walls,—And now I 
resign my office of porter of Lochleven, and give the keys 
to the Kelpie’s ke@ping.” 

As the heavy keys plurged in the lake, the Abbot, who 
till then had been repeating his prayers, exclaimed, ‘‘ Now, 
bless thee, my son! for thy ready prudence puts shame 
on us afi."* 
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‘“*T knew,” said Mary, drawing her breath more freely, 
as they were now out of reach of the musketry—“ I knew 
my squire’s truth, promptitude, and sagacity.—I must 
have him dear friends with my no less true knights, 
Douglas and Seyton—but where, then, is Danglgs ?” 

‘‘ Here, madam,” answered the deep and melancholy 
voice of the boatman who sat next her, and who acted as 
steersman. 

‘* Alas! was it you who stretched your body before 
me,’ said the Queen, ‘‘ when the balls were raining 
around us?” 

‘* Believe you,’’ said he, in a Jow tone, ‘‘that Douglas 
d have resigned to any one the chance of proteesiag, 
his net life with his own?” 

The dialogue was here interrupted by a shot pr two 
from one of those small pieces of artillery called fal- 
conets, then used in defending castles. The shot was 
too' vague to have any effect, but the broader flash, the 
deeper sound, the Jouder return which was made by the 
midnight echoes of Bennarty, terrified and imposed 
silence on the liberated prisoners. The boat was along- 
side of a rude quay or landing-place, ruyming out from a 
garden of considerable extent, ere any of them ugain at- 
tempted to speak. They landed, and while the Abbot 
returned thanks aloud to Heaven, which had thus far 
favoured their enterprise, Douglas enjoyed the best 
reward of his desperate undertaking, in conducting the 
Queen to the house of the gardener. Yet, not unmindful 
of Roland Graeme even in that moment of terror and ex- 
haustjon, Mary expressly commanded Seyton to give his 
assistance to Fleming, while Catheripe voluntarily, and 
without bidding, took the arm of the page. Seyton pre- 

sently resigned Lady Fleming to the care of the Abbot, 
alleging, he must look after their horses ; and his attend- 
ants, disencumbering themselves of their ‘boa'-cloaks, 
hastened to assist him, 
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While Mary spent in the gardener's cottage the few 
minutes which were necessary to prepare the steeds for 
‘heir departure, she perceived, ‘in a corner, the old man 
‘owhom the garden belonged, and called him to approach. 
Te cangggee it were with reluctance. 

‘‘ How, brother,” said the Abbot, ‘‘so slow to wel- 
some thy royal Qucen and’ mistress to liberty and to her 
cingdggs 1" 

The old man, thus admonished, came forward, and, in 
7ood terms of speech, gave her Grace joy of her decliver- 
ance. The Queen returned him thanks in the most 
zracious manner, and added, ‘‘It will remain to us to 
3 some immediate reward for your fidelity, for we wot 
well your house has been long the refuge in which our 
TustygServants have met to concert measures for our 
reedom.” So saying, she offered gold, and added, ‘We 
will consider your services more fully hereafter.” 

‘‘Kneel, brother,” said the Abbot, ‘‘ kneel instaftly, 
and thank her Grace’s kindness.” 

‘* Good brother, thou wert once a few steps under me, 
ang art very many years younger,” replied the gardener, 
dettishly, ‘‘let the do mine acknowledgments in my own 
way. Qtecns have knelt to me ere now, and in truth my 
fnees are too old and stiff to bend even to this lovely- 
faced lady. May it please your Grace, if your Grace’s 
ervants have occupied my house, so that I could not 
call it mine own—if they have trodden down my flowers 
in the zeal of their midnight comings and goings, and 
jestrayed the hope of the fruit-season, by bringing their 
war-horses into my garden, I do but crave of your Grace 
n requital, that you will choose your residence as far 
rom me as possible. I am an old man, who would 
willingly creep to my grave as easily as I can, in peace, 
vood-will, and quiet labour.” 

‘*[ promise you fairly, good man,” said the Queen, ‘'I 
will not make yonder castle my residence again, if I can 
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help it, But let me press on you this money—It will 
make some amends for the havoc we have made in your 


little garden and orchard.” 
‘‘I thank your Grace, but it will make me not the least 
amends,” said the old man. ‘' The ruined labours of 2 


whole year are not so easily replaced to him who has 
perchance but that one year to live; and besides, they 
tell me I must leave this place, and become a wdirucrer in 
mine old age—I that have nothing on earth saving these 
fruit-trees, and a few old parchments and family secrets 
not worth knowing. As for gold, if I had loved it, I 
might have remained Lord Abbot of Saint Mary’s-cand 
yet, I wot not—for, if Abbot Boniface be but the poor 
peasant Blinkhoolic, his successor, the Abbot Ambrosius, 
is still transmuted for the worse into the guise of a‘sword- 
and-buckler man.” 

‘Hat! is this indeed the Abbot Boniface of whom I 
have heard?” said the Queen. ‘‘It is indeed I 
who should have bent the knee for your blessing, good 
Father.” 

‘‘Bend no knce to me, Lady! The Wessing of art old 
man, who is no longer an Abbot, go with you aver dale 
and down—I hear the trampling of your horses.” 

‘* Farewell, Father,” said the Queen. ‘‘ When we are 
once more seated at Holyrood, we will neither forget thee 
nor thine injured garden.” 

‘* Forget us both,’ said the Ex-Abbot Boniface, '‘ and 
may God be with you !"" . 

As they hurried out of the house, they heard the old 
man talking and muttering to himself, as he hastily drew 
bolt and bar behind them. 

‘« The revenge of the Douglases will reach the poor old 
man,” said the Queen. ‘‘ God help me, I ruin everyone 
whom I approach !” : 

‘* His safety is cared for,” said Seyton ; ‘‘ he must not 
remain here, but will be privately conducted to a place 
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of greater security. But I would your Grace were in the 
saddie.—To horse! to horse!" 

. The party of Seyton and of Douglas were increased to 
about ten by those attendants who had remained with 
the hoaggase =| The Queen and her ladies, with all the rest 
who came from the boat, were instantly mounted ; and 
holding aloof from the village, which was already alarmed 
by thagiring from the castle, with Douglas acting as their 
guide, they soon reached the open ground, and began to 
ride as fast as was consistent with keeping together in 


good order. 


CHAP, XXXVI. 


He mounted himself on a coal-black steed, 
And her on a freckled grey, 

With a bugelet horn hung down from his side, 
And roundly they rode away.—OLpD BALLAD. 


HE influence of the free air, the rushing of the 
horses over high and low, the ringing of the 
bridles® the excitation at once arising from a 
sense &f freedom and of rapid motion, gradually dis- 
pelled the confused and dejected sort of stupefaction by 
which Queen Mary was at first overwhelmed. She could 
not at last conceal the change of her feelings to the per- 
son who rode at her rein, and who she doubted not was 
the Father Ambrosius; for Seyton, with all the heady 
impeguosity of a youth, proud, and justly so, of his first 
successful adventure, assumed all the bustle and import- 
ance of commangdgr of the little party, which escorted, in 
the language of the time, the Fortune of Scotland. He 
now led the van, now checked his bounding steed till 
the rear had come up, exhorted the leaders to keep a 
steady ghough rapid pace, and commanded those who 
hindmost of the party to use their spurs, and allow 
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mo interval to take place in their line of march; and 

anon he was beside the Queen, or her ladies, inquiring 

how they brooked the hasty journey, and whether they 

had any commands for him. But while Seyton thus 

busied himself in the general cause with somaagvantage 

to the regular order of the march, and a good deal of 

personal ostentation, the horseman who rode beside the 

Queen gave her his full and undivided attention, 15 if he 

had been waiting upon some superior being. When the 

road was rugged and dangerous, he abandoned almost 

entirely the care of his own horse, and kept his hand con- 

Stantly upon the Queen’s bridle; if a river or larger brook 
traversed their course, his left arm retained her inwthe | 
saddle, while his right held her palfrey's rein. 

‘‘] had not thought, reverend Father,” said the Queen, 
when they reached the other bank, ‘‘ that the convent 
bred such good horsemen.""—The person she addressed 
sighed, but made no other answer.—'‘ I know not how it 
is,’ said Queen Mary, ‘‘ but either the sense of freedom, 
or the pleasure of my favourite exercise, from which I 
have been so long debarred, or both combined, seem to 
have given wings to me—no fish ever slfot through the 
water, no bird through the air, with the hurr‘ed feel- 
ing of liberty and rapture with which I sweep through 
this night-wind, and over these wolds. Nay, such is the 
magic of feeling mysclf once more in the saddle, that I 
could almost swear ] am at this moment mounted on my 
own favourite Rosabelle, who was never matched in 
Scotland for swiftness, for ease of motion, and for sure- 
ness of toot. 

‘* And if the horse which bears so dexr a burden could 
speak," answered the deep voice of the melancholy 
George of Douglas, ‘‘ would she not reply, who but 
Rosabelle ought at such an emergence as this to serve 
her beloved mistress, or who but Douglas ought to. hold 
ber bridle-rein |"’ - 
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Queen Mary started ; she foresaw at once all the evils 
like to arise to herself and him from the deep enthusiastic 
passion of this youth ; but her feelings as a woman, 
grateful at once and compassionate, prevented her assum- 

ity of a Queen, and she endeavoured to 
continue the conversation in an indifferent tone. 

‘* Methought,” she said, ‘‘ I heard that, at the division 
of my poils, Rosabelle had become the property of Lord 
Mort $ paramour and ladye-love, Alice.” 

‘‘The noble palfrey had indeed been destined to so 
base a lot,” answered Douglas; ‘‘she was kept under 
four keys, and under the charge of a numerous crew of 
gteoms and domestics—but Queen Mary needed Rosa- 
belie, and Rosabelle is here.” 

‘* And was it well, Douglas,”’ said Queen Mary, “‘ when 
such fearful risks of various kinds must needs be en- 
countered, that youshould augment their perils to yourself, 
for a subject of so little moment as a palfrey ?” 

‘* Do you call that of little moment,’’ answered Douglas, 
‘* which has afforded youa moment's pleasure ?—Did you 
not start with joy when I first said you were mounted on 
R@sabelle ?—Ahd to purchase you that pleasure, though 
it were @0 last no longer than the flash of lightning doth, 
would not Douglas have risked his life a thousand 
times ?” 

‘‘Oh, peace, Douglas, peace,” said the Queen, ‘' this 
is unfitting language ; and, besides, I would speak,” 
said she, recollecting herself, ‘‘ with the Abbot of Saint 
Mary’ s—Nay, Douglas, I will not let you quit my rein in 
displeasure.” 

** Displeasure, glady !" answered Douglas : ** alas! 
sorrow is all that % can feel for your well-warranted con- 

tempt—I should be as soon displeased with Heaven for 
refusing the wildest wish which mortal can form.” 

‘* Ahjde by my rein, however,” said Mary, ‘‘ there is 
roorfi for my Lord Abbot n the other side ; and, besides, 
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I doubt if his assistance would be so useful to Rosabelle 
and me as yours has been, should the road again re- 
quire it.” 

The Abbot came up on the other side, and she im- 
mediately opened a conversation with him on.phe topic 
of the state of partics, and the plan fittest for her to 
pursue in consequence of her deliverance. In this con- 
versation Douglas took little share, and never byt. when 
directly applicd to by the Queen, while, as before, his 
attention seemed entirely engrossed by the care of Mary's 
personal safety. She learned, however, she had a new 
obligation to him, since, by his contrivance, the Abbot, 
whom he hud furnished with the family pass-word, was 
introduced into the castle as one of the garrison. 

Long before daybreak they ended their hasty. and 
perilous journey before the gates of Niddrie, a castle in 
West Lothian, belonging to Lord Seyton. When the 
Queen was about to alight, Henry Seyton, preventing 
Douglas, received her in his arms, and, kneeling down, 
prayed her Majesty to enter the house of his father, her 
faithful servant. 

‘Your Grace,” he added, ‘‘ may repose yourself here 
in perfect safety—it is alrendy garrisoned with geod men 
for your protection ; and I have sent a post to my father, 
whose instant arrival, at the head of five hundred men, 
may be looked for. Do not dismay yourself, therefore, 
should your sleep be broken by the trampling of horse ; 
but only think that here are some scores more of the 
saucy Seytons come to attend you.’ 

‘‘And by better friends than the saucy Seytons, a 
Scottish Queen cannot be guarded-; replied Mary. 
“* Rosabelle went fleet as the summer breeze, and well 
nigh as easy ; but it is long since I have been a traveller, 
and I feel that repose will be welcome.—Catherine, sea 
mignonte, you must sleep in my apartment to-night, and 
bid me welcome to your noble father's castle. —Thanks, 
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thanks to all my kind deliverers—thanks, and a good 
night is all I can now offer ; but if I climb once more to 
the upper side of Fortune's wheel, I will not have her 
bandage. Mary Stuart will keep her eyes open, and 
distinguish, her friends.—Seyton, I need scarcely recom- 
mend the venerable Abbot, the Douglas, und my page, 
to your honourable care and hospitality,”’ 

Henry Seyten bowed, and Cathcrine and Lady 
Flem attended the Queen to her apartment; where, 
acknowledging to them that she should have found it 
difficult in that moment to keep her promise of holding 
her eyes open, she resigned herself to repose, and 
awakened not till the morning was advanced. 

Mary's first feeling when she awoke, was the doubt of 
her freedom ; and the impulsc prompted her to stast 
from ‘bed, and hastily throwing her mantle over her 
shoulders, to look out at the casement of her apartment. 
Oh, sight of joy! instead of the crystal sheet of LochlMen, 
unaltered save by the influence of the wind, a landscape 
of wood and moorland lay before her, and the park 
around the castle was occupied by the troops of her most 
faffhful and m@st favourite nobles. 

** Risg, rise, Catherine,” cried the enraptured Princess; 
‘‘ arise and come hither !—here are swords and spears in 
true hands, and glittering armour on loyal breasts, 
Here are banners, my gir), floating in the wind, as lightly 
as summer clouds—Great God! what pleasure to my 
weary eyes to trace their devices—thine own brave father's 
—the princely Hamilton’s—the faithful Fleming’s—See— 

y have caught a glimpse of me, and throng 
towards the windgw !" 

She flung the casement open, and with her bare head, 
from which the tresses flew back loose and dishevelled, 
her fair arm sienderly veiled by her mautle, returned by 
motion,and sign the exulting shouts of the warriors, 
whic8 echoed for many a furlong around. When the 
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frst burst of ecstatic joy was over, she recollected how 
fightly she was dressed, and, putting her hands to her 
face, which was covered with blushes at the recollection, 
withdrew abruptly from the window. The cause of her 
retreat was easily conjectured, and increased the general 
enthusiasm for a Princess, who had forgotten her rank in 
her haste to acknowledge the services of her subjects. 
The unadorned beauties of the lovely woman, too, moved 
the military spectators more than the highest display of 
her regal state might ; and what might have seemed too 
free in her mode of appearing before them, was more 
than atoned for by the enthusiasm of the moment, and 
by the delicacy evinced in her hasty retreat. Often asetshe 
deouts died away, as often were they renewed, till wood 
and hill rung again ; and many a deep oath was made 
that morning on the cross of the sword, that the hand 
should not part with the weapon, till Mary Stuart was 
restored to her rights. But what are promises, what the 
hopes of mortals? In ten days, these gallant and 
devoted votarics were slain, were captives, or had fled. 

Mary flung herself into the nearest seat, and still 
blushing, yet half smiling, exclaimed, ‘“Afa mignonne, 
what will they think of me?—to show myself «> them 
with my bare feet hastily thrust into the slippers—only 
this loose mantle about me—my hair loose on my 

lers—my arms and neck so bare—Oh, the best 

they can suppose is, that her abode in yonder dungeon 
has turned their Queen’s brain! But my rebel subjects 
saw me exposed when I was in the depth of affliction, 
why should I hold colder ceremony with these faithful 
and loyal men ?—Call Fleming, however—I trust she has 
not forgot the little mail with my apparel—We must be 
as brave as we can, miguonne.’ 

“Nay, madam, our good Lady Fleming was in no case 
to remember anything.’ 

““You jest, Catherine,” said the Queen, somewhat 
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offended ; ‘‘it is not in her nature surely, to forget her 
duty so far as to leave us without a change of apparel ?* 

** Roland Graeme, madam, took care of that,’’ answered 
Catherine ; ‘‘ for he threw the mail, with your Highness's 
clothemarffl jewels, into the boat, ere he ran back to lock 
the gate—I never saw so awkward a page as that youth— 
the packet well-nigh fell on my head.”’ 

‘* @ shall make thy heart amends, my girl,” said 
Queen Mary, laughing, ‘‘for that and all other offences 
given. But call Fleming, and let us put ourselves into 
apparel to meet our faithful lords.” 

Such had been the preparations, and such was the skill 
of®Lady Fleming, that the Queen appeared before her 
assembled nobles in such attire as became, though it 
coulénot enhance, her natural dignity. With the moat 
winning courtesy, she expressed to each individual! her 
grateful thanks, and dignified not only every noble, but 
many of the lesser barons, by her particular attention. 

** And whither now, my lords?” she said; ‘‘ what way 
do your counsels determine for us?” 

o to Draphane Castle,"’ replied Lord Arbroath, ° if 
your Majesty is so pleased ; and thence to Dumbarton, 
to pla@ your Grace's person in safety, after which we 
long to prove if these traitors will abide us in the field,” 

** And when do we journey ?” 

‘*We propose,” said Lord Seyton, ‘‘if your Grace’s 
fatigue will permit, to take horse after the morning's 
meal."’ 

‘* Your pleasure, my lords, is mine,” replied the Queen ; 
** we will rule our journey by your wisdom now, and hope 
hereafter to havesthe advantage of governing by it our 
kingdom.—You will permit my ladies and me, my good 
lords, to break our fast along with you—We must be 
half soldiers ourselves, and set state apart.” 

a Somat many a helmeted head at this gracious 

when the — glancing her eyes through the 
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assembled leaders, missed both Douglas and Roland 
Groeme, and inquired for them in a whisper to Catherine 
Seyton. 

‘They are in yonder oratory, madam, sad enough,” 
replied Catherine; and the Queen observettxat her 
favourite’s eyes were red with weeping. 

‘‘This must not be,” said the Queen. ‘‘ Keep the 
company amused — I will seek them and introdwtz them 
myself.” 

She went into the oratory, where the first she met was 
George Douglas, standing or rather reclining, in the 
recess of a window, his back rested against the wall, and 
his arms folded on his breast. At the sight of the Qfféen 
he started, and his countenance showed, for an instant, 
an expression of intense delight, which was instamly ex- 
changed for his usual deep melancholy. 

‘What means this ?”” she said ; ‘‘ Douglas, why does 
the first deviser and bold executor of the happy scheme 
for our freediom, shun the company of his fellow nobles, 
and of the Sovereign whom he has obliged?” 

‘‘Madam,” replied Douglas, ‘‘ those y;jhom you ga.ce 
with your presence bring followers to aid your cause, 
wealth to support your state,—can offer you halls in 
which to feast, and impregnable castles for your defence. 
I ama houseless and landless man—disinherited by my 
mother, and laid under her malediction—disowned by my 
name and kindred--who bring nothing to your standard 
but a single sword, and the poor life of its owner.” 

‘*Do you mean to upbraid me, Douglas,” replizd the 
Queen, ‘‘ by showing what you have lost for my sake?” 

‘‘God forbid, madam!" interrupté! the young man 
eagerly ; ‘‘ were it to do again, and had I ten times as 
much tank and wealth, and twenty times as many friends 
to lose, my losses would be overpaid by the first step you 
made, as a free princess, upon the soil of your yative 
kingdom.” | 
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‘« And what then ails you, that you will not rejoice with 
those who rejoice upon the same joyful occasion ?’’ said 
the Queen. 

‘‘Madam,” replied the youth, ‘‘though exheridated 
and @igsonned, Iam yeta Douglas: with most of yonder 
nobles my family have been in feud forages—a cold recep- 
tion amongst them were an insult, anda kind one yct 


‘For shame, Douglas,"’ replied the Queen, ‘‘ shake 
off this unmanly gloom !—-I can make thee match for the 
best of them in title and fortune, and, belicve me, | will, 
—Go then amongst them, I command you.”’ 

©: That word,’ said Douglas, ‘‘ is enough—I go. This 
only let me say, that not for wealth or title would I have 
dong that which I have done—Mary Stuart will not, 
and the Queen cannot, reward me.” 

So saying, he left the oratory, mingled with the nobles, 
and placed himself at the bottom of the table. ° ‘The 
Queen looked after him, and put her kerchief to her 
ies 

‘‘ Now, Our Lady pity me,” she said, ‘'for no sooner 
are my prison cares ended, than those which beset me as 
a worffan and a qucen again thicken around me. —Happy 
Elizabeth ! to whom political interest is everything, and 
whose heart never betrays thy head.—And now must I 
seek this other boy, if I would prevent daggers-drawing 
betwixt him and the young Seyton.” 

Roland Graeme was in the same oratory, but at such a 
disignce from Douglas that he could not overhear what 
passed betwixt the Queen and him. He also was moody 
and thoughtfuly but cleared his brow at the Queen’s 
question, ‘‘ How now, Roland? you are negligent in your 
attendance this morning. Are you so much overcome 
with your night's ride?” 

¢ Mot so, gracious madam,” answered Groeme ; “ but 
I am told the page of Lochleven is not the page of 
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Niddrie Castle ; and so Master Henry Seyton hath in a 
manner been pleased to supersede my attendance.” 

‘Now, Heaven forgive me,” said the Queen, ‘‘ how 
soon these cock-chickens begin to spar !—with children 
and boys, at least, I may be a queen.—I wilPheam you 
friends.—Some one send me Henry Seyton hither.” As 
she spoke the last words aloud, the youth whom she had 
named entered the apartment. ‘‘ Come hithea:’ she 
said, ‘‘ Henry Seyton—lI will have you give your hand to 
this youth, who so well aided in the plan of my escape.” 

‘*Willingly, madam,” answered Seyton, ‘‘so that the 
youth will grant me, asa boon, that he touch not the 
hand of another Seyton whom he knows of. My hdtid 
has passed current for hers with him before now—and to 
win my friendship, he must give up thoughts af my 
sister's love." P 

" Henry Seyton,” said the Queen, ‘‘ does it become 
you to add any condition to my command?” 

‘‘Madam,” said Henry, ‘‘I am the servant of your 
Grace's throne, son to the most loyal man in Scotland. 
Our goods, our castles, our blood, are, yours: Oer 
honour is in our own keeping. I could say more, 
but "—— 

‘* Nay, speak on, rude boy,” said the Queen ; ‘‘ what 
avails it that I am released from Lochleven, if I am thus 
enthralled under the yoke of my pretended deliverers, 
and prevented from doing justice to one who has deserved 
as well of me as yourself?” 

‘Be not in this distemperature for me, soverstign 
Lady,” said Roland ; ‘‘this young gentleman, being the 
faithful servant of your Grace, and the brother of Cathe- 
rine Sevton, bears that about him which will charm down 
my passion at the hottest.” 

‘'] warn thee once more,” said Henry Seyton, 
haughtily, ‘‘ that you make no speech which mdy iafer 
that the daughter of Lord Seyton can be aught to thee 
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beyond what she is to every churl’s blood in Scot 
land.” 

The Queen was again about to interfere, for Roland’s 
complexion rose, and it became somewhat questionable 
how fewe@his love for Catherine would suppress the 
natural fire of histemper. But the interposition of another 
person, hitherto unseen, prevented Mary's interference. 
Thero@ras in the oratory a separate shrine, enclosed with 
a high screen of pierced oak, within which was placed 
an image of Saint Bennet, of peculiar sanctity. From 
this recess, in which she had been probably engaged in 
her devotions, issued suddenly Magdalen Grzeme, and 
ad@ressed Henry Seyton, in reply to his last offensive ex- 
pressions—‘‘ And of what clay, then, are they moulded 
these@Scytons, that the blood of the Grames may not 
aspire to mingle with theirs? Know, proud boy, that 
when I call this youth my daughter's child, I affirry his 
descent from Malise, Earl of Strathern, called Malise 

the Bright Brand; and I trow the blood of your 
: springs from no higher source."’ 

7 d moter,” saidSeyton, ‘‘methinks your sanctity 
sttould make you superior to these worldly vanities ; and 
indeed {t seems to have rendered you somewhat oblivious 
touching them, since to be of gentle descent, the father's 
name and lineage must be as well qualified as the 
mother's.”’ 

‘* And if I say he comes of the blood of Avenel by the 
father’s side,” replied Magdalen Grzeme, ‘‘ name I not 
bloowas richly coloured as thine own ?” 

‘* Of Avenel?" said the Queen ; ‘‘is my page descended 
of Avenel?” @ 

** Ay, gracious Princess, and the last male heir of that 
ancient house—Julian Avenel was his father, who fell m 
battle inst the Southron.” 

**] Have heard the tale of sorrow,” said the Queen ; 
“it was thy daughter, then, who followed that unfos- 
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tunate baron to the field, and died on his body? Alas! 
how many ways does woman's affection find to work out 
her own misery! The tale has oft been told and sung 
in hall and bower—And thou, Roland, art that child of 
misfortune, who was left among the dead S&ndedying ? 
Henry Seyton, he is thine equal in blood and birth.” 

** Scarcely so,’ said Henry Seyton, ‘‘ even were he legi- 
timate ; but if the tale be told and sung arighé, Julian 
Avenel was-a false knight, and his leman a frail and 
credulous maiden.” 

‘*Now, by Heaven, thou liest,”” said Roland Greme, 
and Jaid his hand on his sword. The entrance of Lord 
Seyton, however, prevented violence. hd . 

‘*Save me, my lord,” said the Queen, ‘‘ and epeiaie 
these wild and untamed spirits.” 

‘““How, Henry,” said the baron, ‘‘are my calle, and 
the.Queen’s presence, no checks on thine insolence and 
impetuosity ?—- And with whom art thou brawling ?— 
unless my eyes spell that token false, it is with the very 
youth who aided me so gallantly in the skirmish with the 
Leslies—Let me look, fair youth, at the medal wich 
thou wearest in thy cap. By Saint Bennet it is the 
same !—Henry, I command thee to forbear him, as thou 
lovest my blessing ’’-—— 

‘‘ And as you honour my command,” said the Queen ; 
“‘ good service hath he done me.” 

‘*Ay, madam,” replied young Seyton, ‘‘as when he 
carried the billet enclosed in the sword-sheath to Loch- 
leven—marry, the good youth knew no more than a pack- 
horse what he was carrying.” 

‘But I, who dedicated him to thisOgreat work,” said 
Magdalen Graeme—'' I, by whose advice and agency this 
just heir hath been unloosed from her thraldom—lI, whe 
spared not the last remaining hope of a falling house ir 
this great action—I, at least, knew and counselled; anc 
what merit may be mine. let the reward, most graciow 
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Queen, descend upon this youth. My ministry here is 
ended ; you are free—a sovereign Princess, at the head 
of a gallant army, surrounded by valiant barons—My 
service could avail you no farther, but might well preju- 
dice fou * your fortune now rests upon men’s hearts and 
men’s swords—May they prove as trusty as the faith of 
women !” 

‘*¥@u will not leave us, mother,” said the Queen— 
** you whose practices in our favour were so powerful, 
who dared so many dangers, and wore so many disguises, 
to blind our cnemies and to confirm our friends—you will 
not leave us in the dawn of our reviving fortunes, cre we 
have time to know and to thank you?” 

‘You cannot know her,” answered Magdalen Graeme, 
**wh® knows not herself—there are times, when, in this 
woman's frame of mine, there is the strength of him of 
Gath—in this overtoiled brain, the wisdom cf thegnost 
sage counsellor --—and again the mist is on me, and my 
strength is weakness, my wisdom folly. I have spoken 
before princes and cardinals—ay, noble princess, even 
before the prigces of thine own house of Lorraine ; and 
I know not whence the words of persuasion came which 
flowed from my lips, and were drunk in by their cars.— 
And now, even when I most need words of persuasion, 
there is something which chokes my voice, and robs me 
of utterance.” 

‘‘ If there be aught in my power to do thee pleasure,” 
said the Queen, ‘' the barely naming it shall avail as wel! 
as mil thine eloquence.” 

** Sovereign Lady,” replied the enthusiast, ‘‘ it shames 
me that at this #%igh moment something of human frailty 
should cling to one, whose vows the saints have heard, 
whose labours in the rightful cause Heaven has pros- 
pered. But it will be thus while the living spirit is 
shrine in the clay of mortality—I will yield to the folly,” 
She said, weeping 2s she spoke, ‘‘and it shall be the last.” 
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Then seizing Roland's hand, she led him to the Queen's 
feet, kneeling herself upon one knee, and causing him to 
kneel on both. ‘‘ Mighty Princess,”’ she said, ‘‘ look on 
this flower—it was found by a kindly stranger on a 
bloody field of battle, and long it was ere rfty amxious 
eyes saw, and my arms pressed, all that was left of my 
only daughter. For your sake, and for that of the holy 
faith we both profess, I could leave this plant, while it 
was yet tender, to the nurture of strangers—ay, of 
enemies, by whom, perchance, his blood would have 
been poured forth as wine, had the heretic Glendinning 
known that he had in his house the heir of Julian Avenel, 
Since then I have seen him only in a few hours of doBot 
and dread, and now I part with the child of my love— 
for ever—for ever !—Oh, for every weary step Iehave 
made in your rightful cause, in this and in foreign lands, 
give, protection to the child whom I must no more cal] 
mine!" 

‘‘T swear to you, mother,” said the Queen, deeply 
affected, '‘ that, for your sake and his own, his happiness 
and fortunes shall be our charge !"’ ( e 

‘‘] thank you, daughter of princes,” said Magdalen, 
and pressed her lips, first to the Queen's hand, tnen to 
the brow of her grandson. ‘‘ And now,” she said, drying 
her tears, and rising with dignity, ‘‘ Earth has had its 
own, and Heaven claims the rest.—Lioness of Scotland, 
go forth and conquer ! and H the prayers of a devoted 
votaress can avail thee, they will rise in many a land, and 
from many a distant shine. I will glide likea ghost 
from land to land, from temple to temple ; and where 
the very name of my country is unkown, the priests 
shall ask who is the Queen of that distant northern land, 
for whom the aged pilgrim was so fervent in prayer. 
Farewell ! Honour be thine, and earthly prosperity, if 
it be the will of God—if not, may the penance thda shalt 
de here ensure thy happiness hereafter }—Let no one 


THE ABBOT. 
speak or follow me—my resolution is taken—my vow 
cannot be cancelled.”’ 

She glided from their presence as she spoke, and her 
last look was upon her beloved grandchild. He would 
have gsenand followed, but the Queen and Lord Seyton 
interfered. 

‘¢ Press not on her now,” said Lord Seyton, ‘‘if you 
would pot lose her for ever. Many a time have we seen 
the sainted mother, and often at the most needful 
moment ; but to press on her privacy, or to thwart her 
purpose, is a crime which she cannot pardon. I trust 
we shall yet see her at her need—a holy woman she is 
fonscertain, and dedicated wholly to prayer and penance ; 
and hence the heretics hold her as one distracted, while 
true Gatholics deem her a saint.’ 

‘* Let me then hope,” said the Queen, ‘‘ that you, my 
lord, will aid me in the exccution of her last request,” 

‘What! in the protection of my young seconf ?— 
cheerfully—that is, in all that your majesty can think it 
fitting to ask of me.—Henry, give thy hand upon the 
ingjant to Roland Avenel, for so I presume he must now 
be called." 

‘‘Ana shall be Lord of the Barony,” said the Queen, 
*‘if God prosper our rightful arms.” 

‘*It tan only be to restore it to my kind protectress, 
who now holds it,” said young Avenel. ‘‘ I would rather 
be landless all my life, than she lost a rood of ground 
by me.”’ 

ay,” said the Queen, looking to Lord Seyton, ‘* his 
mind matches his een nee thou hast not yet given 
thy hand.” 

“It is his,” said Henry, giving it with some appear- 
ance of courtesy, but whispering Roland at the same 
time,— “* For all this thou hast not my sister's.” 

“* May it please your Grace," said Lord Seyton, ‘‘ now 
that*these passages are over, to honour our poor meal, 
§00 
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Time it were that our banners were reflected in the 


Clyde. We must to horse with as little delay as may 
he,” 
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Ay, sir—our ancient crown, in these wild tines, 
Ost stood ufou a cast—the gamester's ducat, 
So often staked, and lost, and then regain'd, 
Scarce Ancw so many hasards. 

THe SranisH FATHER. 


T is not our object to enter into the historical 

part of the reign of the ill-fated Mary,eor 

to recount how, during the week which suc- 
ceeded her flight from Lochleven, her partisans mustered 
around her with their followers, forming a gallant army, 
amounting to six thousand men. So much light has 
been’ lately thrown on the most minute details of the 
pericd, by Mr. Chalmers, in his valuable History of 
Queen Mary, that the reader may be safely referred to it 
for the fullest information which ancient records afford 
concerning that interesting time. It is susficient for our 
purpose to say, that while Mary's headquarters tvere at 
Hamilton, the Regent and his adherents had, in the 
King's name, assembled a host at Glasgow, imferior 
indecd to that of the Queen in numbers, but formidable 
from the military talents of Murray, Morton, the Laird 
of Grange, and others, who had been trained from their 
youth in foreign and domestic wars. 

In these circumstances, it was the obvious policy of 
Queen Mary to avoid a conflict, secugg that were her. 
person once in safety, the number of her adherents must 
daily increase ; whereas the forces of those opposed to 
her must, as had frequently happened in the previous 
history of her reign, have diminished, and their,spirits 
tecome broken. And so evident was this to her ovun-. 
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sellors, that they resolved their first step should be to 
place the Queen in the strong castle of Dumbarton, there 
to await the course of events, the arrival of succours from 
France, and the levics which were made by her adherents 
in all the pyevinces of Scotland. Accordingly, orders were 
given, that all men should be on horseback or on foot, 
apparelled in their armour, and ready to follow the 
Queen's standard in array of battle, the avowed deter- 
mination being to escort her to the Castle of Dumbarton 
in defiance of her enemies. 

The muster was made upon Hamilton Moor, and the 
march commenced in all the pomp of feudal times. 
Miltary music sounded, banners and pennons waved, 
armour glittered far and wide, and spears glanced and 
twinkled like stars in a frostysky. The gallant spectacle 
of warlike parade was on this occasion dignified by the 
presence of the Queen herself, who, with a fair retinue 
of ladies and household attendants, and a special g@ard 
of gentlemen, amongst whom young Seyton and Roland 
were distinguished, gave grace at once and confidence 
to i army, which spread its ample files before, around, 
and behind he® Many churchmen also joined the caval- 
cade, most of whom did not scruple to assume arms, 
and declare their intention of wielding them in defence 
of Mary and the Catholic faith. Not so the Abbot of 
Saint Mary's. Roland had not seen this prelate since the 
night of their escape from Lochleven, and he now beheld 
him, robed in the dress of his order, assume his station 
near the Queen's person. Roland hastened to pull off 
his b&snet, and beseech the Abbot's blessing. 

** Thou hast it,gmy son!” said the priest ; ‘'I see thee 
now under thy true name, and in thy rightful garb. The 
helmet with the holly branch befits your brows well—I 
have long waited for the hour thou shouldst assume it.” 

‘*Thgn you knew of my descent, my good father!” 
Said Roland. 
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‘‘I did so, but it was under seal of confession from 
thy grandmother ; nor was | at liberty to tell the secret, 
till she herself should make it known.” 

‘Her reason for such secrecy, my father?” said 
Roland Avenel. 

*‘ Fear, perchance, of my brother—a mistaken fear, 
for Halbert would not, to ensure himself a kingdom, 
have offered wrong to an orphan ; besides that, your 
title, In quiet times, even had your father done your 
mother that justice which I well hope he did, could not 
have competed with that of my brother's wife, the child 
of Julian's elder brother.” 

‘‘They need fear no competition from me,” «aid 
Avenel. ‘‘ Scotland is wide enough, and there are many 
manors to win, without plundering my benefactor. But 
prove to me, my reverend father, that my father was just 
to my mother—show me that I may call myself a legiti- 
matée Avenel, and make me your bounden slave for ever." 

** Ay,” replied the Abbot, '‘I hear the Seytons hold 
thee cheap for that stain on thy shield. Something, 
however, I have learnt from the late Abbot Boniface, 
which, jf it prove sooth, may redeem that*reproach.” 

‘¢ Tell me that blessed news,” said Roland, ‘‘and the 
future service of my life” 

‘‘ Rash boy!” said the Abbot, ‘‘I should but madden 
thine impatient temper, by exciting hopes that may 
never be fulfilled—and is this a time for them? Think 
on what perilous march we are bound, and if thou hasta 
sin unconfessed, neglect not the only leisure which 
Heaven may perchance afford thee far confession and 
absolution.” 

‘“* There will be time enough for both, I trust, whea 
we reach Dumbarton," answered the page. 

** Ay,” said the Abbot, ‘‘ thou crowest as loudly as the 
rest—but we are not yet st Dumbarton, and ah 
lion in the path.” 
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‘* Mean you Murray, Morton, and the other rebels at 
Glasgow, my reverend father? Tush! they dare not 
look on the royal banner.” 

‘‘ Even sa,” replied the Abbot, ‘‘ speak many of those 
who gre ojger, and should be wiser, than thou.—I have 
returned from the southern shires, where I left many a 
chief of name arming in the Queen's interest—I left the 
lords here wise and considerate men—I find them mad- 
men on my return—they are willing, for mere pride and 
vain-glory, to brave the enemy, and to carry the Queen, 
as it were in triumph, past the walls of Glasgow, and 
under the beards of the adverse army.—Seldom does 
Hagven smile on such mistimed confidence. We shall 
be encountered, and that to the purpose.” 

‘‘And so much the better,” replied Roland; ‘ the 
field Sf battle was my cradle.” 

‘‘ Beware it be not thy dying bed,” said the Abbot. 
‘* But what avails it whispering to young wolves the 
dangers of the chase? You will know, perchance, ere 
this day is out, what yonder men are, whom you hold in 

contempt.” 

‘Why, wh& are they?” said Henry Seyton, who now 
joined ghem: ‘‘ have they sinews of wire, and flesh of 
iron ?—Will lead pierce and steel cut them?—If so, 
reverend father, we have little to fear.” 

** They are evil men,” said the Abbot, ‘‘ but the trade 
of war demands no saints.—Murray and Morton are 
known to be the best generals in Scotland. No one ever 
saw Lindesay’s or Ruthven’s back—Kirkaldy of Grange 
was Samed by the Constable Montmorency the first 
soldier in Europg—My brother, too good a name for 
such a cause, has been far and wide known for a 
leader.”’ 

‘* The better, the better ! ’ said Seyton, triumphantly ; 
** we sgail have all these traitors of rank and name in a 
fair field before us. Our cause is the best, our numbers 
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nre the strongest, our hearts and limbs match theirs— 
Saint Bennet, and set on!” 

The Abbot made no reply, but seemed lost in reflee- 
tion ; and his anxiety in some measure communicated 
itself to Roland Avenel, who ever, as their lis ¢ of march 
Jed over a ridge or an eminence, cast an anxious look 
towards the towers of Glasgow, as if he expected to see 
symptoms of the enemy issuing forth. It wagmot that 
he feared the fight, but the issue was of such deep im- 
port to his country and to himself, that the natural fire 
of his spirit burned with a less lively, though with a more 
intense glow. Jove, honour, fame, fortune, all seemed 
to depend on the issue of one field, rashly hazataled, . 
perhaps, but now likely to become unavoidable and © 
decisive. . 
When, at length, their march came to be nearly 
parallel with the city of Glasgow, Roland became sen- 
sible that the high grounds before them were already in 
part occupied bya force, showing, like their own, the 
royal banner of Scotland, and on the point of being sup- 
ported by columns of infantry and squadrons of herse, 
which the city gates had poured forth, atid which hastily 
advanced to sustain those troops who already possessed 
the ground in front of the Queen’s forces. Horseman 
after horseman galloped in from the advanced guard, 
with tidings that Murray had taken the field with his 
whole army ; that his object was to intercept the Queen’s 
march, and his purpose unquestionable to hazard a 
battle. It was now that the tempers of men were sub- 
jected to a sudden and a severe trial ; and those who 
had too presumptuously concluded thet they would pass 
without combat, were something disconcerted, when, 
at once, and with little time to deliberate, they found 
themselves placed in front of a resolute enemy.—Their 
chiefs immediately assembled around the Queen, and 
held a hasty council of war. Mary's quivering lip con- 
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feased the fear which she endeavoured to. conceal under 
a bold and dignified demeanour. But her efforts were 
overcome by painful recollections of the disastrous issue 
of her last appearance in arms at Carberry Hill; and 
whenashe®meant to have asked them their advice for 
ordering the battle, she involuntarily inquired whether 
there were no means of escaping without an engage- 
ment Pe» 

‘‘ Escaping 2?’ answered the Lord Seyton; ‘‘ when I 
stand as one to ten of your Highness’s enemies, I may 
think of escape—but never while I stand with three to 
two!" 

“Battle! battle !’’ exclaimed the assembled lords; 
‘* we will drive the rebels from their vantage ground, as 
the hgund turns the hare on the hill side.” 

‘*Methinks, my noble lords,’’ said the Abbot, ‘‘it 
were as well to prevent his gaining that advantage. —Our 
road lies through yonder hamlet on the brow, and which- 
ever party hath the luck to possess it, with its little gar- 
dens and enclosures, will attain a post of great defence.” . 

@ The revergnd father is right,” said the Queen. ‘‘ Oh, - 
haste thee, Seyton, haste, and get thither before them—~ 
they af marching like the wind.”’ 4 

Seyton bowed low, and turned his horse's head,— 
‘Your Highness honours me," he said; ‘‘I will in-: 
Stantly press forward and seize the pass.” - 

‘‘ Not before me, my lord, whose charge is the com-' 
mand of the vanguard," said the Lord of Arbroath. _ 

‘* Before you, or any Hamilton in Scotland,” said the 
Seyton, ‘‘ having the Queen's command—Follow me, 
gentlemen, my wssals and kinsmen—Saint Bennet, and 
set on!” 

** And follow me,” said Arbroath, ‘‘ my noble kinsmen, 
and brave men-tenants, we will see which will first reach 
the post of danger. For God and Queen Mary!” 

‘"Tl-omened haste, and most unhappy strife," said the 
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Abbot, who saw them and their followers rush hastily 
and emulously to ascend the height without wafting till 
their men were placed in order.—'‘ And you, gentle- 
men,’ he continued, addressing Roland and Seyton, 
who were each about to follow those who hatvened- thus 
disorderly to the conflict, ‘“‘will you leave the Queen's 
person unguarded ?” . 

‘‘Oh, leave me not, gentlemen!” said the Queen— 
**Roland and Seyton, do not leave me—there are 
enough of arms to strike in this fell combat—withdraw 
not those to whom I trust for my safety.” 

‘*We may not leave her Grace,” said Roland, looking 
at Seyton, and turning his horse. 

‘‘T ever looked when thou wouldst find out that,” 
joined the fiery youth. 

Roland made no answer, but bit his lip till the blood 
came, and spurring his horse up to the side of Catherine 
Seyton's palfrey, he whispered in a low voice, ‘‘I never 
thought to have done aught to deserve you ; but this 
day I have heard myself upbraided with cowardice, and 
my sword remained still sheathed, and all for the love -of 
you.” 

‘There is madness among us all,” said the Gamsel ; 
**my father, my brother, and you, are all alike bereft of 
reason. Ye should think only of this poor Queen, and 
you are all inspired by your own absurd jealousies— The 
monk is the only soldier and man of sense amongst you 
all.—My Lord Abbot,” she cried aloud, ‘‘were it not 
better we should draw to the westward, and wai* the 
event that God shall send us, instead of remaining here 
in the highway, endangering the Queen's person and 
cumbering the troops in their advance ?” 

**You say well, my daughter,” replied the Abbot ; 
*“had we but one to guide us where the Queen's person 
may be in safety—Our nobles hurry to the conflic), with- 
out casting a thought on the very cause of the war.” 
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‘Follow me,” said a knight, or man-at-arms, well 
mounted, and accoutred completely in black armour, but 
having the visor of his helmet closed, aud bearing no 
crest on his helmet, or device upon his shield. 

‘‘We wil follow no stranger,” said the Abbot, ‘‘ with- 
gut some warrant of his truth.” 

‘‘T am a stranger and in your hands,” said the horse- 
man ; @if you wish to know more of me, the Queen her- 
self will be your warrant.” 

The Queen had remained fixed to the spot, as if dis- 
abled by fear, yet mechanically smiling, bowing, and 
waving her hand, as banners were lowered and spears 
defftessed before her, while, emulating the strife betwixt 
Seyton and Arbroath, band on band pressed forward 
their gnarch towards the enemy. Scarce, however, had 
the black rider whispered something in her ear, than sh@ 
assented to what he said ; and when he spoke a loud 
and with an air of command, ‘' Gentlemen, it vis the 
Queen’s pleasure that you should follow me,” Mary 
uttered, with something like eagerness, the word ‘‘ Yes.” 

@ll were in gnotion in an instant ; for the black horse~ 
man, throwing off a sort of apathy of manner, which his 
first aSpearance indicated, spurred his horse to and fro, 
making him take such active bounds and short turns, as 
showed the rider master of the animal; and getting the 
Queen's little retinue in some order for marching, he led 
them to the left, directing his course towards a castle, 
which, crowning a gentle yet commanding eminence, 
presgnted an extensive view over the country beneath, and 
in particular, commanded a view of those heights which 
both armies hastgned to occupy, and which it was now 
apparent must almost instantly be the scene of struggie 
and dispute. 

**Yonder towers,” said the Abbot, questioning the 
sable horseman, ‘‘to whom do they eee ure 
they now in the hands of friends?” 
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«‘ They are untenanted,” replied the stranger, ‘or, at 
least, they have no hostile inmates.—But urge these 
youths, Sir Abbot, to make more haste—this is but an 
evil time to satisfy thcir idle curiosity, by peering out 
upon the battle in which they are to take no stare. 

‘“‘The worse luck mine,” said Henry Seyton, who 
overheard him; ‘'I would rather be under my father's 
banner at this moment than be made Chambeain of 
Holyrood, for this my present duty of peaceful ward well 
and patiently discharged.” 

‘Your place under your father's banner will shortly be 
right dangerous,” said Roland Avenel, who, pressing his 
horse towards the westward, had still his look revefied 
to the armies ; ‘‘ for I see yonder body of cavalry, which 
presses from the castward, will reach the village ere Lord 
Seyton can gain it.’ 

- They are but cavalry,’ said Seyton, looking atten- 
tively ; ‘‘they cannot hold the village without shot of 
harquebuss.” 

‘(Look more closely,” said Roland; ‘‘ you will see 
that each of these horsemen who advance sq mpidly frem 
Glasgow, carries a footman behind him.” 

‘* Now, by Heaven, he speaks well !’’ said the black 
cavalier; ‘‘one of you two must go carry the news to 
Lord Seyton and Lord Arbroath, that they hasten not 
their horsemen on before the foot, but advance more 
regularly." 

‘* Be that my errand," said Roland, ‘‘ for I first marked 
the stratagem of the enemy. . 

‘* But, by your leave,” said Seyton, ‘' yonder is my 
father's banner engayed, and it best becomes me to go to 
the rescue.” 

‘*T will stand by the Queen's decision,” said Roland 
eae: 

‘* What new appeal ?—what new quarrel?” said Queen 
Mary—" Are there not in yonder dark host enemies 
«18 ‘ 
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enough to Mary Stuart, but must her very friends turn 
enemies to each other ?”’ 

‘‘ Nay, madam,” said Ronald, ‘‘ the young master of 
Seyton and I did but dispute who sliould leave your person 
to dosa mM&t needful message to the host. He thought 
his rapk entitled him, and I deemed that the person,o 
least consequence, being myself, were better perilled "—-— 

'* Nageso,” said the Queen ; ‘‘if one must leave me, be 
it Seyton.” 

Henry Seyton bowed till the white plumes on his hel- 
met mixed with the flowing mane of his gallant war- 
horse, then placed himself firm in the sadd]e, shook his 
lan@e aloft with an air of triumph and determination, 
and striking his horse with the spurs, made towards his 
fathegs banner, which was still advancing up the hill, 
and dashed his steed over every obstacle that occurred in 
his headlong path. 

‘* My brother ! my father!” exclaimed Catherine, vith 
an expression of agonised apprchension—‘‘ they are in 
the midst of peril, and I in safety |” 

é' Would tg God,’ said Roland, ‘‘ that I were with 
them, and could ransom every drop of their blood by 
two ofmine !” 

‘‘Do I not know thou dost wish it?” said Catherinc— 
‘*Can a woman say toa man what I have well-nigh said 
to thee, and yet think that he could harbour fear or faint- 
ness of heart?—There is that in yon distant sound of 
approaching battle that pleases me even while it affrights 
me, I would I were a man, that I might feel that stern 
delight, without the mixture of terror ! "' 

‘ Ride up, ri@e up, Lady Catherine Seyton,” cried the 
Abbot, as they still swept on at a rapid pace, and were 
now close beneath the walls of the castie—"' ride up, and 
aid Lady Fleming to support the Queen—she gives way 

fnd more,” 
halted and lifted Mary from the saddle, and 
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were about to support her towards the castle, when she 
said faintly, ‘‘ Not there—not there—these walls will I 
never enter more |” 

** Be a Queen, madam,” said the Abbot, ‘‘ and il 
that you are a woman.’ 

‘¢Oh, I must forget much, much more,’ ‘Baawened the 
unfortunate Mary, in an undertone, ‘‘ ere I can look with 
steady eyes on these well-known scenes !—I mus® forget 
the days which I spent here as the bride of the lost—the 
murdered" —— 

‘« This is the Castle of Crookstone,”* said the Lady 
Fleming, ‘‘ in which the Queen held her first court after 
ahe was married to Darnley.” 

“‘ Heaven,” said the Abbot, ‘‘thy hand is upon us !—~ 
Bear yet up, madam—your foes are the foes of«Holy 
Church, and God will this day decide whether Scotland 
shal} be Catholic or heretic.” 

A heavy and continued fire of cannon and musketry 
bore a tremendous burden to his words, and seemed far 
more than they to recall the spirits of the Queen. 

‘‘To yonder tree,” she said, pointing to a yew-tive 
which grew on a small mount close to the castle; ‘‘I 
know it well—from thence you may see a prospect wide 
as from tht peaks of Schehallion.” 

And freeing herself from her assistants, she walked 
with a determined, yet somewhat wild step, up to: the 
stem of the noble yew. The Abbot, Catherine, and 
Rotand Avenel followed her, while Lady Fleming kept 
dack the inferior persons of her train. The black hcrse- 
man also followed the Queen, waiting on her as closely 
az the shadow upon the light, but ever *emaining at the 
distance of two or three yards—he folded his arms on his 
bosom, turned his back to the battle, and seemed solely 
occupied by gazing on Mary through the bars of his 
closed visor. The Queen regarded him not, but fixed 
her eyes upon the spreading yew. 
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** Ay, fair and stately tree,” she said, as if at the sight 
of it she had been rapt away from the present scene, and 
had overcome the horror which had oppressed her at the 
first approach to Crookstone, ‘‘ there thou standest, gay 
and gvodif"as ever, though thou hearest the sounds of 
war, igstead of the vows of love. All is gone since I 
last greeted thee—love and lover—vows and vower—king 
and kingedom.— How goes the field, my Lord Abbot ?>—~ 
with us, I trust—yet what but evil can Mary's eyes wit~ 
ness from this spot ?*’ 

Her attendants eagerly bent their eyes on the field of 
battle, but could discover nothing more than that it was 
obsftnately contested. The small enclosures and cottage 
gardens in the village, of which they had a full and com- 
mandimg view, and which ‘shortly before lay, with their 
lines of sycamore and ash trees, so still and quiet in the 
mild light of a May sun, were now each converted jnto 
a line of fire, canopied by smoke ; and the sustained and 
constant reports of the musketry and cannon, mingled 
with the shouts of the meeting combatants, showed that 
as @et neither garty had given ground. 

** Many a soul finds its final departure to heaven or 
hell, in? these awful thunders,” said the Abbot; ‘‘let 
those that believe in the Holy Church, join me in orisons 
for victory in this dreadful combat.” 

‘*Not here—not here,” said the unfortunate Queen ; 
‘* pray not here, father, or pray in silence—my mind is 
too much torn between the past and the present, to dare 
to approach the heavenly throne—Or, if ye will pray, be 
it for one whose fondest affections have been her greatest 
crimes, and who @as ceased to be a queen, only because 
she was a deceived and a tender-hearted woman.’ 

** Were it not well,” said Roland, ‘‘ that I rode some. 
what nearer the hosts, and saw the fate of the day?” 

“Do*so, in the name of God,” said the Abbot ; ‘‘ for if 
our friends are scattered, our flight must be hasty—but 
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beware thou approach not too nigh the conflict ; there is 
snore than thine own life depends on thy safe return." 

‘*Oh, go not too nigh,” said Catherine ; ‘‘ but fail not 
to see how the Seytons tight, and how they bear them- 
selves.” oe 

‘Fear nothing, I will be on my guard,” said Roland 
Avenel; and without waiting further answer, rode 
towards the scene of conflict, keeping, as he rede, the 
higher and uncnclosed ground, and ever Jooking 
cautiously around him, for fear of involving himself 
in some hostile party. As he approached, the shots 
rung sharp and more sharply on his ear, the shouts 
came wilder and wilder, and he felt that thick beatin} of 
the heart, that mixture of natural apprehension, intense 
curiosity, and anxiety for the dubious event, which even 
the bravest experience when they approach alone to a 
scea? of interest and danvecr. 

At length he drew so close, that from a bank, screened 
by bushes and underwood, he could distinctly see where 
the struggle was most keenly maintained. ‘This was in 
a hollow way, leading to the villagegup which he 
Queen's vanguard had marched, with more hasty courage 
than well-advised conduct, for the purpose of possessing 
themselves of that post of advantage. They found 
their scheme anticipated, and the hedges and enclosures 
already occupied by the enemy, led by the celebrated 
_ Kirkaldy of Grange and the Earl of Morton ; and not 
small was the loss which they sustained while struggling 
forward to comc to close with the men-at-arms or the 
other side. But, as the Queen’s followers were chiefly 
noblemen and barons, with their kins@en and followers, 
they had pressed onward, contemning obstacles and 
danger, and had, when Roland arrived on the ground, 
met hand to hand at the gorge of the pass with the 
Regent's vanguard, and endeavoured to bear thefa gut of 
the village at the ‘spear-poimt ; while their foes, equally 
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determined.to keep the advantage which they had at- 
tained, struggled with the like obstinacy to drive back 
the assailants. 

Both parties were on foot, and armed in proof; so 
that, whenfhe long lances of the front ranks were fixed 
in each other’s shields, corselets, and breastplates, the 
struggle resembled that of two bulls, who, fixing their 
frontietashard against each other, remain in that posture 
for hours, until the superior strength or obstinacy of the 
one compels the other to take to flight, or bears him 
down to the earth. Thus locked together in the deadly 
struggle, which swayed slowly to and fro, as one or other 

gained the advantage, those who fell were trampled 
on alike by friends and foes ; those whose weapons were 
broken» retired from the front rank, and had their place 
supplied by others; while the rearward ranks, unable 
otherwise to share in the fight, fired their pistols, gnd 
hurled their daggers, and the points and truncheons of 
the broken weapons, like javelins against the enemy. 

‘* God and the Queen !" resounded from the one party ; 
** Gad and the «ing |’ thundered from the other ; while, 
in the name of their sovereign, fellow-subjects on both 
sides sh@d each other's blood, and, in the name of their 
Creator, defaced his image. Amid the tumult was often 
heard the voices of the captains, shouting their com- 
mands; of leaders and chiefs, crying their gathering 
words ; of groans and shrieks from the falling and the 
dying. 

. Thg strife had lasted nearly an hour. The strength of 
both parties seemed exhausted ; but their rage was un- 
abated, and their®obstinacy unsubdued, when Roland, 
who turned eye and ear to all around him, saw a column 
of infantry, beaded by a few horsemen, wheel round the 
base of the bank where he had stationed himself, and, 
leveling? their long lances, attack the flank of the Queen's 
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their front. The very first glance showed him that the 
leader who directed this movement was the Knight of 
Avenel, his ancient master ; and the next convinced him 
that its effect would be decisive. The result of the 
attack of fresh and unbroken forces upon‘ine flank of 
those already wearied with a long and obstinate struggle, 
was, indeed, instantaneous. 

The column of the assailants, which hadehitherto 
shown one dark, dense, and united line of helmets, sur- 
mounted with plumage, was at once broken and hurled 
in confusion down the hill, which they had so long 
endeavoured to gain. In vain were the leaders heard 
calling upon their followers to stand to the combat,‘ and 
seen personally resisting when all resistance was evi- 
dently vain. They were slain, or felled to the eagth, or 
hurried backwards by the mingled tide of flight and pur- 
suk. What were Roland's feelings on beholding this 
rout, and feeling that all that remained for him was to 
turn bridle, and endeavour to ensure the safety of the 
Queen’s person! Yet, keen as his grief and shame might 
be, they were both forgotten, when, almost close benaath 
the bank which he occupied, he saw Henry Seyton 
forced away from his own party in the tumult,:covered 
with dust and blood, and defending himself desperately 
against several of the enemy who had gathered around 
him, attracted by his gay armour. Roland paused not 
a moment, but pushing his steed down the bank, leaped 
him amongst the hostile party, dealt three or four blows 
amongst them, which struck down two, and made the 
rest stand aloof; then, reaching Seyton his hand, he 
exhorted him to seize fast hold on his horse’s mane. 

**We live or die together this day,” said he; ‘‘ keep 
but fast hold till we are out of the press, and then my 
horse is yours." , 

Seyton heard, and exerted his remaining strength, and, 
by their joint efforts, Rolapd brought him out of danger, 
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and behind the spot from whence he had witnessed the 
disastrous conclusion of the fight. But no sooner were 
they under shelter of the trees, than Seyton let go his 
hold, and, in spite of Roland's efforts to support him, 
fell aslengfA on the turf. ‘‘ Trouble yourself no more 
with me,” he said ; ‘‘ this is my first and my last battle— 
and ] have already seen too much of it to wish to see the 
close. g@lasten to save the Queen—and commend me to 
Catherine—she will never more be mistaken for me, nor 
I for her—the last sword-stroke has made an eternal 
distinction.”’ 

**Let me aid you to mount my horse,” said Roland, 
eag@tly, ‘‘and you may yet be saved—I can find my own 
way on foot—turn but my horse’s head westward, and he 
will carry you fleet and easy as the wind.” 

‘‘IT will never mount steed more," said the youth ; 
** farewell—I love thee better dying, than ever | thoyght 
to have done while in life—I would that old man's blood 
were not on my hand !—Sax¢te Benedicte—ora pro me / 
—Stand not to look on a dying man, but haste to save 


These words were spoken with the last effort of his 
voice, &nd scarce were they uttered ere the speaker 
was no more. They recalled Roland to a sense of the 
duty which he had well-nigh forgotten, but they did not 
reach his ears only. 

** The Queen—where is the Queen ?”’ said Sir Halbert 
Glendinning, who, followed by two or three horsemen, 
appegred at this instant. Roland made no answer, but, 
turning his horse, and confiding in his speed, gave him 
at once rein and epur, and rode over height and hollow 
towards the Castle of Crookstone. More heavily armed, 
and mounted upon a horse of less speed, Sir Halbert 
Glendinning followed with couched lance, calling out as 
he » ‘*Sir with the holly-branch, halt, and show 
your right to bear that badge—fly not thus cowardly, nor 
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dishonour the cognisance thou deservest not to wear |— 
Halt, sir coward, or, by Heaven, I will strike thee with 
my lance on the back, and slay thee like a dastard—I am 
the Knight of Avenel—I am Halbert Glendinning.” 

But Roland, who had no purpose of encownterieg his 
old master, and who, besides, knew the Queen's safety 
depended on his making the best speed he could, an- 
swered not a word to the defiances and reproaclgs which 
Sir Halbert continued to throw out against him; but, 
making the best use of his spurs, rode yet hardcr than 
before, and had gained about a hundred yards upon his 
pursuer, when, coming near to the yew-tree where he had 
left the Queen, he saw them already getting to Horse, 
and cried out as loud as he could, ‘‘ Foes! foes !—ride 
for it, fair ladies—Brave gentlemen, do your d@oir to 
protect them !” 

Qo saying, he wheeled his horse, and avoiding the 
shock of Sir Halbert Glendinning, charged one of that 
Knight's followers, who was nearly on a line with him, 
so rudely with his lance, that he overthrew horse and 
man. He then drew his sword and attacked the secend, 
while the black man-at-arms, throwing himself in the 
way of Glendinning, they rushed on each other se fiercely 
that both horses were overthrown, and the riders lay rolling 
on the plain. Neither was able to rise, for the black 
horseman was pierced through wich Glendinning’s lance, 
and the Knight of Avencl, oppressed with the weight 
of his own horse, and sorely bruised besides, seemed in 
little better plight than he whom he had mortally woynded. 

“Yield thee, Sir Knight of Avenel, rescue or no 
rescue,” said Roland, who had put agsecond antagonist 
out of condition to combat, and hastened to prevent 
Glendinning from renewing the conflict. 

‘‘] may not choose but yield,” said Sir Halbert, ‘‘ since 
I can no longer fight ; but it shames me to speak sucha 
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*‘Call me not coward,” said Roland, lifting his vigor, 
and helping his prisoner to rise, ‘‘ since but for old kind- 
ness at thy hands, and yet more at thy lady’s, I had met 
thee as a brave man should.” 

‘ The favourite page of my wife!" said Sir Halbert, 
astonished ; ‘‘Ah! wretched boy, I have heard of thy 
treasdh at Lochleven.” 

‘* Ragroach him not, my brother,” said the Abbot; ‘‘he 
was but an agent in the hands of Heaven.” 

‘To horse, to horse!" said Catherine Seyton; 
**mount and begone, or we are all lost. I see our gal- 
lant army fiying for many a league—To horse, my Lord 
AbB@ot—To horse, Roland—My gracious liege, to horse} 
Ere this, we should have ridden many a mile.” 

‘‘Tpok on these features,” said Mary, pointing to the 
dying knight, who had been unhelmed by some compas- 
sionate hand; ‘‘ look there, and tell me if she who ryins 
all who love her, ought to fly a foot farther to savé her 
wretched life !"’ 

The reader must have long anticipated the discovery 
wbjch the Quyeen’s feelings had made before her eyes 
confirmed it. It was the features of the unhappy 
George Douglas, on which death was stamping his mark. 

‘* Look—look at him well,” said the Queen, ‘‘ thus has 
it been with all who loved Mary Stuart !—The royalty 
of Francis, the wit of Chastelar, the power and gal- 
lantry of the gay Gordon, the melody of Rizzio, the 
portly form and youthful grace of Darnley, the bold 
address and courtly manners of Bothwell—and now the 
deep-devoted passion of the noble Douglas—nought could 
save them—theyglooked on the wretched Mary, and to 
have loved her was crime enough to deserve early death ! 
No sooner had the victims formed a kind thought of me, 
than the poisoned cup, the axe and block, the dagger, 
the méne, were ready to punish them for casting away 
affe&tion on such a wretch as I am !—Importune me not 
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—I will fly ne farther—I can die but once, and I will 
die here !"’ 

While she spoke, her tears fell fast on the face of the 
dying man, who continued to fix his eyes on her with an 
eagerness of passion which death itself oauld Qardly 
subdue.—‘* Mourn not for me,” he said, faintly, ‘‘ but 
care for your own safety—I die in mine armodr as a 
Douglas should, and I die pitied by Mary Stuart!” 

He expired with these words, and without withdrawing 
his eyes from her face; and the Queen, whose heart 
was ofthat soft and gentle mould, which in domestic life, 
and with a more suitable partner than Darnley, might 
have made her happy, remained weeping by the dead 
man, until recalled to herself by the Abbot, who found it 
necessary to use a style of unusual remonstrance. _ ‘‘ We 
also, madam,” he said, ‘‘we, your Grace's devoted 
followers, have friends and relatives to weep for. I leave 
a brother in imminent jeopardy—the husband of the 
Iady Fleming—the father and brother of the Lady 
Catherine, are all in yonder bloody field, slain, it is tobe 
feared, or prisoners. We forget the fate of our own n t 
and dearest, to wait on our Queen, and She is too much 
occupied with her own sorrows to give a thaight to 
ours.”’ 

‘‘] deserve not your reproach, father," said the Queen, 
checking her tears ; ‘‘ but I am docile to it—where must 
we go—what must we do?” 

‘*We must fly, and that instantly,” said the Abbot ; 
‘‘whither is not so easily answered, but we may dis- 
pute it upon the road—Lift her to her saddle, ath set 
forward.” e 

They set off accordingly—Roland lingered a moment, 
to command the attendants of the Knight of Avenel to 
convey their master to the Castle of Crookstone, and to 
say that he demanded from him no other condtion of 
liberty, than his word, that he and his followers Would 
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keep secret the direction in which the Queen fied. As 
he turned his rein to depart, the honest countenance of 
Adam Woodcock stared upon him with an expression of 
surprise, which at another time would have excited his 
hearty mimth. He had been one of jhe followers who 
had experienced the weight of Roland's arm, and they 
now lkthew each other, Roland having put up his visor, 
and the good yeoman having thrown away his harret- 
cap, with the iron bars in front, that he might the more 
readily assist his master. Into this barret-cap, as it lav 
on the ground, Roland forgot not to drop a few gold 
Pieces (fruits of the Queen's liberality), and with a signal 
of hand recollection and enduring friendship, he departed 
at full gallop to overtake the Queen, the dust raised by 
her train being already far down the hill. 

‘“‘Itis not fairy-money,” said honest Adam, weighing 
and handling the gold—‘’ And it was Master Rolgnd 
himself, that is a certain thing—the same open h&and, 
and, by Our Lady!” (shrugging his shoulder3s)—'‘ the 
same ready fist !—My Lady will hear of this gladly, for 
she mourns for him as if he were her son. And to see 
how gay he is! But these light lads are as sure to be 
upperrgost as the froth to be on the top of the quart-pot 
—Your man of solid parts remains ever a falconer.” So 
saying, he went to aid his comrades, who had now come 
up in greater numbers, to carry his master into the 
Castle of Crookstone. 


CHAP. XXXVIII. 
My native land, good-night |—Lyron. 


| ANY a bitter tear was shed, during the hasty 

| flight of Queen Mary, over fallen hopes, fature 

_) prospects, and slaughtered friends. The deaths 

of tht brave Douglas, and of the fiery but gallant young 
x 
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Seyton, seemed to affect the Queen as much as the fall 
from the throne, on which she had so nearly been again 
seated. Catherine Seyton devoured in secret her own 
gricf, anxious to support the broken spirits of her mis- 
tress ; and the Abbot, bending his trouble thoughts 
upon futurity, endeavoured in vain to form some plan 
which had a shadow of hope. The spirit of young 
Roland—for he also mingled in the hasty debates held 
by the companions of the Queen's flight—contifiued un- 
checked and unbroken. 

‘*Your Majesty,” he said, ‘‘has lost a battle—Your 
ancestor, Bruce, lost seven successively, ere he sat trium- 
phant on the Scottish throne, and proclaimed with, the 
voice of a victor, in the field of Bannockburn, the inde- 
pendence of his country. Are not these heaths, which 
we may traverse at will, better than the locked, gtfarded, 
and lake-moated Castle of Lochleven >—We are free—in 
thal one word there is comfort for all our losses.” 

He struck a bold note, but the heart of Mary made 
no response. 

‘* Better,’’ she said, ‘I had still been in Lochleven, 
than seen the slaughter made by rebels Among the Sub- 
jects who offered themselves to death for my sake, Speak 
not to me of further efforts—they would only cost the 
lives of you, the friends who recommend them! I would 
not again undergo what | felt, when 1 saw from yonder 
mount the swords of the fell horsemen of Morton raging 
among the faithful Seytons and Hamiltons, for their 
loyalty to their Queen—I would not again feel what I 
felt when Douglas's life-blood stained my mantle for his 
love to Mary Stuart—not to be empress of all that 
Britain's seas enclose. Find for me sSme place where I 
can hide my unhappy head, which brings destruction on 
all who love it—it is the last favour that Mary asks of 
dec faithful followers.” 

In this dejected mood, oe still pursuing her flight with 
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unabated rapidity, the unfortunate Mary, after having 
been joined by Lord Herries and a few followers, at 
length halted, for the first time, at the Abbey of Dun- 
Grennan, nearly sixty miles distant from the field of 
battle, Impthis remote corner of Galloway, the Refor- 
mation not having yet been strictly enforced against the 
monk, a few still lingered in their cells unmolested ; and 
the Prigg, with tears and reverence, received the fugitive 
Queen at the gate of his convent. 

‘‘T bring you ruin, my good father," said the Queen, 
as she was lifted from her palfrey. 

‘‘It is welcome,” said the Prior, ‘‘if it comes in the 
traiwof duty.” 

Placed on the ground, and supported by her ladies, 
the Queen looked for an instant at her palfrey, which, 
jaded and drooping its head, seemed as if it mourned 
the distresses of its mistress. 

‘‘Good Roland,” said the Queen, whispering, Fier 
Rosabelle be cared for—ask thy heart, and it will tell 
thee why I make this trifling request even in this awful 
hoy.” 

She was contlucted to her apartment, and in the hur- 
ried cogsultation of her attendants, the fatal resolution 
of the retreat to England was finally adopted. In the 
morning it received her approbation, and a messenger 
was dispatched to the English warden, to pray him for 
safe-conduct and hospitality, on the part of the Queen 
of Scotland. On the next day the Abbot Ambrose 
walked in thé garden ot the Abbey with Roland, to 
whoffi he expressed his disapprobation of the course pur- 
sued. ‘‘ It is magness and ruin,” he said ; ‘‘ better com- 
mit herself to the savage Highlanders or wild Bordermen, 
than to the faith of Elizabeth, A woman to a rival} 
woman—a presumptive successor to the keeping of a 
jealoug and childless Queen !—Roland, Herries is true 
and foyal, but his counsel has ruined his mistress.” 
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‘‘ Ay, ruin follows us everywhere,” saidan old man, 
with a spade in his hand, and dressed like a lay-brother, 
of whose presence, in the vehemence of his exclamation, 
the Abbot had not been aware—‘‘ Gaze not on me with 
such wonder ![—I am he who was the Abbo®®Boniface at 
Kennaquhair, who was the gardener Blinkhoolie at 
iochleven, hunted round to the place in which “served 
my noviciate, and now ye are come to rouse me up 
again!—A weary life I have had for one to whom peace 
was ever the dearest blessing !” 

‘‘ We will soon rid you of our company, good father,” 
said the Abbot; ‘‘and the Queen will, I fear, trouble 
your retreat no more.”’ « 

‘Nay, you said as much before,” said the querulous 
old man, ‘‘and yet I was put forth from Kinrass, and 
pillaged by troopers on the road.—They took from me 
the certificate that you wot of—-that of the Baron—ay, 
he was a moss-trooper like themselves—You asked me 
of it, and I could never find it, but they found it—it 
showed the marriage of—of—my memory fails me—Now 
see how men differ! Father Nicolas would have gold 
you an hundred tales of the Abbot Ingelram, on whose 
soul God have mercy !—He was, I warrant yo, four- 
score and six, and I am not morethan—let me sec” 

‘*Was not Avenel the name you seek, my good 
father?’’ said Roland, impatiently, yet moderating his 
tone for fear of alarming or offending the infirm old 
man. 

** Ay, right—Avenel, Julian Avenel—You are perfect 
in the name—I kept all the special confessions, judging 
it held with my vow to do so—I coulg-not find it when 
my successor, Ambrosius, spoke on't—but the troopers 
found it, and the Knight who commanded the party 
strack his breast, till his hauberk clattered like an empty 
watering-can.” 

‘* Saint Mary !"" said the Abbot, ‘‘in whom could such 
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@ paper excite such interest? What was the appearance 
of the Knight, his arms, his colours?” 

‘‘Ye distract me with your questions—I dared hardly 
look at him—they charged me with bearing letters for 
the Queen, Bnd searched my mail—This was all along of 
your dpings at Lochleven.” 

‘‘] trust in God,” said the Abbot to Roland, who 
stood bayside him, shivering and trembling with impa- 
tience, ‘‘the paper has fallen into the hands of my 
brother—I heard he had been with his followers on the 
scout betwixt Stirling and Glasgow.—Bore not the 
Knight a holly-bough in his helmet ?—Canst thou not 
remember ? ” 

‘‘Oh, remember—remember,” said the old man, 
pettishdy ; ‘‘count as many years as I do, if your plots 
wilt let you, and see what and how much you remember, 
—Why, I scarce remember the pear-mains whichs I 
graffed here with my own hands some fifty years since.” 

At this moment a bugle sounded loudly from the 
beach. 

‘ait is the death-blast to Queen Mary’s royalty,” said 
Ambrosius ; ‘‘the English warden's answer has been re- 
ceived, favourable doubtless, for when was the door of 
the trap closed against the prey which it.was set for ?— 
Droop not, Roland—this matter shall be sifted to the 
bottom—bnut we must not now leave the Queen—follow 
me—let us do our duty, and trust the issue with God— 
Farewell, good father—I will visit thee again soon.” 

Hegvas about to leave the garden, followed by Roland, 
with half-reluctant steps. The ex-Abbot resumed his 
Spade. . 

‘‘I could be sorry for these men,” he said, ‘‘ay, and 
for that poor Queen, but what avail earthly sorrows to a 
man of fourscore?—and it is a rare dropping morning 
for the Barly colewort.”’ ; 

‘“‘ He is stricken with age,” said Ambrosius, as be 
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dragged Roland down to the sea-beach; ‘*we must let 
him take his time to collect himself—nothing now can be 
thought on but the fate of the Queen.” 

They soon arrived where she stood, surrounded by her 
little train, and by her side the Sheriff of Cumberland, a 
ventleman of the house of Lowther, richly dressed and 
accompanied by soldiers. The aspect of the Queen ex- 
iibited a singular mixture of alacrity and reluctance to 
depart. Her language and gestures spoke hope and con- 
“olation to her attendants, and she seemed desirous to 
versuade even herself that the step she adopted was 
jecure, and that the assurance she had received of kind 
eception was altogether satisfactory ; but her quivering 
lip, and unsettled eye, betrayed at once her anguish at 
departing from Scotland, and her fears of confiding 
1erself to the doubtful faith of England. 

“ Welcome, my Lord Abbot,”” she said, speaking to 
Ambrosius, ‘‘and you, Roland Avenel, we have joyful 
news for you—our loving sister's officer proffers us, in 
her name, a safe asylum from the rebels who have driven 
us from our home—only it grieves me we(nust here Bart 
‘rom you for a short space.” 

‘‘ Part from us, madam {" said the Abbot. ‘“Is your 
welcome in England, then, to commence with the akridg- 
mefht of your train, and dismissal of your counsellors ? ’ 

' “*Yake it not thus, good Father,” said Mary; ‘‘ the 
Warden and the Sheriff, faithful servants of our Royal 
Sister, deem it necessary to obey her inst-uctions in the 
present case, even to the letter, and can only take,upon 
them to admit me with my female attendants. An ex- 
press will instantly be dispatched from London, assign- 
ing ms q place of residence ; and I will speedily send to 
all of you whenever my Court shall be formed.” 

** Your Court formed in England ! and while Elizabeth 
lives and reigns?” said the Abbot—‘‘ that will be when 
we shail see two suns in oye heaven !” 
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' * Po not think so,” replied the Queen ; ‘‘ we are welf 
assured of our sister’s good faith. Elizabeth loves fame 
—and not all that she has won by her power and her 
wisdom will equal that which she will acquire by extend- 
ing &er ho¥pitality to a distressed sister !—not all that 
she mgay hereafter do of good, wise, and great, would 
blot out the reproach of abusing our confidence.—Fare-~- 
well, ney page—now my knight—farewell for a brief 
season. I will dry the tears of Catherine, or I will weep 
with her till neither of us can weep longer."” She held 
out her hand to Roland, who, flinging himself on his 
knees, kissed it with much emotion. He was about to 
render the same homage to Catherine, when the Queen, 
assuming an air of sprightliness, said, ‘‘ Her lips, thou 
foolise boy ! and, Catherine, coy it not—these English 
gentlemen should see, that, even in our cold clime, 
Beauty knows how to reward Bravery and Fidelity ! 4 

‘¢ We are not now to learn the force of Scottish beauty, 
or the mettle of Scottish valour,” said the Sherift of 
Cumberland, courteously—‘‘ I would it were in my power 
to@id these ayendants upon her who is herself the mis- 
tress of Scottish beauty, as welcome to England as my 
poor cares would make them. But our Queen's orders 
are positive in case of such an emergence, and they must 
not be disputed by her subject.—May I remind your 
Majesty that the tide ebbs fast?” 

The Sheriff took the Queen's hand, and she had 
already pla her foot on the gangway, by which she 
wasjo enter the skiff, when the Abbot, starting from a 
trance of grief and astonishment at the words of the 
Sheriff, rushed fmto the water, and seized upon her 
mantle. - 

- *¢ She foresaw it !—She foresaw it |! "—he exclaimed— 

*‘ghe foresaw your flight into her realm ; and, foresee- 

ing je, Save orders you should be thus received. Blinded, 

Geceived, doomed Princess ! your fate is sealed when you 
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quit this strand.—Queen of Scotland, thou shalt not 
leave thine heritage !"’ he continued, holding a still 
firmer grasp upon her mantle; ‘‘true men shall turn 
rebels to thy will, that they may save thee from captivity 
or death. Fear not the bills and bows wh®m thas gay 
man has at his beck—we will withstand him by force. 
Oh, for the arm of my warlike brother !—Roland ere 
draw thy sword !” 

‘The Queen stood irresolute and frightened ; one fgot 
upon the plank, the other on the sand of her native 
shore, which she was quitting for ever. 

‘‘What needs this violence, Sir Priest?" said the 
Sheriff of Cumberland ; ‘‘ I came hither at your Quétn’s 
command, to do her service; and I will depart at her 
least order, if she rejects such aid as I can offew, No 
marvel is it if our Queen’s wisdom foresaw that such 
chagce as this might happen amidst the turmoils of your 
unsettled State ; and, while willing to afford fair hospi- 
tality to her Royal Sister, deemed it wise to prohibit the 
entrance of a broken army of her a into the 
English frontier.”’ «. 

‘‘You hear,” said Queen Mary, gently nities her 
robe from the Abbot's grasp, ‘‘that we exerckse full 
liberty of choice in leaving this shore; and, questionjess, 
the choice will remain free to us in going to France, or 
returning to our own dominions, as we shall determine— 
Besides, it is too late—Your blessing, Father, and God 
speed thee!” 

‘‘May He have mercy on thee, Princess, and 
thee also!’ said the Abbot, retreating. ‘‘ But my soul 
tells me I look on thee for the last time!” 

The sails were hoisted, the oars were plied, the vessel 
went freshly on her way through the firth, which pure 
the shores of Cumberland from those of Gallowa way ; ba 
not till the vessel diminished to the size of a 
frigate, did the doubtful, and dejected, and 
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followers of the Quecn cease to linger on the sands; and 
long, long could they discern the kerchief of Mary, as 
she waved the oft-repeated signal of adieu to her faithful 
adherents, and to the shores of Scotlanil. 


Ir gogd tidings of a private nature could have consoled 
Rojand for parting with his mistress, and for the dis- 
tresses of his sovereign, he received such comfort some 
days subsequent to the Queen’s leaving Dundrennan. 
A breathless post—no other than Adam Woodcock— 
broifght despatches from Sir Halbert Glendinning to the 
Abbot, (whom he found with Roland, still residing at 
Dundyggnnan, and in vain torturing Boniface with fresh 
interrogations. The packet bore an earnest invitation to 
his brother to make Avenel Castle fora time his rgsi- 
dence. ‘‘ The clemency of the Regent,” said the writer, 
*‘has extended pardon both to Roland and to you, upon 
condition of your remaining a time under my wardship. 
And 1 have thet to communicate respecting the parentage 
of Roland, which not only you will willingly listen to, 
but whfch will be also found toafford me, as the husband 
of hig nearest relative, some interest in the future course 
of his life.”’ 

The Abbot read this letter, and paused, as if consider- 
ing what were best go do. Meanwhile, Woodcock took 
Roland aside, and addressed him as follows—‘' Now 
look, Master Sana, that you do not let any papis- 
trie nonsense lure either the priest or vou from the right 
quarry. See yom you ever bore yourself as a bit of a 
gentleman. Read that, and thank God that threw old 
Abbot Boniface in our way, as.two of the Seyton’s men 
were conveying him towards Dundrennan here.—We 
searchéd him for intelligence concerning that fair exploit 
of yours at Lochleven, that has cost many a man his life, 
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and me a set of sore bones—and we found what is better 
for your purpose than ours.” 

The paper which he gave, was, indeed, an attestation 
by Father Philip, subscribing himself unworthy Sacristan 
and brother of the House of Saint Mary's, stating, “that 
under a vow of secrecy he had united, in the holy,sacra- 
ment of marriage, Julian Avenel and Catherine Greeme ; 
but that Julian having repented of his union, he Father 
Philip, had been sinfully prevailed on by him to conceal 
and disguise the same, according to a complot devised 
betwixt him and the said Julian Avenel, whereby the 
poor damsel] was induced to believe that the ceremony 
had been performed by one not in holy orders, ‘and 
having no authority to that effect. Which sinful con- 
cealment the undersigned conceived to be the caume why 
he was abandoned to the misguiding of a water-fierd, 
whtrreby he had been under a spell, which obliged him to 
answer every question, even touching the most solemn 
matters, with idle snatches of old songs, besides being 
sorely afflicted with rheumatic pains ever after. Where- 
fore he had deposited this testificate and a :nfession, ®ith 
the day and date of the said marriage, with his lawful 
superior Boniface, Abbot of St. Mary's, sé se lad con~ 
fesstonts.” 

It appeared by a letter from Julian, folded caserully up 
with the certificate, that the Abbot Boniface had, in 
effect, bestirred himself in the affaix. and obtained from 
the Baron a promise to avow his marriage; but the death 
of both Julian and his injured bride, together with the 
Abbot's resignation, his ignorance of the fate of their 
unhappy offspring, and above all, the gebd father's listless 
and inactive disposition, had suffered the matter to 
become totally forgotten, until it was recalled by some 
accidental conversation with the Abbot Ambrosius con- 
cerning the fortunes of the Avenel family. ‘At the 
request of his successor, the quoadam Abbot made 
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search for it; but as he would receive no assistance in 
looking among the few records of Spiritual experiences 
and important confessions, which he had conscientiously 
treasured, it might have remained for ever hidden 
amoagst tiem, but for the more active researches of Sir 
Halbert Glendinning. 

“ that you are like to be heir of Avenel at last, 
MastergRoland, after my lord and lady have gone to theis 
place," said Adam ; ‘‘and as I have but one boon toask, 
I trust you will not nick me with nay." 

‘‘Not if it be in my power to say yes, my trusty 
friend.” 

‘Why then, I must needs, if I live to see that day, 
keep on feeding the eyases with unwashed flesh,” said 
Woodcock, sturdily, yet as if doubting the reception that 
his request might meet with. 

‘* Thou shalt feed them with what you list for me,” said 
Roland, laughing ; ‘‘I am not many months older than 
when I left the Castle, but I trust I have gathered wit 
enough to cross no man of skill in his own vocation.” 

@ Then I would not change places with the King's 
falconer,”’ said Adam Woodcock, ‘‘ nor with the Queen’s 
neithe@—but they say she will be mewed up, and never 
neeg one.—I see it grieves you to think of it, and I could 
grieve for company ; but what help for it ?—Fortune will 
. fly her own flight, let a man hollo himself hoarse.”’ 

The Abbot and Roland journeyed to Avenel, where 
the former derly received by his brother, while 
the Jady wept YOr joy to find that in her favourite orphan 
she had protected the sole surviving branch of her owa 
family. Sir Hwbert Glendinning and bis household 
were not a little surprised at the change which a brief 
acquaintance with the world had produced in their 
former inmate, and rejoiced to find, in the pettish, 
spojle®, and presuming page, a modest and unassuming 
young man, too much acquginted with his own expecta- 
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tions and character to be hot or petulant in demanding 
the consideration Which was readily and voluntarily 
yielded to him. The old Majordomo Wingate was the 
nrst to sing his praises, to which Mistress Lilias bore a 
loud echo, always hoping that God would teach hint the 
true gospel. 

To the true gospel the heart of Roland had secretly 
long inclined, and the departure of the good AbtLot for 
France, with the purpose of entering into some house of 
his order in that kingdom, removed his chief objection to 
renouncing the Catholic faith. Another might have ex- 
isted in the duty which he owed to Magdalen Graeme, 
both by birth and from gratitude. But he learned, ere 
he had been long a resident in Avenel, that his grand- 
mother had died at Cologne, in the performanor of a 
penance too severe for her age, which she had taken 
upen herself in behalf of the Queen and Church of 
Scotland, so soon as she heard of the defeat at Langside. 
The zeal of the Abbot Ambrosius was more regulated ; 
but he retired into the Scottish convent of , and so 
lived there that the fraternity were inclined to claim %or 
him the honours of canonisation. But he guessed their 
purpose, and prayed them, on his death-bed, to'tio no 
honours to the body of one as sinful as themselves ;-but 
to send his body and his heart to be buried in Avenel 
burial-aisle, in the monastery of Saint Mary's, that the 
Jast Abbot cf that celebrated pagel devotion might 
steep among its ruins. 

Long before that pertod arrived, Roland Avenel vas 
wedded to Catherine Seyton, who, after two years’ resi- 
dence with her unhappy mistress, waf>dismissed upon 
her being subjected to closer restraint than had been at 
first exercised. She returned to her father’s house, and 
as Roland was acknowledged for the successor and lawful 
heir of the ancient house of Avenel, greatly incredted as 
the estate was by the providence of Sir Halbert Glendin- 
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ning, there occurred no objections to the match on the 
part of her family. Her mother was recently dead when 
she first entered the convent; and her father, in tae 
unsettled times which followed Queen Mary's flight to 
England, was not averse to an alliance with a youth, 
who, himself loyal to Queen Mary, still held some in- 
fluen@e, through means of Sir Halbert Glendinning, with 
the party in power. 

Roland and Catherine, therefore, were united, spite of 
thtir differing faiths; and the White Lady, whose 
apparition had been infrequent when the house of Avenel 
“seemed verging to extinction, was seen to sport by her 
haumted well, with a zone of gold around her bosom as 
broad as the baldrick of an carl. 
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INTRODUCTION AND NOTES. 


For the convenience ana advantage of the reader, the Author's 
last gencral Introduction has been slightly abridgél, ana ts 
placed here amongst the ‘‘ Notes,” of which in veality tt,” 
a not unimportant part. 


INTRODUCTION. ‘ 


ROM what is said in the Introduction to the Monastery 
FE it must necessarily be inferred, that the Author considered 

that romance as something very like a failure. It‘is true, 
the booksellers did not complain of the sale, because, unless on 
ve?} felicitous occasions, or on those which are equally the 
reverse, literary popularity is not gained or lost by a single pub- 
lication. Leisure must be allowed for the tide both to flow and 
ebb. But I was conscious that, in my situation, not to advance 
was in some degree to recede, and being natur;lly unwilligg to 
think that the principle of decay lay in myself, 1 was at least 
desirous to know of a certainty, whether the degree of discoun- 
tenance which I had incurred was now owing to an ill-managed 
story, or an ill-chosen subject. ‘ 

I was never, I confess, one of those whoare willing to suppose 
the brains of an author to be a kind of milk, which will not 
stand above a single creaming, and wyjo are eternally harp- 
ing to young authors to husband their & Torts, and to be chary 
of their reputation, lest it grow hackneyet ‘+ .ae eyes of men. 
Perhaps I] was, and have always been, the more indiffervat to 
the degree of estimation in which I might be held as an author, 
because I did not put so high a value as may others upon what 
is termed literary reputation in the abstract, or at least upon the 
species of popularity which had fallen to my share ; for though 
it were worse than aficctation to deny that my vanity was satis- 
fied at my success in the department in which chanq had in 
some measure enlisted me, I was, nevertheless, far from thi :king 
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that the novelist or romance-writer stands high in the ranks of 
literature. 

In a word, when I considered myself as having been unsuc- 
cessful in the Monastery, 1 was tempted to try whether I could 
not restore, even at the risk of totally losing, my so-called 
reputgtion, BY a new hazard—I looked round my library, 
and could not but observe, that, from the time of Chaucer 
to that®of Byron, the most popular authors had been the most 
prolific. Even the aristarch Johnson aliowed that the quality 
of readifss and profusion had a merit in itself, independent 
of ghe intrinsic value of the composition. Talking of Churchill, 
I believe, who had little merit in his prejudiced eyes, he 
allowed him that of fertility, with some such qualification 
es this, ‘‘ A crab-apple can bear but crabs after all ; but there 
is ad@great difference in favour of that which bears a large 
quantity of fruit, however indifferent, and that which produces 
only a few.” 

It m@st be added that the Author’s incognito gave him the 
greater courage to renew his attempts to please the public, and 
an advantage similar to that which Jack the Giant-killer rece, ed 
from his coat of darkness. In sending the Abbot farth so soon 
after the Monastery, he had used the well-known practice 
recommended by Bassanio :— 


@ Inmy ehool days, when I had lost one shaft, 
1 shot his fellow of the self-same flight, 
ef he self-same way, with more advised watch, 
To find the other forth. 


e@ 

And, to continue the simile, his shafts, like those of the lesser 
Ajax, were discharged more readily that the archer was as in- 
accessible to criticismy personally speaking, as the Grecian 
*s sevenfold shield. 

country some peculiar historical charac- 
ters, gwhich are, ea spell or charm, sovereign to excite 
curiosity and attract attention, since every one in the slightest 
degree interested ithe land which they belong to, has -heard 
much of them, and longs to hear more. A tale turning on the 
fortunes of Alfred or Elizabeth in England, or of Wallace or 
Bruce in Scotland, is sure by the very announcement to excite 
public ity to a considerable degree, and ensure thé pub- 

ing ting relieved of the greater part of an impression, even 
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before the contents of the work are known. This is of the last 
importance to the bookseller, who is at once, to use a technical 
phrase, “brought home,” all his outlay being repaid. But it is 
a different case with the author, since it cannot be denied that 
we are apt to feel Jeast satisfied with the works of which we 
have been induced, by titles and laudatory adv®tisemeats, to 
entertain exaggerated expectations. The intention of the work 
has been anticipated, and misconceived or misrepresentdd ; and 
although the difficulty of executing the work again reminds us 
of Hotspur’s task of ‘‘o’er-walking a current roaring féud,” yet 
the adventurer must look for more ridicule if he fails, than 
applause if he executes, his undertaking. 

It is especially when he is sensible of Josing ground with the 
public, that an author may be justified in using with address 
such selection of subject or title as is most lhkely to pro@ure a 
rehearing. It was with these feelings of hope and apprehension, 
that I ventured to awaken, in a work of fiction, the memory of 
Queen Mary, so interesting by her wit, her beauty, hef misfor- 
tunes, and the mystery which still does, and probably always Will, 
oWhang her history. In doing so, 1 was aware that failure 
would be a conclusive disaster, so that my task was something 
like that of an enchanter who raises a spirit over whom he is 
uncertain of possessing an effectual contre]; and I naturally 
paid attention to such principles of Composition, as I concgived 
were best suited tu the historical novel. 


NOTES. 5 


GLENDONWYNE OF GLENDONWYNE—p. 33. 


This was a house of ancient desc&ht and superior conse- 
quence, including persons who fought\ht Bannockburn and 
Otterburn, and closely connected by allfi.%e and friendship 
with the great Earls of Douglas. The Knight in the“’story 
argues as most Scotsmen would do in his situation, for all of the 
same clan are popularly considered as des&nded from the same 
stock, and as having a right to the ancestral honour of the chief 
branch. This opinion, though sometimes ideal, is so strong even 
at this day of innovation, that it may be observed as a national 
difference between my countrymen and the English.t If you 
ask an Englishman of good birth whether a person of the“same 
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name be connected with him, he answers (if tz dué/o), ‘‘No~ 
he isa mere namesake.” Ask a similar question of a Scot (I 
mean a Scotsman), he replies—‘‘ He is one of our clan; I dare- 
say there is a relationship, though I do not know how distant.” 
The Englishgan thinks of discountenancing a species of rivalry 
in sofiety ; the Scotsman’s answer is grounded on the ancient 
idea of strengthening the clan. 


. Ce. or Sr. CurnpertT—p. 87. 


Iemay here observe that this is entirely an ideal scene. Saint 
Cuthbert, a person of established sanctity, had, no doubt, 
several places of worship on the Borders, where he flourished 
whilst living ; but Tilmouth Chapel is the only one which bears 
som@resemblance to the hermitage described in the text. It 
has, indeed, a well famous for gratifying three wishes for every 
worshipper who shall quaff the fountain with sufficient belief in 
its efficdcy. At this spot the Saint is said to have landed in his 
stohe coffin, in which he sailed down the Tweed from Melrose, 
and here the stone coffin long lay in evidence of the fact. re 
late Sir Francis Blake Delaval is said to have taken the exact 
measure of the coffin, and to have ascertained by hydrostatic 
principles that it might have actually swum. A profane farmer 
in 4 neighboughood announced his intention of converting this 
last bed of the Saint into a trough for his swine; but the pro. 
fanation_was rendered impossible either by the Saint or by some 
pious vetary in his behalf, for on the following morning the 
stonessarcophagus was found,broken in two fragments. 

Tilmouth Chapel, with these points of resemblance, lies, how- 
ever, in exactly the opposite direction, as regards Melrose, 
f Saint Cuthbert is said to have borne 





e Goss-HAWK—p. 103. 


The comparison isgaken from some beautiful verses in an old 
ballad, entitled Fause Foodrage, published in the Afinstrelsy of 
the Scottish Border. A deposed queen, to preserve her infant 
son from the traitors who have slain his father, exchanges him 
with the female offspring of a faithful friend, and goes on to 
direct the education of the children, and the private signals by 
whicl? the parents are to hear news each of her own offspring. . 
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CuareL or St. BripGeT—p. 128. 


This, like the cell of Saint Cuthbert, is an imaginary scene, 
but I took one or two ideas of the desolation of the interior from 
a story told me by my father. In his youth he had occasion to 
visit an old lady who resided ina Border castle oP considerable 
renown. Only one very limited portion of the extensive ruins 
sufficed for the accommodation of the inmates, and my* father 
amused himself by wandering through the part that was un- 
tenanted. Ina dining apartment, having a roof rich! adorned 
with arches and drops, there was deposited a large stack of kay, 
to which calves were helping themselves from opposite sides. 
As my father was scaling a dark ruinous turnpike staircase, his 
greyhcund ran up before him, and probably was the means of 
saving his life, for the animal fell through a trap-door, or aperture 
in the stair, thus waming the owner of the danger of the 
ascent. As the dog continued howling from a great depth, my 
father got the old butler, who alone knew most of the focalities 

ut the castle, to unlock a sort of stable, in which Kill-back 

found safe and sound, the place being filled with the same 

commodity which littered the stalls of Augeas, and which had 
rendered the dcg’s fall an easy one. 


ELIZABETH BARTON—p. 134. 

A fanatic nun, called the Holy Maid of Kerf’, who pret@&ded 
to the gift of prophecy and power of miracles. Having de 
nounced the doom of speedy death against Henry VII¢. for his 
marriage with Anne Boleyn, the prophctess was attainted in 
Parliament, and executed with hef accomplices. Her i imposture 
was for a time so successful, that even Sir Thomas More was 
disposed to be a believer. . 


ABBOT OF UNREASON-ND. 147. 

We learn from no less authority than that’% Napoleon Bona- 
parte that there is but a single step between the subline and 
ridiculous ; and it is a transition from one extreme to another, so 
very easy, that the vulgar of every degree are peculiarly capti- 
vated with it. Thus the inclination to laugh becomes incon- 
trollable, when the solemnity and gravity of time, place, and 
circumstances, render it peculiarly improper. Some species of 
general license, like that which inspired the ancient Suturnalia, 
pier aac Carnival, hay been commonly indulged“to the 
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people at all times and in almost all countries. But it was, I 
think, peculiar tc the Roman Catholic Church, that while they 
studied how to render their church rites imposing and magnifi- 
cent by all that pomp, music, architecture, and external display 
could add tmthem, they nevertheless connived, upon special 
occafons, at the frolics of the rude vulgar, whe, in almost all 
Catholjc countries, enjoyed, or at east assured, the privilege of 
making some Lord of the revels, who, under the name of the 
Abbot off Unreason, the Boy Bishop, or the President of Foul-, 
eccupied the churches, profaned the holy places by a mock 
imftation of the sacred rites, and sung indecent parodies on 
hymns of the church. The indifference of the clergy, even when 
their power was greatest, to the indecent exhibitions which they 
always tolerated, and sometimes encouraged, forms a strong 
contrast to the sensitiveness with which they regarded any 
serious attempt, by preaching or writing, to impeach any of the 
doctrings of the church. It could only be compared to the 
singular apathy with which they endured, and often admired, 
the gross novels which Chaucer, Dunbar, Boccaccio, Pandr'ho, 
and others, composed upon the bad morals of the clergy. It 
seems as if the churchmen in both instances had endeavoured 
to compromise with the laity, and allowed them occasionally to 
gratify their coarse humour by indecent satire, provided they 
wodid abstain ffm any grave question concerning the founda: 
tion of the doctrines on which was erected such an immense 
fabric of ecclesiastical power. 

But the sports thus licensed assumed a very different appear- 
ance’so soon as. the Protestgnt doctrines began to prevail ; and 
the license which their forefathers had exercised in mere gaiety 
of heart, and without least intention of dishonouring religion 
by their frolics, were g6w persevered in by the common people 
as a mode of ‘gstif.fig their utter disregard for the Roman 






Tac Hossy-norse—p. 149. 


This exhibition, the play-mare of Scotland, stood high among 
holiday gambols. It must be carefully separated from the 
wooden chargers which furnish out our nurserics. It gives rise 
to Hanftet’s ejaculation— 

(* But oh, but oh, the hopby-horse is forget! 
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There is a very comic scene in Beaumont and Fletcher's play 
of Woman Pleased, where Hiope-on-high Bombye, a Puritan 
cobbler, refuses to dance with the hobby-horse. There was much 
difficulty and great variety in the motions which the hobby- 


horse was expected to exhibit. e 2 


InaBILiry oF Evi. Spirits TO ENTER A House 
UNINVITED—p. 177. t 

There is a popular belief respecting evil spirits, pat they 
cannot enter an inhabited house unless invited, nay, dragged 
over the threshold. There is an instance of the same super- 
stition in the Tales of the Genii, where an enchanter is supposed 
to have intruded himself into the Divan of the Sultan. 

“¢ Thus,’ said the illustrious Misnar, ‘let the enemies of 
Mahomet be dismayed ! but inform me, O ye sages ! und@r the 
semblance of which of your brethren did that foul enchanter 
gain admittance here!’ ‘ May the lord of my heart,’ wered 
Balihu, the hermit of the faithful from Queda, ‘triumBh over 

is foes! As I travelled on the mountains from Queda, ind 
saw neither the footsteps of beasts, nor the flight of birds, 
behold, I chanced to pass through a cavern; in whose hollow 
sides I found this accursed sage, to whom I unfolded the invita- 
tion of the Sultan of India, and we, joining, journeyed towards 
the Divan ; but ere we entered, he said unto mg, ‘ Put thyg@and 
forth, and pull me towards thee into the Divan, calling on the 
name of Mahomet, for the evil spirits are on me, gnd vex 
me.’ ‘2 ) 

But the most picturesque use of jthis popular belief occyrs in 
Coleridge's beautiful and tantalising fragment of Chriatabel. 

S8yYTON OR SETON-ApO. 206. ‘* 

George, fifth Lord Seton, was immovaly faithful to Queen 
Mary during all the mutabilities of her f ‘. He was grand- 
master of the household, in which capacity he hada pS&cture 
painted of himself, with his official baton, and the following 
motto — ¢ 

In adversitate, patiens ; 
In prosperitate, benevolus. 
Hasard, yet forward, 

After the battle of Langside Lord Seton was obliged‘to retire 

abroad for safety, and was an exile for two years, during’ which 
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he was reduced to the necessity of driving a waggon in Fianders 
for his subsistence. He rose to favour in James VI.'s reign, and 
resuming his paternal property, had himself painted in his 
waggoner's dress, and in the act of driving a wain with four 
horses, on tkg north end of a stately gallery at Seton Castle. 


e THe MAIpen oF MorTon—p. 213. 


A species-of Guillotine which the Regent Morton brought 
down ff®m Halifax, certainly at a period considerably later than 
intimated in the tale. He was himself the first who suffered by 
the engine. 


RESIGNATION OF QuEEN MARY—p. 301. 


The details of this remarkable event are, as given in chapter 
Xxi., imaginary; but the outline of the events is historical. 
Sir Robert Lindesay, brother to the author of the Memoirs, 
was af first intrusted with the delicate commission of persuading 

imprisoned Queen to resign her crown. As he flatly refused 

to interfere, they determined to send the Lord Lindesay, este of 
the rudest and most violent of their ‘own faction, with instruc- 
tions, first to use fair persuasions, and if these did not succeod, 
ape enter into harder terms. Knox associates Lord Ruthven with 
pet in tlgs alarming commission. He was the son of that 

thven who was prime agent in the murder of Rizzio ; 
; tid lige mercy wa to be expected from his conjunction with 


"Phe Me laa of suchgude tools argued a resolution on the 
part — who had t Queen's person in their power, to 
the utm extremities should they find Mary 


obst. ” To av is Leper danger, Sir Robert Melville 
was despatch en, carrying with him, con- 
cealed in the of apace sword, letters to the Queen from 


the*Eari of Athole, Maitland of Lethington, and even from 
Throgmorton, the English Ambassador, who was then favour. 
able to the unfof®inate Mary, conjuring her to yield to the 
necessity of the times, and to subscribe such deeds as Lindesay 
should lay before her, without being startled by their tenor ; 
and assuring her that her doing so, in the state of captivity 
under“which she was placed, would neither in law, honour, nor 
corfcience, Be: heeding poe des when ae anon Openta Bee 
549 


INTRODUCTION AND NOTES. 


|, BATTLE OF LANGSIDE—p. 520. 

Iam informed ‘in the most polite’manner, by Mr. D. MacVean 
of Glasgow, that ‘I have been inéorrect in my locality in giving 
an account of the battle of Langside. Crookstone Castle, he 
observes, lies four miles west from the field of battle, and rither 
in the rear of Murray's army. The real place from which,Mary 
énw the rout of her last army was Cathcart Castle, which, being 
a mile and a half east from Langside, was situated in thg rear of 
the Queen’s own army. 

It is singular how tradition, which is sometimes a sure ; ufde 
to truth, is, in other cases, prone to mislead us. In the cele- 
brated field of battle at Killiecrankie, the traveller is struck 
with one of those rugged pillars of rough stone, which indjgate 
the scenes of ancient conflict. A friend of the author, well 
acquainted with the circumstances of the battle, was standing 
near this large stone, and looking on the scene around, when a 
Highland shepherd hurried down from the hill to offer his serviqes 
As g@icerone, and proceeded to inform him that Dundee was slainat 
that Stone, which was raised to his memory. ‘‘ Fie, Donald,” 
answered my friend, ‘‘how can you tell such a story to a stranger ? 
I am sure you know well enough that Dundee was killed ata 
considerable distance from this place, near the house of Fascally, 
and that this stone was here long before the hafile in 1688%— 
*Oich! oich!” said Donald, no way abashed, ‘‘and your 
honour’s in the right, and I see you ken a' about it. And he 
wasna killed on the spot neither, but lived till the next morning ; 
but a’ the Saxon gentlemen like en hear he was killed at the 
great stane." It is on the same printiple of pleasing my readers, 


that I retain Crookstone Castle instead ¢f Cathcart. 
If, however, the Author has taken a Merty in removing the 
actual field of battle somewhat to the ard he has been 
telerably strict in adhering to the incidents offite engagement. 
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PRINCIPAL SCOFRISH:: WORDS’.USED: 
SIR WALTER SCOYTS 


= ts, habiliments. 
Acfauld, honest. 
Again e'en, before evening. 
Ahint, behind. 
A tblinsy perhaps. 
, sOUr. 
Art, quarter, to direct. 
A jee, awry. 
llenarly, alone. 


A rchilowe, a peace-offering. 


Ark, a chest. 

Arig, engagem@nt money. 

Axnldfarr&x, sagacious, 

Aver, a cart horse. 
wumrif, a cupboard. | 


e 
Barm, yeast. 
atts, the colic. 


Baudron, a cat. 
Baulder, truer. 
Baxter, a baker. 


Bedral, sexton. 

yi Sll ape overwe 
egunk, deception. 

Seild, ter. 


Bigconet, a linen cap. 
Bike, a nest. 

Sink, a plate-rack. 
Birkie, a smart fellow. 
Biri, to toss. 

Bittle, a wooden mailet. 
Bittock, a good bit. 
Blackavised, darkfaced. 
Blawart, a blue-bottle. 
Blether, nonsense. 
Blunker, a cloth printer. 
Sole, an aperture. 
Bonally, a parting drink. 
Bonnie-wallies, gewgaws. 
Bourd, a joke. 

Bourock, a mound. 
Bowie, a milk bowL 
Brae, a hill-side. 
Brander, to broil. 
Brattach, a standard. 
Brattle, a race. 
Brecham, a horse collar. 
Bree, Broo, broth. 
Brent, smooth. 

Brewis, broth. 

Brickle, ticklish. 

Brink, to possess. 
Broche, a roasting spit. 
Brock, a badger. 
Brockit, whitefaced. 
Brod, a board, a plate. 
Mporvst, brewing. 


GLOSSARY. 


Buckie, 2 shell. 
Buirdly, manly. 
Bumbazed, stupched. 


Bunker, a cupboard. 
Burnthewind, a blacksmith. 
a Street rter,. 


, an old woman. 
Callant, a young lad. 
Caller, fresh. 
Cadlet, the head ; a cap. 
Calm ‘sough, a quiet tongue. 
Camsteary, perverse. 
Canny, shrewd. 
Cantle, crown of the head. 
Cantrips, tricks. 
Canty, cheerful. 
Capernoited, peevish. 
osha a pancake. 

“Cc ?, agitation. 

Caresich, catechism. 
Ca’-thre’, as Ciatue Dane: 


con® 
, a RencaGe: 
Cha jt, pa ake 


Chappti a liquid measure. 


Chuckie, a Proanil pebble. 
C. lachan, a village. 
Clanjyam/ray, rabble. 
Clarty, dirty. 
Claught, seized. 
Clavers, gossip. 
Cleugh, a ravine. 
Cloot, a cloth ; a hoof. 
Clour, a knock. 
Cockernony, a head ornament. 
Cod, a pillow. 
2 abe, a merchant. 
oggeng, empty. 
Cagie, a wooden basin. 
Cotlieshangic, a quarrel. 
Coréfe, a crow. 
Cong, to wpset, 
Cow, cut 


ort. € 


Crack, to converne. 
Craig, the neck. 
C iced ane groundstep. 
Cn a foray. 
Creel, a basket. 
Crewels, scrofula. ¢ 


’ Crouse, self-confident. 


Cuaay, a donkey. 


_ Curttle, to tickle. 


Crrlie aeurlie, twisting 
Cun, a small quantity. 
Curney, round. 

Cusser, a stallion. 

Cutty, a worthless woman, 


Dafing, fun. 

Darker, to saunter, 
Dander, a cinder, 
Deray, disorder. 

Dern, dark, hidden. 
Die,a plaything. 
Dight, to wipe. 

Ding, to beat. 

Dink, trim, scornful. 
Dirdum, a disturbance. 
Dird, to vibraté. 
Dittay, an indictment. 
Divot, a turf. 
Doch-an-dorrach, astirfup-cup 
D yt, stupid. 
Hrlach, a valise. 
Dottrel stupid. 

D ‘he bottom. 
Subborn. 





Dowed, worthless, 
Downa, dan’t like. 
Dree, to suffer. 
Dreigh, dry. 
Droghling, puny. 
Drouthy, thirsty. 

Dud, a dirty pool 
Duds, clothes. 
Dule-weeds, mourning. 


Dunckh, to nudge. 
Dwam, % swoon. 
Dwining, declining. 


Earged, burttd. 
Easse/, eastward. 
E66, giailow. 
Erdent, attentive. 
Eldinggfud.. 
Eithly Basily. 
Eme, uncle. 
Ettle, desire. 
Evendown, downright. 
a mene 
wigng, itching. 
Boe hoicien 


Fairstgge, natural. 
Follals, gaudy ature. 
Fard, to embellish. 
Fari, fourth part. 
Farvrant, shrewd. 
Fash, trouble. 
Fashious, worrying. 


iy Sn 
Fecklevs feeble. 


Fend, 'g provide. 
Fere, entire. 
Ferie, wonderful 
Fickle, to puzzle. 
Fifish, crazy. 
Fissell, to bustle. 
Fizzenlesa, tasteless. 
Fleeck, to w: 
Flemit, scared. 
FleMer, a butcher. 
Filey, to frighten. 


Firs , a sill flirt. 


Fit, to remove. 

F » wet moss. 
Filuff-gibs, squibs. 
Fiyte, t scold. 
Forbye,"besides. 


Forhtin, Forfoughton, 


GLOSSARY. 


Forgather, to make acquaint 
ance with, 

Fornent, in front of. 

Forpit, fourth part of a peck, 

Fey, an entertainment. 

Fosy, spongy. 

Frackest, boldest. 

Freit, an omen. 

Fremdt, strange. 

Fristed, delayed. 

Fyke, to perplex. 


Gaé, the mouth. 

Gaberlunsie, a beggar. 

Gaedotun, a merry-making. 

Galdragon, x sorcerer, 

Gallaglass, an armed retainer. 

Galligaskins, wide trousers. 

Gangrel, vagrant. 

Gangthereont, wandcring. 

Gar, to compel. 

Guuger, an exciseman. 

Gaunt, to yawn, 

Gawsie, plurip. 

Geck, to jeer. 

Gee, the pet. 

Geizencd, leaky. 

Gey, very. 

G1 P-gaf/, tit for tat. 

Gillravagine, cumultious. 

Giffy, a boisterous persun. 

Gin, if. 

Gia, a deep ravine. 

Gird, a hoop. 

Girdle, round iron plate for 
king cakes. 

Girnel, a tneal-chest. 

Glaiks, deception. 

Gledge, sly-looking. 

Gleed, twisted. 

Gleg, quick. 

Giff, immediate. 

Giisk, a glimpse. 

Glune-amie, a Highlander. 


ex- Glunsh, gloomy-looking. 
e a dunce. 


GLOSSARY. 


Gowk, a fool. 
Gow/pen, a handful. 
Graddan, scorched grain. 
anbeg furniture. 
reet, to weep, 
Grew, to shiver. 
Grewsome, frightful. 
Grice, a Pig. 
Grieve, bailiff, or foreman. 
Gripple, rapacious. 
Guniple foisted, sulky. 
Gustption, common sense. 
Gusting, gratifying. 
aS te, hobgoblin. 
yte, foolish. 


Hafits, cheeks, 

Hafiin, half-grown. 

Hallan, partition at the door- 

. way, 

Hallenshaker,a shabby fellow. 

Hallion, a clumsy fellow. 

flalse, hause, the throat. 

Hamesucken, assaulting a per- 
son in his own house. 

Hansel, a present. 

Hantle, a quantity. 

Harle, to drag. 

Harns, brains. 

Hattit-ktt, curdied milk. 

Hauld, habitation. 

Havers, nonsense. 

Havisegs, behaviour. 

Heck and manger, in a liberal 
manner. 

fisal to lift ups 
emfpie, a roguish person. 

Hoerskt$, plunder 

Heuck, a sickle. 

Hirdy-girdy, confusion. 

Hirple, to hobble. 

Hirsel, a flock of sheep. 

Hoast, a cough. 

Hooly, softly. 

Houf, a haunt. 


Hough, the thigh. r 


Howdie, a midwife, 

Howk, to dig. 

Hurdres, the loins. 
Hurleyhouse, a ruinous man 


sion. 
Flussy, a jade. 


Ik, Ilka, each. 
Lli-deedy-gett, a mit-hievous 
urchin. 
Infang and outfang, the right 
of trying thieves. 
dngan, an onion. 
ingle, the fireside. 
/ngyre, to insinuate. 


¥age, to prick. 
Falouse, suspect. 
Fannock, a cake. 
Farto, dearest. 
Jaugs, saddie-bags. 
aw, a wave. 
au-hole, a gutter. 
Seddart-cast, trial after execu- 
ne oe & 
imply, sparingly. 
Geller. a clasp knife., 
bated yes, ell 
ry-pookery, jugglinan 
uk, to bend. 


Kaim, Lcomb. 
Kain, aX x in,kind. ° 
Kale-yarda, shen-garden. 


XK cbbie, a hooked staff. 
x ak a cheese, 
eck, to pascp. 
Keltie, quite. 
Kemf, to strive. 
- en, to rye 
enspeckle, conspicuo 
Kefp, to catch. 
Kerne, a follower. 
Kinzrick, kingdom, 


~ 


GLOSSARY. 


Kippage, a fit of temper. 
Kittle, difficult. 
Knaf, to break. 
a rae, & 
oxen.' 
py Noes, Highland cattle. 


yihg, to seem. 


Laigk@ow. ° 
mer, Lamour, amber. 
ndlouper, charlatan. 
Langnuebdit, nondescript. 
Lafpper, curdled. 
k. a young girL 
: the rest. 
Laing, a tavern reckoning. 
spent DISaEane: 
Leuchy laughe 
ait, the aur. 
ightly, undervalue. 
Lilt, to sing. 


Limmer, an impudent person. 


Lipper, aes 


ag ail 


Loon, a fello 


uantity. 
of the hand. 


ypeee a light. 


Mailing, a farm. 

Mi , & poet. 
Afask go brew. 
Mavzwkin, a hare. 
MeRer, meal. 
Afelier, a male herring. 


Meltith, food. 
Mense, sense. 
Menseful, mindful. 
Messan, a cur. 
Midden, a dustheap. 
Mis, mute. 
Minsxie, mother. 
Mint, to aim. 
Mirk, dusk. 
Aiviigoes, giddiness. 
Misca’, to malign. 
Mischanter, mischief. 
ae a miserable person. 
ipeled, mangled. 

rs cared, misbehaved. 
Mistryst, to doubt. 
Mittans, fingerless gloves. 
Motus, the earth. 
Mousted, scented. 
porn much. 

ee young grouse. 
Mull, a snuff-box. 
Mi UrRCOns, mouths. 
Mutch, a cap. 
Maid ood gracious. 
A1y-lane, alone. 


Nafery, table linen. 
Naskgabs, insgolence. 
Neb, the nose. 
Neist, next. 
Neuk, the corner. 
Nicker, a horse-laugh. 
Nreve, ‘the fist. 
Nifer, to bargain. 
Nipperkin, a small morsel, 
Noop, the elbow-joint. 
Nourice, a nurse. 


Nowt, black cattle. 


Oc, a grandchild. 
Oo pint, te to aati 


Gude wiihoud: 


9 Ont taken, except. 


, over yonder. 


GLOSSARY. 


Oxter, the armpit. 


Faiks, a drubbing. 
Parttrick, a idge. 
Pand, a pledge. 
Pang, to cram. 
Paraffie, display. 
Parochtne, a parish. 
Partan, a crab. 
Pasche, Easter. 
Pawky, shrewd. 
fease-bogte, a scarecrow. 
Peengh, to whine. 
oy &@ pegtop. 
oe , e pant. — 

ellach, a porpoise. 
Peltrie, nee Se 
Pickle, 2 small quantity. 
igs, earthenware vessels. 
fmegywinkles, the stocks. 
Pirn, a reel. 
Pit mirk, pitch dark. 
Plack, a small coin. 
Plainstanes, the pavement. 
Ploy, an entertainment. 
Pirskie, a trick. 
Poinder, to distrain. 
Poke, Pock, a bag. 
foortith, poverty. 
Pootry, poultry. 


Pouting, paricge shooting. 
fovw, the head. 


Powsowdie, 
mess. 
Pree, Lo taste. 
Pretty, smart, well-made. 
Prigg, to beseech, 
Prin, a pin. 
Propine, a present. 
yell pretty. 
*yot, a magpie. 


rCUp. 


Jargonelle 


a miscellaneous 


Quern, a handmill, 


Raily, an upper dress. 
Rampauging, Legi culating. 
Ramstam, precipitate. 
Randy, disorderly. 

Rann, a fish roe. 

Rath, quick. 

Raz, to stretch. 

Redd, to clear up. 

Rede, advice, specch. 
Ked-wnd, stark mad. 

Reek, smoke. 

Rerk, a disturbance. 

Reitrd, noise. 

Reise, a sapling. 

Retsting, gibbing. 

Retve, to plunder. 

Rickle, a heap. 
Rinthereout, wandering. 
Rife, to search. 

Rit, a scratch. 

Rotten, a rat. 

Roughies, torches. 

Roup, an auctiog, 
Rowse, commen 
Routh, plenty. 
Low, a roll, 
XNudas,a foo 
RHEE, a staff. 


tion, 





Saugh, a willow, > 
Saxilte, a mute. 

Scart, a s&tch. 

Schellum, a worthless fellow. 
Scomfished, disgusted, 
Scouther, to scorch. 

Screed, to tear. 

Scunner, to loathe. 

Seid suas, strike up, 


®€ Seif, to core. 


